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INTRODUCTION 


Henry James’s autobiographic writings are here reprinted for the 
first time since their original publication. Concerned as they are 
with the recovery of his past and that of his remarkable family, they 
surely belong among his most vivid and genial performances. They 
nevertheless had their genesis in an experience of loss and sorrow. 

“I sit heavily stricken and in darkness,” he wrote to a friend in 
the summer of 1910, when he was sixty-seven. William James was 
dead; and William James, as he told his correspondent, had been 
his “ideal Elder Brother.” In the course of a recent visit to Europe 
with his wife, William James had been taken suddenly ill. Accom- 
panied by Henry James, long resident in England, the couple had 
hastened back to their summer house in the New Hampshire moun- 
tains, and there the brilliant philosopher and notable man had 
died. “His extinction changes the face of life for me,” Henry added 
in the same letter. It also started him on the writing of his auto- 
biography. 

Like other of his major books, the autobiography began as a small 
work on a limited subject and then expanded into a lengthy work 
on a rather different and much more intricate subject At Mrs. 
William James's suggestion, he first determined to publish a selec- 
tion from his brother's early letters together with a brief memoir 
of him. What he finally produced was an extended account of his 
own early development— an account in which William James figures 
brightly, if intermittently, as elder brother but scarcely at all in his 
objective character. The result was a first-rate book, but it was not 
the book James had planned nor the book his brother’s family had 
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expected; and we find it natural to wonder why his purpose changed. 
On this point Theodora Bosanquet, James’s secretary at the time, is 
of some assistance, for in her Henry James at Work, she describes the 
conditions under which the autobiography was written. She recalls 
how James, returning to London for the winter of 191 i-igia, begged 
her to seek out quiet quarters for them to work in, how she found 
rooms in the same Chelsea building where she lived herseljf, and 
how the two of them went briskly to work on the projected mtmoir. 
By way of documentation, Miss Bosanquet remembered, Jamffi had 
only a bundle of family letters: “No preliminary work was needed. 
A straight dive into the past brought to the surface treasure after 
treasure.” Strolling around the room and dictating rapidly while 
Miss Bosanquet took down his sentences on the typewriter, he ap- 
pealed very largely to memory. In this way, the book assumed an 
autobiographic form and by degrees it prolonged itself. 

The faculty of memory was strongly developed in James. So too 
was the habit of subjectivity, the passion of consciousness; and it is 
well known that in his novels the minds of the chief characters are 
made to serve as the exclusive focus of events. Thus the projected 
memoir of William James seems to have yielded to the exigencies 
of his usual vision and method. And if we look into the autobiog- 
raphy itself, we discover further reasons for the change of plan. He 
was the last survivor of a family which he knew had been remark- 
able; and what James then knew to be true of his family, the world 
has since plentifully recognized. Rich, intelligent and comparatively 
free, the Jameses belonged to what he once called “the classic years 
of the great Americano-European legend.” They were pioneers in 
the American rediscovery of Europe, the enjoyment of art, the 
cultivation of the self, the spiritualization of values in this country. 
As an historian of manners, James was in a position to appreciate 
their representative character, and by writing an autobiography 
rather than a sketch of William, he was able to commemorate them 
in a large way. 

Their history, moreover, was intricately bound up with his 
history. A bachelor with no immediate family of his own to com- 
mand his affections and mark the passage of time, he continued to 
live intensely in his own and the family’s past. This, to be sure, was 
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only part of the story. It was in the spirit of epigram and with the 
force of a half-truth that William James said of his brother: “He 
is a native of the James family, and has no other country.” Henry 
James had another country: England, society, work; and he and 
William both had something to do in life besides being brothers. 
Yet family feeling was very strong in one part of him, and he made 
it his business as an artist to keep all the parts of himself alive and 
in active communication with the other parts. And there is the 
further consideration— it seems to me the main burden of the auto- 
biography— that his devotion to William and his family was con- 
tingent upon his having won a decisive measure of independence 
from them. If he was a native of the James family, he had, never- 
theless, acquired citizenship in a very different commonwealth of 
the mind. Continuing to love and admire his “ideal Elder Brother,” 
he did so on his own ground and was thus something like the ideal 
younger brother. His awareness of this situation seems to have been 
acute. It constituted, in his famous phrase, “the point of view” 
from which he wrote his autobiography. He had a deeper debt to 
discharge, a more complex relationship to describe, than he could 
have discharged or described in a brief memoir of William James. 

“An entire volume of memories was finished before bringing 
William to an age for writing letters,” Miss Bosanquet notes. This 
first volume appeared in 1913 under the title of A Small Boy and 
Others. The following year saw the publication of a second install- 
ment, Notes of a Son and Brother, in which James did include 
many family letters and achieved some fine objective portraiture, 
especially in the case of his father, although he came back decisively 
to his own concerns at the end. Then the war of 1914 broke upon 
the two workers in their Chelsea retreat; James’s mind was diverted 
from his task and he never came back to it. At his death in 1916, he 
left the fragment of a third installment to be called The Middle 
Years, which Mr. Percy Lubbock edited and published the following 
year. As the first installment had dealt with James’s childhood and 
the second with his youth, so the third was clearly intended to em- 
brace some portion of his early maturity. The fragment begins 
with an account of the trip to Europe which he undertook in 1869, 
aged twenty-six. This, his first European journey as an adult, was 
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soon followed by a second visit— not mentioned in The Middle 
Years— and eventually by his decision to settle abroad permanently, 
which he proceeded to do in 1875. If completed, The Middle Years 
would perhaps have recalled the events, impressions and delibera- 
tions of those years of decision. As it is, the narrative leaps ahead 
to recount meetings with Tennyson and George Eliot which we 
know from other sources to have occurred as late as 1878. (As Mr. 
Lubbock observes: "In dictating The Middle Years he used no 
notes, and beyond an allusion or two in the unfinished wlume 
itself, there is no indication of the course which the book Would 
have taken or the precise period it was intended to cover.” 

Nor do we know what general title, if any, James would have 
given to the series of volumes had he lived to complete them. As 
some such title was needed for the present volume, which brings 
the three installments together for the first time, the editor decided 
upon Henry James: Autobiography as being the simplest, the most 
nearly appropriate, or at any rate the least misleading of several 
possibilities. Neither “Memoirs” nor “Reminiscences” will do for 
a work which is so subjective, so purposeful, and so well-organized 
as this one is. On the other hand, like any first-rate autobiography, 
the work is given momentum and meaning by the recorded develop- 
nicnt— moral and professional— of the individual who is both its 
subject and its author. “It was extra-easy for him to recover the 
past," Miss Bosanquet writes. And perhaps we may add that the 
enterprise was easy because the recovered past was so largely James’s 
own. One naturally wishes that he had been able to continue the 
record. Yet he tells in its entirety what was probably the main story 
he had to tell. The formation of his mind and the choice of his vo- 
cation are accounted for-and accounted for with such a flow of 
perception, poetry, and wit, that most writers on James and his 
fomily have found the work substantially perfect and final. 

It is probably not the autobiography he would have written in 
the more militant days of his Daisy Miller and his book on Haw- 
thorne. Sixty-eight years old when he began the work, he had no 
such quarrel with the time and place of his origins as he would 
very likely have had at the earlier period. His old feud with Ameri- 
can culture had been qualified by his dismay at modernity in gen- 
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eral. He had since suffered too greatly— from the public neglect of 
his work, from sickness and depression of spirits and the loss of 
relatives and friends, from what in his notebooks he described 
as simply “the cold Medusa-face of life”— to continue any particu- 
larized quarrel or program. In the autobiography, his characteristic 
passion is far from spent, his great critical mind is still very active; 
but the passion and the criticism are now devoted to the understand- 
ing of his existence in its complicated wholeness. 

Thus the autobiography is definitely a part of his major work, 
and to this fact it owes its character of finality. In particular, it com- 
pletes the task of summing-up which he began with The Ameri- 
can Scene (1907), his most elaborate essay on American culture, 
and continued with the prefaces he .wrote for the “New York Edi- 
tion” of his tales and novels (1907-1909). The prefaces are his 
critical justification of his practice as a novelist; the autobiography 
is his revelation of the man within the novelist. To be sure, James 
detested the kind of publicity so often given to the private lives of 
artists in modern times. This exploitation of biography for its own 
sensational sake was part of the dreaded phenomenon he called 
“newspaperism.” Yet he had his own way of insisting on the rele- 
vance of a man’s life and character to what a man wrote, and in his 
autobiography James is applying to himself a method of “literary 
portraiture,” as he called it, which he had earlier applied, in essays 
and biographies, to such figures as Hawthorne, Turgenev, and 
William Wetmore Story. In doing so, he makes clear the intimate 
basis of some of his own themes and methods as a novelist. 

Primarily, as I have suggested, the work recounts his discovery 
of a vocation for writing, a true “calling,” a trade which was also a 
way of life. And it is interesting to remember that the period at 
which James embarked on his autobiography was the same period 
which produced a large literature devoted to the emergent vocation. 
James was older by many years than the writers who made the most 
remarkable contributions to this literature: for example, Proust 
and Joyce in their semi-autobiographical novels, Yeats in his 
Reveries Over Childhood and Youth. Yet James felt the question 
of vocation in much the same urgent way that they did. He too had 
come to be the inventor of new and exacting forms of writing which 
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required of him very intense feelings of dedication and very alert 
powers of concentration. In the almost visionary later pages of Notes 
of a Son and Brother, James, like his younger contemporaries, seems 
to conceive of the literary vocation as a kind of second birth, a new 
soul which struggles into being out of pain and loss and humiliation. 
For him too the experience is a sacrificial one, a bitter triumph at 
best. In his well-known poem, “The Choice,” Yeats declared that 

The intellect of man is forced to choose 

Perfection of the life or of the work. 

And if it take the second must refuse 

A heavenly mansion, raging in the dark. 

Similarly, James observes of himself in A Small Boy and Others that 
he “was to go without many things, ever so many— as all persons do 
in whom contemplation takes so much the place of action . . .” 

But he adds that he was “much to profit” by the deprivation. He 
goes on to show how his detached and contemplative art developed 
by degrees out of the habit of “gaping” which, as a small shy power- 
less-feeling boy, he had acquired as his principal access to experience 
of the world and knowledge of other people. Why this had to be so 
he demonstrated in the first volume of his autobiography, A Small 
Boy and Others; and its very title becomes peculiarly meaningful to 
us when we read that the friends and relatives of his boyhood were 
so oilier— that was what I felt: and to be other, other almost any- 
how, seemed as good as the probable taste of the bright compound 
wistfully watched in the confectioner’s window.” For those others, 
he tells us, life appeared to him to be delectable; for himself, it be- 
came so only as by degrees he refined his gaping habit into a form of 
creative vision, thus liberating himself from the more paralyzing 
effects of his estran^ment, his “otherness.” Nor does James seem to 
represent the vocation in the light of a free choice as Yeats does in 
the poem quoted above. It is an index of the psychological realism 
of these volumes that James shows the element of volition in his 
early life to have been closely intermingled with elements of neces- 
sity. If William James is seen to have stood alert among several 
brilliant possibilities, Henry himself is represented as the kind of 
young person for whom the desirable alternatives were few or none. 
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Indeed, between dedicating himself to literature or becoming the 
neurotic or invalid that several of his relatives became, there seems 
to have been no choice at all. And clearly, the knowledge of this fact, 
the sense of the narrow road he had been obliged to tread, the rec- 
ollection of the precariousness of his entire situation, lends an ever- 
anxious note to his memories, charming and comical as they often 
are. 

In fact, many of the circumstances of his early life seem to be pre- 
sented in a dual light. They alternately favor and threaten his free 
development. His family’s substantial wealth and social position, the 
gay but insignificant and often doomed lives of their numerous rela- 
tives, his father’s admirable yet impractical mind and presence, the 
wandering life of the Jameses, the children’s wildly experimental 
education, the crudeness of “old New York” mingled with its de- 
lightful “family-party smallness,” the all but overwhelming impact 
of Europe on Henry as a boy, the Civil War with its terrible losses 
as well as its benign opportunities of fellowship— such things make 
up a dream of life which is always on the point of turning into a 
nightmare. And it is a certain dream, or nightmare, long remem- 
bered by James and carefully recounted by him, which forms the 
climax and clarifies the meaning of A Small Boy and Others. With 
its setting in the Galerie d’ Apollon of the Louvre, the dream or 
nightmare shows James suddenly turning on and violently routing 
a spectral pursuer who threatens to destroy him. The experience 
ends in triumph, but it also makes clear how great was James’s es- 
timate of his peril. 

The dream’s setting in the French museum, which was formerly 
a palace, reveals the extent to which his feeling of personal power 
was rooted in his affinity for Europe and art. And in a general way 
his own story was that of the protagonists of many of his more am- 
bitious works of fiction. The search for a self among the pressures 
exerted by other and stronger selves, by conditions of time and 
place, by received ideas and established manners— this was James’s 
search just as it is that of the child heroine of What Maisie Knew, of 
the young woman who is the heroine of The Portrait of a Lady, and 
of the aging man who is the hero of The Ambassadors. The growth 
of a mind tom a state of relative moral servitude to a sute of rela^ 
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tive moral freedom was James’s subject in his autobiography as in 
much of his fiction. 

He therefore writes his autobiography as if his present self were 
continuous with his past self. He tries to combine immediacy of im- 
pression with maturity of judgment and so to remain frithful to the 
reality of his experience in something like its entirety, fiercely any- 
thing is included in the volumes simply for the sake of establishing 
an historical background, although the background is so^id and in- 
teresting. For the most part, all the details— even his recollections of 
theatrical performances in the New York of the 1850’s— ate present 
in the book because they have survived actively in his mind and 
have helped to form his mind. And how astonishingly accurate his 
memory was— when he wished it to be accurate— has been demon- 
strated again and again by recent scholarship.* Hence the peculiar 
intimacy of the book, within the limits imptosed by James’s scruple 
of propriety. Hence too his air of being equal to his task, pf being 
tenderly or humorously at home with his materials. The writing of 
the book, as he remarks in a letter, was a delicate enterprise; and the 
reading of it requires a concentration exceptional even for a work 
by the later Henry James. The style is late late James and has its 
peculiar features. His command of the rhythm of a sentence and the 
structure of a paragraph had probably failed a little by 1911, but 
his mastery of the penetrating phrase and vivid image was as great 
as ever. 

To America’s rather scanty treasure of true autobiographic liter- 
ature, James's work is an important contribution. To be sure, the 
reminiscences of frontiersmen, immigrants, military leaders mid cap- 
ons of industry make up a rich and exciting store of native docu- 
ments. But apart from The Education of Henry Adams, which 
James’s book resembles so little even though the two authors were 
contemporaries and friends, and Hawthorne's brief but suggestive 
Custom House,” which it r^embles so much, we have few 
first-hand records of American experience which may be said to be 
diorongbly penetrated by what James calls “the wonder of cmiscious- 
ness in everything.” His autobiography is one of the few. 

F. W. Dupre 

* On tbe quMtkm nf Jama’i aocuiaqr see the Notes. 
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A SMALL BOY AND OTHERS 


In the attempt to place together some particulars of the early life of 
William James and present him in his setting, his immediate native 
and domestic air, so that any future gathered memorials of him 
might become the more intelligible and interesting, I found one of 
the consequences of my interrogation of the past assert itself a good 
deal at the expense of some of the others. For it was to memory in 
the first place that my main appeal for particulars had to be made; 

I had been too near a witness of my brother’s beginnings of life, and 
too close a participant, by affection, admiration and sympathy, in 
whatever touched and moved him, not to feel myself in possession 
even of a greater quantity of significant truth, a larger handful of the 
fine substance of history, than I could hope to express or apply. To 
recover anything like the full treasure of scattered, wasted circum- 
stance was at the same time to live over the spent experience itself, so 
deep and rich and rare, with whatever sadder and sorer intensities, 
even with whatever poorer and thinner p>assages, after the manner of 
every one's experience; and the effect of this in turn was to find dis- 
crimination among the parts of my subject again and again difficult— 
so inseparably and beautifully they seemed to hang together and the 
comprehensive case to decline mutilation or refuse to be treated 
otherwise than handsomely. This meant that aspects began to mul- 
tiply and images to swarm, so far at least as they showed, to appre- 
ciation, as true terms and happy values; and that I might positively 
and exceedingly rejoice in my relation to most of them, using it for 
all that, as the phrase is, it should be worth. To knock at the door of 
the past was in a word to see it open to me quite wide— to see the 

s 
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world within begin to "compose” with a grace of its own round the 
primary figure, see it people itself vividly and insistently. Such then 
is the circle of my commemoration and so much these free and copi- 
ous notes a labour of love and loyalty. We were, to my sense, the 
blest group of us, such a company of characters and such a picture of 
differences, and withal so fused and united and interlocked, that 
each of us, to that fond fancy, pleads for preservation, and that in re- 
spect to what I speak of myself as possessing I think I shall be 
ashamed, as of a cold impiety, to find any element altogether negli- 
gible. To which I may add perhaps that I struggle under the draw- 
back, innate and inbred, of seeing the whole content of memory and 
affection in each enacted and recovered moment, as who should say, 
in the vivid image and the very scene; the light of the only terms in 
which life has treated me to experience. And I cherish the moment 
and evoke the image and repaint the scene; though meanwhile in- 
deed scarce able to convey how prevailingly and almost exclusively, 
during years and years, the field was animated and the adventure 
conditioned for me by my brother’s nearness and that play of genius 
in him of which I had never had a doubt from the first. 

The "first” then— since I retrace our steps to the start, for the 
pleasure, strangely mixed though it be, of feeling our small feet 
plant themselves afresh and artlessly stumble forward again— the first 
began long ago, far off, and yet glimmers at me there as out of a thin 
golden haze, with all the charm, for imagination and memory, of 
pressing pursuit rewarded, of distinctness in the dimness, of the fiush 
of life in the grey, of the wonder of consciousness in everything; 
everything having naturally been all the while but the abject little 
matter of course. Partly doubtless as the effect of a life, now getting 
to be a tolerably long one, spent in the older world, I see the world 
of our childhood as very young indeed, young with its own juvenil- 
ity as well as with ours; as if it wore the few and light garments and 
had gathered in but the scant properties and breakable toys of the 
tenderest age, or were at the most a very unformed young person, 
even a boisterous hobbledehoy. It exhaled at any rate a simple fresh- 
ness^d I catch its pure breath, at our infantile Albany, as the very 
air long summer aftemoons-occasions tasting of ample leisure, 
still bookless, yet beginning to be bedless, or cribless; tasting of ac- 
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cessible garden peaches in a liberal backward territory that was still 
almost part of a country town; tasting of many-sized uncles, aunts, 
cousins, of strange legendary domestics, inveterately but archaically 
Irish, and whose familiar remarks and “criticism of life” were handed 
down, as well as of dim family ramifications and local allusions— 
mystifications always— that flowered into anecdote as into small hard 
plums; tasting above all of a big much-shaded savoury house in 
which a softly-sighing widowed grandmother, Catherine Barber by 
birth, whose attitude was a resigned consciousness of complications 
and accretions, dispensed an hospitality seemingly as joyless as it was 
certainly boundless. What she liked, dear gentle lady of many cares 
and anxieties, was the “fiction of the day,” the novels, at that time 
promptly pirated, of Mrs. Trollope and Mrs. Gore, of Mrs. Marsh, 
Mrs. Hubback and the Misses Kavanagh and Aguilar, whose very 
names are forgotten now, but which used to drive her away to quiet 
corners whence her figure comes back to me bent forward on a table 
with the book held out at a distance and a tall single candle placed, 
apparently not at all to her discomfort, in that age of sparer and 
braver habits, straight between the page and her eyes. There is a 
very animated allusion to one or two of her aspects in the frag- 
ment of a “spiritual autobiography,” the reminiscences of a so-called 
Stephen Dewhurst printed by W. J. (1885) in The Literary Remains 
of Henry James; a reference which has the interest of being very 
nearly as characteristic of my father himself (which his references in 
almost any connection were wont to be) as of the person or the occa- 
sion evoked. I had reached my sixteenth year when she died, and as 
my only remembered grandparent she touches the chord of attach- 
ment to a particular vibration. She represented for us in our genera- 
tion the only English blood— that of both her own parents— flowing 
in our veins; I confess that out of that association, for reasons and 
reasons, I feel her image most beneficently bend. We were, as to 
three parts, of two other stocks; and I recall how from far back I re- 
flected— for I see I must have been always reflecting- that, mixed as 
such a mixture, our Scotch with our Irish, might be, it had had still 
a grace to borrow from the third infusion or dimension. If I could 
freely have chosen moreover it was precisely from my father’s mother 
that, fond vDtary of the finest fitith in the vivifying and characteris- 
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ing force of mothen, I should have wished to borrow it; even while 
conscious that Catherine Barber’s own people had drawn breath in 
American air for at least two generations before her. Our father’s 
father, William James, an Irishman and a Protestant born (of county 
Cavan) had come to America, a very young man and then sole of his 
fomily, shortly after the Revolutionary War; my father, the second 
son of the third of the marriages to which the country of his adop- 
tion was liberally to help him, had been born in Albany in 1811. 
Our maternal greatgrandfather on the father’s side, Hugh Walsh, 
had reached our shores from a like Irish home, Killyleagh, county 
Down, somewhat earlier, in 1764, he being then nineteen; he had 
settled at Newburgh-on-the-Hudson, half way to Albany, where 
some of his descendants till lately lingered. Our maternal great- 
grandfather on the mother’s side— that is our mother’s mother’s 
father, Alexander Robertson of Polmont near Edinburgh— had like- 
wise crossed the sea in the mid-century and prospered in New York 
very much as Hugh Walsh was prospering and William James was 
still more markedly to prosper, further up the Hudson; as unanimous 
and fortunate beholders of the course of which admirable stream I 
like to think of them. I find Alexander Robertson inscribed in a wee 
New York directory of the close of the century as Merchant; and 
our childhood in that city was passed, as to some of its aspects, in a 
sense of the afterglow, reduced and circumscribed, it is true, but by 
no means wholly inanimate, of his shining solidity. 

The sweet taste of Albany probably lurked most in its being our 
admired antithesis to New York; it was holiday, whereas New York 
was home; at least that presently came to be the relation, for to my 
very very first fleeting vision, I apprehend, Albany itself must have 
been the scene exhibited. Our parents had gone there for a year or two 
to be near our grandmother on their return from their first (that is 
our mother’s first) visit to Europe, which had quite immediately fol- 
lowed my birth, which appears to have lasted some year and a half, 
and of which I shall have another word to say. The Albany experi- 
ment would have been then their first founded housekeeping, since 
I make them out to have betaken themselves for the winter follow- 
their marriage to the ancient Astor House-not indeed at that 
time ancient, but the great and appointed modem hotel of New 
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York, the only one of such pretensions, and which somehow con- 
tinued to project its massive image, that of a great square block of 
granite with vast dark warm interiors, across some of the later and 
more sensitive stages of my infancy. Clearly— or I should perhaps 
rather say dimly— recourse to that hospitality was again occasionally 
had by our parents; who had originally had it to such a happy end 
that on January gth, 1842, my elder brother had come into the world 
there. It remained a tradition with him that our father’s friend from 
an early time, R. W. Emerson, then happening to be in New York 
and under that convenient roof, was proudly and pressingly “taken 
upstairs’’ to admire and give his blessing to the lately-born babe 
who was to become the second American William James. The bless- 
ing was to be renewed, I may mention, in the sense that among the 
impressions of the next early years I easily distinguish that of the 
great and urbane Emerson’s occasional presence in Fourteenth Street, 
a centre of many images, where the parental tent was before long to 
pitch itself and rest awhile. I am interested for the moment, how- 
ever, in identifying the scene of our very first preceptions— of my 
very own at least, which I can here best speak for. 

One of these, and probably the promptest in order, was that of 
my brother’s occupying a place in the world to which I couldn’t at 
all aspire— to any approach to which in truth I seem to myself ever 
conscious of having signally forfeited a title. It glimmers back to me 
that I quite definitely and resignedly thought of him as in the most 
exemplary manner already beforehand with me, already seated at 
his task when the attempt to drag me crying and kicking to the first 
hour of my education failed on the threshold of the Dutch House in. 
Albany after the fashion 1 have glanced at in a collection of other 
pages than these (just as I remember to have once borrowed a hint 
from our grandmother’s “interior” in a work of imagination). That 
failure of my powers or that indifference to them, my retreat shriek- 
ing from the Dutch House, was to leave him once for all already 
there an embodied demonstration of the possible— already wherever 
it might be that there was a question of my arriving, when arriving 
at all, belatedly and ruefully; as if he had gained such an advance 
of me in his sixteen months’ experience of the world before mine 
began that I never for all the time of childhood and youth in the 
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least caught up with him or overtook him. He was always round the 
comer and out of sight, coming back into view but at his hours of 
extremest ease. We were never in the same schoolroom, in the same 
game, scarce even in step together or in the same phase at the same 
time; when our phases overlapped, that is, it was only for a moment 
—he was clean out before I had got well in. How far he had really at 
any moment dashed forward it is not for me now to attempt to say; 
what comes to me is that I at least hung inveterately and woefully 
back, and that this relation alike to our interests and to each other 
seemed proper and preappointed. I lose myself in wonder at the 
loose ways, the strange process of waste, through which nature and 
fortune may deal on occasion with those whose faculty for applica- 
tion is all and only in their imagination and their sensibility. There 
may be during those bewildered and brooding years so little for 
them to “show” that I liken the individual dunce— as he so often 
must appear— to some commercial traveler who has lost the key to 
his packed case of samples and can but pass for a fool while other 
exhibitions go forward. 

I achieve withal a dim remembrance of my final submission, 
though it is the faintest ghost of an impression and consists but of 
the bright blur of a dame’s schoolroom, a mere medium for small 
piping shuffling sound and suffered heat, as well as for the wistful- 
ness produced by “glimmering squares” that were fitfully screened, 
though not to any revival of cheer, by a huge swaying, yet dominant 
object. This dominant object, the shepherdess of the flock, was Miss 
Bayou or Bayhoo— I recover but the alien sound of her name, which 
memory caresses only because she may have been of like race with 
her temple of learning, which faced my grandmother’s house in 
North Pearl Street and really justified its exotic claim by its yellow 
archaic gable-end: I think of the same as of brick baked in the land 
of dykes and making a series of small steps from the base of the gable 
to the point. These images are subject, I confess, to a soft confusion 
-wta^ IS somehow consecrated, none the less, and out of which, 
with Its shade of contributory truth, some sort of scene insists on 
glancmg. The very flush of the uneven bricks of the pavement lives 
m It, t e very smell of the street cobbles, the imputed grace of the 
mg um rage— I see it all as from under trees; the form of 
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Steuben Street, which crossed our view, as steep even to the very 
essence of adventure, with a summit, and still more with a nether- 
most and riskiest incline, very far away. There lives in it the aspect 
of the other house— the other and much smaller than my grand- 
mother’s, conveniently near it and within sight; which was pinkish- 
red picked out with white, whereas my grandmother’s was greyish- 
brown and very grave, and which must have stood back a little from 
the street, as I seem even now to swing, or at least to perch, on a 
relaxed gate of approach that was conceived to work by an iron 
chain weighted with a big ball; all under a spreading tree again 
and with the high, oh so high white stone steps (mustn’t they have 
been marble?) and fan-lighted door of the pinkishrred front behind 
me. I lose myself in ravishment before the marble and the pink. 
There were other houses too— one of them the occasion of the first 
“paid” visit that struggles with my twilight of social consciousness; 
a call with my father, conveying me presumably for fond exhibition 
(since if my powers were not exhibitional my appearance and my 
long fair curls, of which I distinctly remember the lachrymose sacri- 
fice, suppositiously were), on one of our aunts, the youngest of his 
three sisters, lately married and who, predestined to an early death, 
hovers there for me, softly spectral, in long light “front” ringlets, 
the fashion of the time and the capital sign of all our paternal aunts 
seemingly; with the remembered enhancement of her living in Elk 
Street, the name itself vaguely portentous, as through beasts of the 
forest not yet wholly exorcised, and more or less under the high 
brow of that Capitol which, as aloft somewhere and beneath the 
thickest shades of all, loomed, familiar yet impressive, at the end of 
almost any Albany vista of reference. I have seen other capitols 
since, but the whole majesty of the matter must have been then dis- 
tilled into my mind— even though the connection was indirect and 
the concrete image, that of the primitive structure, long since pre- 
tentiously and insecurely superseded— so that, later on, the impres- 
sion was to find itself, as the phrase is, discounted. Had it not 
moreover been reinforced at the time, for that particular Capitoline 
hour, by the fart that our uncle, our aunt’s husband, was a son of 
Mr. Martin Van Buren, and that he was the President? This at Imt 
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led the imagination on— or leads in any case my present imagination 
of that one; ministering to what I have called the soft confusion. 

The confusion clears, however, though the softness remains, when, 
ceasing to press too far backward, I meet the ampler light of con- 
scious and educated little returns to the place; for the education of , 
New York, enjoyed up to my twelfth year, failed to blight its ro- 
mantic appeal. The images I really distinguish flush through the 
maturer medium, but with the sense of them only the more won- 
drous. The other house, the house of my parents’ limited early so- 
journ, becomes that of those of our cousins, numerous at that time, 
who pre-eminently figured for us; the various brood presided over 
by my father’s second sister, Catherine James, who had married at a 
very early age Captain Robert Temple, U.S.A. Both these parents 
were to die young, and their children, six in number, the two eldest 
boys, were very markedly to people our preliminary scene; this being 
true in particular of three of them, the sharply differing brothers 
and the second sister, Mary Temple, radiant and rare, extinguished 
in her first youth, but after having made an impression on many 
persons, and on ourselves not least, which was to become in the har- 
monious circle, for all time, matter of sacred legend and reference, 
of associated piety. Those and others with them were the numerous 
dawnings on which in many cases the deepening and final darknesses 
were so soon to follow: our father’s family was to offer such a chron- 
icle of early deaths, arrested careers, broken promises, orphaned 
children. It sounds cold-blooded, but part of the charm of our grand- 
mother s house for us— or I should perhaps but speak for myself — 
was in its being so much and so sociably a nurseried and playroomed 
orphanage. The children of her lost daughters and daughters-in-law 
overflowed there, mainly as girls; on whom the surviving sons-in-law 
and sons occasionally and most trustingly looked in. Parentally bereft 
cousins were somehow more thrilling than parentally provided 
ones; and most thrilling when, in the odd fashion of that time, they 
were sent to school in New York as a preliminary to their being sent 
to school in Europe. They spent scraps of holidays with us in Four- 
tMnth Street, and I think my first childish conception of the en- 
viable lot, formed amid these associations, was to be so little bthered 
or mothered, so Uttle sunk in the short range, that the romance of 
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life seemed to lie in some constant improvisation, by vague over- 
hovering authorities, of new situations and horizons. We were in- 
tensely domesticated, yet for the very reason perhaps that we felt 
our young bonds easy; and they were so easy compared to other 
small plights of which we had stray glimpses that my first assured 
conception of true richness was that we should be sent separately off 
among cold or even cruel aliens in order to be there thrillingly 
homesick. Homesickness was a luxury I remember craving from the 
tenderest age— a luxury of which I was unnaturally, or at least pro- 
saically, deprived. Our motherless cousin Augustus Barker came up 
from Albany to the Institution Charlier— unless it was, as I suspect, 
a still earlier specimen, with a name that hides from me, of that type 
of French establishment for boys which then and for years after so 
incongruously flourished in New York; and though he professed a 
complete satisfaction with pleasures tasted in our innocent society I 
felt that he was engaged in a brave and strenuous adventure while 
we but hugged the comparatively safe shore. 


II 

We were day-boys, William and I, at dispensaries of learning the 
number and succession of which to-day excite my wonder; we 
couldn’t have changed oftener, it strikes me as I look back, if our 
presence had been inveterately objected to, and yet I enjoy an. 
inward certainty that, my brother being vividly bright and I quite 
blankly innocuous, this reproach was never brought home to our 
house. It was an humiliation to me at first, small boys though we 
were, that our instructors kept being instructresses and thereby a 
grave reflection both on our attainments and our spirit. A bevy of 
these educative ladies passes before me, I still possess their names; 
as for instance that of Mrs. Daly and that of Miss Rogers (previously 
of the “Chelsea Female Institute,” though at the moment of Sixth 
Avenue this latter), whose benches indeed my brother didn’t haunt, 
but who handled us literally with gloves— I still see the elegant ob- 
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jects as Miss Rogers beat time with a long black ferule to some 
species of droning chant or chorus in which we spent most of our 
hours; just as I see her very tall and straight and spare, in a light 
blue dress, her firm face framed in long black glossy ringlets and the 
stamp of the Chelsea Female Institute all over her. Mrs. Daly, clearly 
the immediate successor to the nebulous Miss Bayou, remains quite 
substantial— perhaps because the sphere of her small influence has 
succeeded in not passing away, up to this present writing; so t|iat in 
certain notes on New York published a few years since I was n|oved 
to refer to it with emotion as one of the small red houses on the 
south side of Waverley Place that really carry the imagination back 
to a vanished social order. They carry mine to a stout red-faced lady 
with grey hair and a large apron, the latter convenience somehow 
suggesting, as she stood about with a resolute air, that she viewed 
her little pupils as so many small slices cut from the loaf of life and 
on which she was to dab the butter of arithmetic and spelling, ac- 
companied by way of jam with a light application of the practice of 
prize-giving. I recall an occasion indeed, I must in justice mention, 
when the jam really was thick— my only memory of a schoolfeast, 
strange to say, throughout our young annals; something uncanny in 
the air of the schoolroom at the unwonted evening or late afternoon 
hour, and tables that seemed to me prodigiously long and on which 
the edibles were chunky and sticky. The stout red-faced lady must 
have been Irish, as the name she bore imported— or do I think so but 
from the indescribably Irish look of her revisited house? It refers 
itself at any rate to a New York age in which a little more or a little 
less of the colour was scarce notable in the general flush. 

Of pure unimported strain, however, were Miss Sedgwick and 
Mrs. Wright (Lavinia D.), the next figures in the procession— the 
procession that was to wind up indeed with two foreign recruits, 
small brown snappy Mademoiselle Delavigne, who plied us with the 
French tongue at home and who had been introduced to us as the 
niece— or could it have been the grandniece?— of the celebrated 
Casimir, and a large Russian lady in an extraordinarily short cape 
(1 like to recall the fashion of short capes) of the same stuff as her 
dress, and Merovingian sidebraids that seemed to require the royal 
crown of Frddigondc or Brun^haut to complete their effect. This 
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final and ^[gravational representative of the compromising sex 
looms to my mind’s eye, I should add, but as the creature of an 
hour, in spite of her having been domiciled with us; whereas I 
think of Mademoiselle Delavigne as flitting in and out on quick, 
fine, more or less cloth-shod feet of exemplary neatness, the flat- 
soled feet of Louis Philippe and of the female figures in those vol- 
umes of Gavarni then actual, then contemporaneous, which were 
kept in a piece of furniture that stood between the front-parlour 
windows in Fourteenth Street, together with a set of B^ranger en- 
riched by steel engravings to the strange imagery of which I so won- 
deringly responded that all other art of illustration, ever since, has 
been for me comparatively weak and cold. These volumes and the 
tall entrancing folios of Nash’s lithographed Mansions of England 
in the Olden Time formed a store lending itself particularly to dis- 
tribution on the drawingroom carpet, with concomitant pressure to 
the same surface of the small student’s stomach and relieving agi- 
tation of his backward heels. 1 make out that it had decidedly been 
given to Mile. Delavigne to represent to my first perception personal 
France; she was, besides not being at all pink or shy, oval and fluent 
and mistress somehow of the step— the step of levity that involved a 
whisk of her short skirts; there she was, to the life, on the page of 
Gavarni, attesting its reality, and there again did that page in return 
(I speak not of course of the unplumbed depths of the appended 
text) attest her own felicity. I was later on to feel— that is I was to 
learn— how many impressions and appearances, how large a sense of 
things, her type and tone prefigured. The evanescence of the large 
Russian lady, whom I think of as rather rank, I can’t express it other- 
wise, may have been owing to some question of the purity of her ac- 
cent in French; it was one of her attributes and her grounds of ap- 
peal to us that she had come straight from Siberia, and it is distinct 
to me that the purity was challenged by a friend of the house, and 
without— pathetically enough!— provoking the only answer, the plea 
that the missing Atticism would have wasted on young bar- 
barians. The Siberian note, on our inmaw’s part, may perhaps have 
been the least of her incongruities; she was above all too big for a 
little job, towered over us doubtless too heroically; and her propor- 
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tions hover but to lose themselves— with the successors to her func- 
tion awaiting us a little longer. 

Meanwhile, to revert an instant, if the depressed consciousness of 
our still more or less quailing, educationally, beneath the female 
eye-and there was as well the deeper depth, there was the degrading 
fact, that with us literally consorted and contended Girls, that we 
sat and strove, even though we drew the line at playing wi& them 
and at knowing them, when not of the swarming cousinsjiip, at 
home— if that felt awkwardness didn’t exactly coincide with the 
ironic effect of “Gussy’s” appearances, his emergence from rich mys- 
tery and his return to it, our state was but comparatively the braver: 
he always had so much more to tell us than we could possibly have 
to tell him. On reflection I see that the most completely rueful pe- 
riod couldn’t after all greatly have prolonged itself; since the female 
eye last bent on us would have been that of Lavinia D. Wright, to 
our connection with whom a small odd reminiscence attaches a date. 
A little schoolmate displayed to me with pride, while the connection 
lasted, a beautiful coloured, a positively iridescent and gilded card 
representing the first of all the “great exhibitions” of our age, the 
London Crystal Palace of 1851— his father having lately gone out to 
it and sent him the dazzling memento. In 1851 I was eight years old 
and my brother scarce more than nine; in addition to which it is dis- 
tinct to me in the first place that we were never faithful long, or for 
more than one winter, to the same studious scene, and in the second 
that among our instructors Mrs. Lavinia had no successor of her 
own sex unless I count Mrs, Vredenbui^, of New Brighton, where 
we spent the summer of 1854, when I had reached the age of eleven 
and found myself bewildered by recognition of the part that “at- 
tendance at school” was so meanly to play in the hitherto unclouded 
long vacation. This was true at least for myself and my next younger 
brother, Wilky, who, under the presumption now dawning of his 

community of pursuits” with my own, was from that moment, off 
and on, for a few years, my extremely easy yokefellow and play- 
fellow. On William, charged with learning— I thought of him in- 
veterately from our younger time as charged with leaming-no such 
trick was played; he rested or roamed, that summer, on his accum- 
ulations, a fact which, as I was sure I saw these more and more 
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richly accumulate, didn’t in the least make me wonder. It comes 
back to me in truth that I had been prepared for anything by his 
having said to me toward the end of our time at Lavinia D’s and 
with characteristic authority— his enjoyment of it coming from my 
character, I mean, quite as much as from his own— that that lady 
was a very able woman, as shown by the Experiments upstairs. He 
was upstairs of course, and I was down, and I scarce even knew what 
Experiments were, beyond their indeed requiring capability. The 
region of their performance was William’s natural sphere, though 
I recall that I had a sense of peeping into it to a thrilled effect on 
seeing our instructress illustrate the proper way to extinguish a 
candle. She firmly pressed the flame between her thumb and her two 
forefingers, and, on my remarking that I didn’t see how she could 
do it, promptly replied that I of course couldn’t do it myself (as he 
could) because I should be afraid. 

That reflection on my courage awakes another echo of the same 
scant season— since the test involved must have been that of our tak- 
ing our way home through Fourth Avenue from some point up 
town, and Mrs. Wright’s situation in East Twenty-first Street was 
such a point. The Hudson River Railroad was then in course of con- 
struction, or was being made to traverse the upper reaches of the 
city, through that part of which raged, to my young sense, a riot of 
explosion and a great shouting and waving of red flags when the 
gunpowder introduced into the rocky soil was about to take effect. 
It was our theory that our passage there, in the early afternoon, was 
beset with danger, and our impression that we saw fragments of rock 
hurtle through the air and smite to the earth another and yet an- 
other of the persons engaged or exposed. The point of honour, 
among several of us, was of course nobly to defy the danger, and I 
feel again the emotion with which I both hoped and feared that the 
red flags, lurid signals descried from afar, would enable or compel 
us to renew the feat. That I didn’t for myself inveterately renew it 
I seem to infer from the memory of other perambulations of the 
period— as to which I am divided between their still present fresh- 
ness and my sense of perhaps making too mudi of these tiny particles 
of history. My stronger rule, however, I confess, and the one by 
which I must here consistently be glided, is that, from the moment 
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it is a question of projecting a picture, no particle that counts for 
memory or is appreciable to the spirit can be too tiny, and that 
experience, in the name of which one speaks, is all compact of them 
and shining with them. There was at any rate another way home, 
with other appeals, which consisted of getting straight along west- 
ward to Broadway, a sphere of a different order of fascination and 
bristling, as I seem to recall, with more vivid aspects, greater curi- 
osities and wonderments. The curiosity was of course the\country- 
place, as I supposed it to be, on the northeast corner of Eighteenth 
Street, if I am not mistaken; a big brown house in "grounds” peo- 
pled with animal life, which, little as its site may appear to know 
it to-day, lingered on into considerably later years. I have but to 
close my eyes in order to open them inwardly again, while I lean 
against the tall brown iron rails and peer through, to a romantic 
view of browsing and pecking and parading creatures, not numerous, 
but all of distinguished appearance: two or three elegant little cows 
of refined form and colour, two or three nibbling fawns and a larger 
company, above all, of peacocks and guineafowl, with, doubtless— 
though as to this I am vague— some of the commoner ornaments of 
the barnyard. I recognise that the scene as I evoke it fails of gran- 
deur; but it none the less had for me the note of greatness— all of 
which but shows of course what a very town-bred small person 1 
was, and was to remain. 


I see myself moreover as somehow always alone in these and like 
New York fldnenes and contemplations, and feel how the sense of 
my being so, being at any rate master of my short steps, such as they 
were, through all the beguiling streets, was probably the very savour 
of each of my chance feasts. Which stirs in me at the same time some 
wonder at the liberty of range and opportunity of adventure al- 
lowed to my tender age; though the puzzle may very well drop, 
after all. as I ruefully reflect that I couldn’t have been judged at 
home reckless or adventurous. What I look back to as my infant 
icense can only have had for its ground some timely conviction on 
t € part of my elders that the only form of riot or revel ever known 
to me would be that of the visiting mind. Wasn’t I myself for that 

** ***** **™® acutely and yet resignedly, even quite 
fatalistically, aware of what to think of this? I at any rate watch the 
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small boy dawdle and gape again, 1 smell the cold dusty paint and iron 
as the rails of the Eighteenth Street comer rub his contemplative 
nose, and, feeling him foredoomed, withhold from him no grain of 
my sympathy. He is a convenient little image or warning of all that 
was to be for him, and he might well have been even happier than 
he was. For there was the very pattern and measure of all he was to 
demand: just to be somewhere— almost anywhere would do— and 
somehow receive an impression or an accession, feel a relation or a 
vibration. He was to go without many things, ever so many— as all 
persons do in whom contemplation takes so much the place of 
action; but everywhere, in the years that came soon after, and that 
in fact continued long, in the streets of great towns, in New York 
still for some time, and then for a while in London, in Paris, in 
Geneva, wherever it might be, he was to enjoy more than anything 
the so far from showy practice of wondering and dawdling and gap- 
ing: he was really, I think, much to profit by it. What it at all ap- 
preciably gave him— that is gave him in producible form— would be 
difficult to state; but it seems to him, as he even now thus indulges 
himself, an education like another: feeling, as he has come to do 
more and more, that no education avails for the intelligence that 
doesn’t stir in it some subjective passion, and that on the other hand 
almost anything that does so act is largely educative, however small 
a figure the process might make in a scheme of training. Strange in- 
deed, furthermore, are som^ of the things that have stirred a subjec- 
tive passion— stirred it, I mean, in young persons predisposed to a 
more or less fine inspired application. 


Ill 

But I positively dawdle and gape here— I catch myself in the act; so 
that I take up the thread of fond reflection that guides me through 
that mystification of the summer school, which I referred to a little 
way back, at the time when the Summer School as known in America 
to-day was so deep in the bosom of the future. The seat of acquisi- 
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tion I speak of must have been contiguous to the house we occupied 
—I recall it as most intimately and objectionably near— and carried 
on in the interest of those parents from New York who, in villeggia- 
tura under the queer conditions of those days, with the many mod- 
ern mitigations of the gregarious lot still unrevealed and the many 
refinements on the individual one still undeveloped, welcomed al- 
most any influence that might help at all to form their children to 
civility. Yet I remember that particular influence as more noisy and 
drowsy and dusty than anything else— as to which it must have par- 
taken strongly of the general nature of New Brighton; a neighbour- 
hood that no apt agency whatever had up to that time concerned 
itself to fashion, and that was indeed to remain shabbily shapelesi 
for years; since I recall almost as dire an impression of it received 
in the summer of 1875. I seem more or less to have begun life, for 
that matter, with impressions of New Brighton; there comes back to 
me another, considerably more infantile than that of 1854, so in- 
fantile indeed that I wonder at its having stuck— that of a place 
called the Pavilion, which must have been an hotel sheltering us for 
July and August, and the form of which to childish retrospect, un- 
prejudiced by later experience, was that of a great Greek temple 
shining over blue waters in the splendour of a wliite colonnade and 
a great yellow pediment. The elegant image remained, though im- 
printed in a child so small as to be easily portable by a stout nurse, 
I remember, and not less easily duckable; I gasp again, and was long 
to gasp, with the sense of salt immersion received at her strong hands. 
Wonderful altogether in fact, I find as I write, the quantity, the in- 
tensity of picture recoverable from even the blankest and tenderest 
state of the little canvas. 

I connect somehow with the Pavilion period a visit paid with my 
father— who decidedly must have liked to take me about, I feel so 
rich in that general reminiscence— to a family whom we reached in 
what struck me as a quite lovely embowered place, on a very hot 
day, and among whom luxuries and eccentricities flourished to- 
gether. They were numerous, the members of this family, they 
were beautiful, they partook of their meals, or were at the moment 
partaking of one, out of doors, and the then pre-eminent figure in 
the group was a very big Newfoundland dog on whose back I was 
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put to ride. That must have been my first vision of the liberal life— 
though I further ask myself what my age could possible have been 
when my weight was so fantastically far from hinting at later devel- 
opments. But the romance of the hour was particularly in what I 
have called the eccentric note, the fact that the children, my enter- 
tainers, riveted my gaze to stockingless and shoeless legs and feet, 
conveying somehow at the same time that they were not poor and 
destitute but rich and provided— just as I took their garden-feast for 
a sign of overflowing food— and that their state as of children of 
nature was a refinement of freedom and grace. They were to become 
great and beautiful, the household of that glimmering vision, they 
were to figure historically, heroically, and serve great public ends; 
but always, to my remembering eyes and fond fancy, they were to 
move through life as with the bare white feet of that original pre- 
ferred fairness and wildness. This is rank embroidery, but the old 
surface itself insists on spreading— it waits at least with an air of its 
own. The rest is silence; I can— extraordinary encumbrance even for 
the most doating of parents on a morning call— but have returned 
with my father to “our hotel”; since I feel that I must not only to 
this but to a still further extent face the historic truth that we were 
for considerable periods, during our earliest time, nothing less than 
hotel children. Between the far-off and the later phases at New 
Brighton stretched a series of summers that had seen us all regularly 
installed for a couple of months at an establishment passing in the 
view of that simpler age for a vast caravansery— the Hamilton House, 
on the south Long Island shore, so called from its nearness to the 
Fort of that name, which had Fort Lafayette, the Bastille of the Civil 
War, out in the channel before it and which probably cast a stronger 
spell upon the spirit of our childhood, William’s and mine at least, 
than any scene presented to us up to our reaching our teens. 

I find that I draw from the singularly unobliterated memory of 
the particulars of all that experience the power quite to glory in our 
shame; of so entrancing an interest did I feel it at the time to be 
an hotel child, and so little would I have exchanged my lot with that 
of any small person more privately bred. We were private enough in 
all conscience, I think I must have felt, the rest of the year; and at 
what age mustn’t I quite have succumbed to the charm of the world 
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seen in a larger way? For there, incomparably, was the chance to 
dawdle and gape; there were human appearances in endless variety 
and on the exhibition-stage of a piazza that my gape measured al- 
most as by miles; it was even as if I had become positively conscious 
that the social scene so peopled would pretty well always say more 
to me than anything else. What it did say I of course but scantly 
understood; but I none the less knew it spoke, and I listened to its 
voice, I seem to recall, very much as “young Edwin,” in Dr. Beat- 
tie’s poem, listened to the roar of tempests and torrents from the 
nobler eminence of beetling crags and in exposure to still deeper 
abysses. I cling for the moment, however, to the small story of our 
Vredenburg summer, as we were for long afterwards invidiously \to 
brand it; the more that it so plays its part in illustration, under the 
light of a later and happier age, of the growth, when not rather 
of the arrest, of manners and customs roundabout our birthplace. 
I think we had never been so much as during these particular 
months disinherited of the general and public amenities that rein- 
force for the young private precept and example— disinherited in 
favour of dust and glare and mosquitoes and pigs and shanties and 
rumshops, of no walks and scarce more drives, of a repeated no less 
than of a strong emphasis on the more sordid sides of the Irish aspect 
in things. There was a castellated residence on the hill above us— 
very high I remember supposing the hill and very stately the struc- 
ture; it had towers and views and pretensions and belonged to a 
Colonel, whom we thought very handsome and very costumed, (as 
if befrogged and high-booted, which he couldn’t have been at all, 
only ought to have been, would even certainly have been at a higher 
pitch of social effect,) and whose son and heir, also very handsome 
and known familiarly and endearingly as Chick, had a velvet coat 
and a pony and I think spurs, all luxuries we were without, and was 
cousin to boys, the De Coppets, whom we had come to know at our 
school of the previous winter and who somehow— doubtless partly 
as guests of the opulent Chick— hovered again about the field of 
idleness. 

The De Coppets, particularly in the person of the first-bom Louis, 
had been a value to us, or at any rate to me— for though I was, in 
common with my elders then, unacquainted with the application 
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of that word as I use it here, what was my incipient sense of persons 
and things, what were my first stirred observant and imaginative re- 
actions, discriminations and categories, but a vag^e groping for it? 
The De Coppets (again as more especially and most impressively 
interpreted by the subtle Louis) enjoyed the pre-eminence of being 
European; they had dropped during the scholastic term of 1855-4 
straight from the lake of Geneva into the very bosom of Mr. Richard 
Pulling Jenks’s select resort for young gentlemen, then situated in 
Broadway below Fourth Street; and had lately been present at an 
historic pageant— whether or no celebrating the annals of the town 
of Coppet I know not— in which representatives of their family had 
figured in armour and on horseback as the Barons (to our compre- 
hension) de Coup or Cou. Their father was thus of the Canton de 
Vaud— only their mother had been native among ourselves and sister 
to the Colonel of the castellations. But what was the most vivid 
mark of the brothers, and vividest on the part of the supersubtie 
Louis, was his French treatment of certain of our native local names, 
Ohio and Iowa for instance, which he rendered, as to their separate 
vowels, with a daintiness and a delicacy invidious and imperturbable, 
so that he might have been Chateaubriand declaiming Les Natchez 
at Madame R^camier’s— O-ee-oh and Ee-o-wah; a proceeding in him, 
a violence offered to his serried circle of little staring and glaring 
New Yorkers supplied with the usual allowance of fists and boot- 
toes, which, as it was clearly conscious, I recollect thinking unsur- 
passed for cool calm courage. Those were the right names— which 
we owed wholly to the French explorers and Jesuit Fathers; so much 
the worse for us if we vulgarly didn’t know it. I lose myself in admir- 
ation of the consistency, the superiority, the sublimity, of the not at 
all game-playing, yet in his own way so singularly sporting, Louis. 
He was naturally and incorruptibly French— as, so oddly, I have 
known other persons of both sexes to be whose English was natu- 
rally and incorruptibly American; the appearance being thus that 
the possession of indigenous English alone forms the adequate bar- 
rier and the assured racial ground. (Oh the queer reversions ob- 
served on the part of Latinized compatriots in the course of a long 
life— the remarkable drops from the quite current French or Italian 
to the comparatively improvised native idiom, with the resulting 
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efEect o£ the foreign tongue used as a domestic and the domestic, 
that is the original American, used as a foreign tongue, or without 
inherited confidence!) 

Louis De Coppet, though theoretically American and domiciled, 
was naturally French, and so pressed further home to me that “sense 
of Europe” to which I feel that my very earliest consciousness waked 
— a perversity that will doubtless appear to ask for all the justifica- 
tion I can supply and some of which I shall presently attempt to give. 
He opened vistas, and I count ever as precious anyone, everyone, 
who betimes does that for the small straining vision; performing 
this office never so much, doubtless, as when, during that sufpmer, 
he invited me to collaborate with him in the production of\a ro- 
mance which il se fit fort to get printed, to get published, when suc- 
cess, or in other words completion, should crown our effort. Our 
effort, alas, failed of the crown, in spite of sundry solemn and mys- 
terious meetings— so much devoted, I seem to remember, to the pub- 
lishing question that others more fundamental dreadfully lan- 
guished; leaving me convinced, however, that my friend would have 
got our fiction published if he could only have got it written. I 
think of my participation in this vain dream as of the very first gage 
of visiting approval offered to the exercise of a gift— though quite 
unable to conceive my companion’s ground for suspecting a gift of 
which I must at that time quite have failed to exhibit a single in 
the least “phenomenal” symptom. It had none the less by his over- 
tures been handsomely imputed to me; that was in a manner a be- 
ginning— a small start, yet not wholly unattended with bravery. 
Louis De Coppet, I must add, brought to light later on, so far as I 
know, no compositions of his own; we met him long after in Switzer- 
land and eventually heard of his having married a young Russian 
lady and settled at Nice. If I drop on his memory this apology for a 
bayleaf it is from the fact of his having given the earliest, or at least 
the most personal, tap to that pointed prefigurement of the manners 
of Europe, which, inserted wedge-like, if not to say peg-like, into 
my young allegiance, was to split the tender organ into such un- 
equal halves. His the toy hammer that drove in the very point of 
the golden nail. 

It was as if there had been a mild magic in that breath, however 
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scant, of another world; but when I ask myself what element of the 
pleasing or the agreeable may have glimmered through the then gen- 
eral, the outer and enveloping conditions, I recover many more of 
the connections in which forms and civilities lapsed beyond repair 
than of those in which they struggled at all successfully. It is for 
some record of the question of taste, of the consciousness of an 
aesthetic appeal, as reflected in forms and aspects, that I shall like 
best to testify; as the promise and the development of these things 
on our earlier American scene are the more interesting to trace for 
their doubtless demanding a degree of the finer attention. The 
plain and happy profusions and advances and successes, as one looks 
back, reflect themselves at every turn; the quick beats of material in- 
crease and multiplication, with plenty of people to tell of them and 
throw up their caps for them; but the edifying matters to recapture 
would be the adventures of the “higher criticism” so far as there 
was any— and so far too as it might bear on the real quality and vir- 
tue of things; the state of manners, the terms of intercourse, the care 
for excellence, the sense of appearances, the intellectual reaction 
generally. However, any breasting of those deep waters must be but 
in the form for me of an occasional dip. It meanwhile fairly over- 
takes and arrests me here as a contributive truth that our general 
medium of life in the situation I speak of was such as to make a 
large defensive verandah, which seems to have very stoutly and com- 
pletely surrounded us, play more or less the part of a raft of rescue 
in too high a tide— too high a tide there beneath us, as I recover it, 
of the ugly and the graceless. My particular perspective may mag- 
nify a little wildly— when it doesn’t even more weirdly diminish; 
but I read into the great hooded and guarded resource in question 
an evidential force: as if it must really have played for us, so far as 
its narrowness and its exposure permitted, the part of a buffer-state 
against the wilderness immediately near, that of the empty, the 
unlovely and the mean. Interposing a little ease, didn’t it interpose 
almost all the ease we knew?— so that when amiable friends, arriv- 
ing from New York by the boat, came to see us, there was no rural 
view for them but that of our great shame, a view of the pigs and 
the shanties and the loose planks and scattered refuse and rude pub- 
lic ways; never even a field-path for a gentle walk or a garden nook 
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in afternoon shade. I recall my prompt distaste, a strange precocity 
of criticism, for so much aridity— since of what lost Arcadia, at that 
age, had I really had the least glimpse? 

Our scant margin must have affected me more nobly, I should in 
justice add, when old Mrs. L. passed or hovered, for she sometimes 
caustically joined the circle and sometimes, during the highest tem- 
peratures, which were very high that summer, but flitted across it 
in a single flowing garment, as we amazedly conceived; one of the 
signs of that grand impertinence, I supposed, which belonged to 
“dowagers”— dowagers who were recognised characters and ^ee 
speakers, doing and saying what they liked. This ancient lady was 
lodged in some outlying tract of the many-roomed house, which' in 
more than one quarter stretched away into mystery; but the piazm, 
to which she had access, was unbroken, and whenever she strayed 
from her own territory she swam afresh into ours. I definitely re- 
member that, having heard and perhaps read of dowagers, who, as 
I was aware, had scarce been provided for in our social scheme, I 
said to myself at first sight of our emphatic neighbour, a person 
clearly used to exceptional deference, “This must be a perfect speci- 
men;” which was somehow very wonderful. The absolute first sight, 
however, had preceded the New Brighton summer, and it makes me 
lose myself in a queer dim vision, all the obscurities attendant on my 
having been present, as a very small boy indeed, at an evening enter- 
tainment where Mrs. L. figured in an attire that is still vivid to me: 
a blue satin gown, a long black lace shawl and a head-dress consisting 
in equally striking parts of a brown wig, a plume of some sort wav- 
ing over it and a band or fillet, whether of some precious metal or 
not I forget, keeping it in place by the aid of a precious stone which 
adorned the centre of her brow. Such was my first view of the feron- 
niire of our grandmothers, when not of our greatgrandmothers. I 
see its wearer at this day bend that burdened brow upon me in a 
manner sufficiently awful, while her knuckly white gloves toyed 
with a large fan and a vinaigrette attached to her thumb by a chain; 
and as she was known to us afterwards for a friend of my Albany 
grandmother’s it may have been as a tribute to this tie that she 
allowed me momentarily to engage her attention. Then it predomi- 
nantly must have been that I knew her for a dowager-though this 
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was a light in which I had never considered my grandmother her- 
self; but what I have quite lost the clue to is the question of my ex- 
traordinary footing in such an assembly, the occasion of a dance of 
my elders, youthful elders but young married people, into which, 
really, my mother, as a participant, must have introduced me. 


IV 

It took place in the house of our cousins Robert and Kitty Emmet 
the elder— for we were to have two cousin Kittys of that ilk and yet 
another consanguineous Robert at least; the latter name being natu- 
rally, among them all, of a pious, indeed of a glorious, tradition, and 
three of my father’s nieces marrying three Emmet brothers, the first 
of these the Robert aforesaid. Catherine James, daughter of my 
uncle Augustus, his then quite recent and, as I remember her, ani- 
mated and attractive bride, whose fair hair framed her pointed 
smile in full and far-drooping “front” curls, I easily evoke as my first 
apprehended image of the free and happy young woman of fashion, 
a sign of the wondrous fact that ladies might live for pleasure, pleas- 
ure always, pleasure alone. She was distinguished for nothing what- 
ever so much as for an insatiable love of the dance; that passion in 
which I think of the “good,” the best. New York society of the time 
as having capered and champagned itself away. Her younger sister 
Gertrude, afterwards married to James— or more inveterately Jim— 
Pendleton, of Virginia, followed close upon her heels, literally 
speaking, and though emulating her in other respects too, was to 
last, through many troubles, much longer (looking extraordinarily 
the while like the younger portraits of Queen Viaoria) and to have 
much hospitality, showing it, and showing everything, in a singularly 
natural way, for a considerable collection of young hobbledehoy 
kinsmen. But I am solicited a moment longer by the queer little 
issues involved— as if a social light would somehow stream from them 
—in my having been taken, a mere mite of observation, to Kitty 
Emmet’s “grown-up” assembly. Was it that my mother really felt 
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that to the scrap that I was other scraps would perhaps strangely 
adhere, to the extent thus of something to distinguish me by, noth- 
ing else probably having as yet declared itself— such a scrap for in- 
stance as the fine germ of this actual ferment of memory and play 
of fancy, a retroactive vision almost intense of the faded hour and a 
fond surrender to the questions with which it bristles? All the fe- 
male relatives on my father’s side who reappear to me in these evo- 
cations strike me as having been intensely and admirably, but at the 
same time almost indescribably, natural; which fact connects itself 
for the brooding painter and fond analyst with fifty other maiiters 
and impressions, his vision of a whole social order— if the American 
scene might indeed have been said at that time to be positiwly 
ordered. Wasn’t the fact that the dancing passion was so out of f^o- 
portion to any social resource just one of the signs of the natural?— 
and for that matter in both sexes alike of the artless kindred. It was 
shining to us that Jim Pendleton had a yacht— though I was not 
smuggled aboard it; there the line was drawn— but the deck must 
have been more used for the “German” than for other manoeuvres, 
often doubtless under the lead of our cousin Robert, the eldest of 
the many light irresponsibles to whom my father was uncle: distinct 
to me still being the image of that phenomenally lean and nimble 
choreographic hero, “Bob” James to us always, who, almost ghost- 
fashion, led the cotillion on from generation to generation, his skull- 
like smile, with its accent from the stiff points of his long moustache 
and the brightly hollow orbits of his eyes, helping to make of him an 
immemorial elegant skeleton. 

It is at all events to the sound of fiddles and the popping of corks 
that I see even young brides, as well as young grooms, originally so 
formed to please and to prosper as our hosts of the restless little 
occasion I have glanced at, vanish untimely, become mysterious and 
legendary, with such unfathomed silences and significant head- 
shakes replacing the earlier concert; so that I feel how one’s impres- 
sion of so much foredoomed youthful levity received constant and 
quite thrilling increase. It was of course an impression then ob- 
scurely gathered, but into which one was later on to read strange 
some of which I may find myself moved to revert. Mere 
mite of observation though I have dubbed myself, I won’t pretend 
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to have deciphered any of them amid the bacchanal sounds that, on 
the evening so suggestively spent, floated out into the region of Wash- 
ington Place. It is round that general centre that my richest mem- 
ories of the "gay” little life in general cluster— as if it had been, 
for the circle in which I seem justified in pretending to have 
“moved,” of the finer essence of “town”; covering as it did the 
stretch of Broadway down to Canal Street, with, closer at hand, the 
New York Hotel, which figured somehow inordinately in our fam- 
ily annals (the two newer ones, the glory of their brief and discred- 
ited, their flouted and demolished age, the brown Metropolitan and 
the white St. Nicholas, were much further down) and rising north- 
ward to the Ultima Thule of Twenty-third Street, only second then 
in the supposedly ample scheme of the regular ninth “wide" street. 

I can’t indeed have moved much on that night of revelations and yet 
of enigmas over which I still hang fascinated; 1 must have kept in- 
tensely still in my comer, all wondering and all fearing— fearing 
notice most; and in a definite way I but remember the formidable 
interest of my so convincing dowager (to hark back for a second to 
her) and the fact that a great smooth white cloth was spread across 
the denuded room, converted thus into a field of frolic the prospect 
of which much excited my curiosity. I but recover the preparations, 
however, without recovering the performance; Mrs. L. and I must 
have been the only persons not shaking a foot, and premature uncon- 
sciousness clearly in my case supervened. Out of it peeps again the 
riddle, the so quaint trait de moeurs, of my infant participation. But 
I set that down as representative and interesting, and have done 
with it. 

The manners of the time had obviously a bonhomie of their own— 
certainly so on our particularly indulgent and humane little field; 
as to which general proposition the later applications and transfor- 
mations of the bonhomie would be interesting to trace. It has lin- 
gered and fermented and earned other names, but I seem on the 
track of its prime evidence with that note of the sovereign ease of 
all the young persons with whom we grew up. In the after-time, as 
our view took in, with new climes and new scenes, other examples 
of the class, these were always to affect us as more formed and fin- 
ished, more tutored and governessed, warned and armed at more 
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points for, and doubtless often against, the social relation; so that 
this prepared state on their part, and which at first appeared but a 
preparation for shyness or silence or whatever other ideal of the 
unconversable, came to be for us the normal, since it was the relative 
and not the positive, still less the superlative, state. No charming 
creatures of the growing girl sort were ever to be natural in the 
degree of these nearer and remoter ornaments of our family circle 
in youth; when after intervals and absences the impression was re- 
newed we saw how right we had been about it, and I feel as if we 
had watched it for years under the apprehension and the vision hf 
some inevitable change, wondering with an affectionate interest 
what effect the general improvement in manners might, perhaps al| 
unfortunately, have upon it. I make out as 1 look back that it was 
really to succumb at no point to this complication, that it was to 
keep its really quite inimitable freshness to the end, or, in other 
words, when it had been the first free growth of the old conditions, 
was to pass away but with the passing of those themselves for whom 
it had been the sole possible expression. For it was as of an alto- 
gether special shade and sort that the New York young naturalness 
of our prime was touchingly to linger with us— so that to myself, 
at present, with only the gentle ghosts of the so numerous exemplars 
of it before me, it becomes the very stuff of the soft cerements in 
which their general mild mortality is laid away. We used to have in 
the after-time, amid fresh recognitions and reminders, the kindest 
"old New York” identifications for it. The special shade of its 
identity was thus that it was not conscious— really not conscious of 
anything in the world; or was conscious of so few possibilities at 
least, and these so immediate and so a matter of course, that it came 
almost to the same thing. That was the testimony that the slight 
subjects in question strike me as having borne to their surrounding 
medium— the fact that their unconsciousness could be so preserved. 
They played about in it so happily and serenely and sociably, as 
unembarrassed and loquacious as they were unadmonished and un- 
informed— only aware at the most that a good many people within 
their horizon were “dissipated”; as in point of fact, alas, a good 
many were. What it was to be dissipated— that, however, was but in 
the most limited degree a feature of their vision; they would have 
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held, under pressure, that it consisted more than anything else in 
getting tipsy. 

Infinitely queer and quaint, almost incongruously droll, the sense 
somehow begotten in ourselves, as very young persons, of our being 
surrounded by a slightly remote, yet dimly rich, outer and quite 
kindred circle of the tipsy. I remember how, once, as a very small 
boy, after meeting in the hall a most amiable and irreproachable 
gentleman, all but closely consanguineous, who had come to call 
on my mother, I anticipated his further entrance by slipping in to 
report to that parent that I thought he must be tipsy. And I was to 
recall perfectly afterwards the impression I so made on her— in 
which the general proposition that the gentlemen of a certain group 
or connection might on occasion be best described by the term I had 
used sought to destroy the particular presumption that our visitor 
wouldn’t, by his ordinary measure, show himself for one of those. 
He didn’t, to all appearance, for I was afterwards disappointed at 
the lapse of lurid evidence: that memory remained with me, as well 
as a considerable subsequent wonder at my having leaped to so 
baseless a view. The truth was indeed that we had too, in the most 
innocent way in the world, our sense of “dissipation” as an abound- 
ing element in family histories; a sense fed quite directly by our 
fondness for making our father— I can at any rate testify for the 
urgency of my own appeal to him— tell us stories of the world of his 
youth. He regaled us with no scandals, yet it somehow rarely failed 
to come out that each contemporary on his younger scene, each hero 
of each thrilling adventure, had, in spite of brilliant promise and 
romantic charm, ended badly, as badly as possible. This became 
our gaping generalisation— it gaped even under the moral that the 
anecdote was always, and so familiarly, humanly and vividly, de- 
signed to convey: everyone in the little old Albany of the Dutch 
houses and the steep streets and the recurrent family names— Town- 
sends, Clintons, Van Rensselaers, Pruyns: I pick them up again at 
hazard, and all uninvidiously, out of reverberations long since still 
—everyone without exception had at last taken a turn as far as 
possible from edifying. And what they had most in common, the 
hovering presences, the fitful apparitions that, speaking for myself, 
so engaged my imagination, was just the fine old Albany drama— 
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in the light of which a ring of mystery as to their lives (mainly car- 
ried on at the New York Hotel aforesaid) surrounded them, and 
their charm, inveterate, as I believed, shone out as through vaguely- 
apprehended storm-clouds. Their charm was in various marks of 
which I shall have more to say— for as I breathe all this hushed air 
again even the more broken things give out touching human values 
and faint sweet scents of character, flushes of old beauty and good- 
will. 

The grim little generalisation remained, none the less, and I may 
speak of it— since I speak of everything— as still standing: the strikijng 
evidence that scarce aught but disaster could, in that so unform.'^d 
and unseasoned society, overtake young men who were in the least 
exposed. Not to have been immediately launched in business of a 
rigorous sort was to be exposed— in the absence I mean of some fairly 
abnormal predisposition to virtue; since it was a world so simply 
constituted that whatever wasn’t business, or exactly am office or a 
"store,” places in which people sat close and made money, was just 
simply pleasure, sought, and sought only, in places in which people 
got tipsy. There was clearly no mean, least of all the golden one, for 
it was just the ready, even when the moderate, possession of gold 
that determined, that hurried on, disaster. There were whole sets 
amd groups, there were “sympathetic,” though too susceptible, races, 
that seemed scarce to recognise or to find possible any practical appli- 
cation of moneyed, that is of transmitted, ease, however limited, but 
to go more or less rapidly to the bad with it— which meant even then 
going as often as possible to Paris. The bright and empty air was 
as void of “careers” for a choice ais of cathedral towers for a sketcher, 
and I passed my younger time, till within a year or two of the Civil 
War, with an absolute vagueness of impression as to how the politi- 
cal life of the country was carried on. The field was strictly covered, 
to my young eyes, I make out, by three classes, the busy, the tipsy, 
and Daniel Webster. This last great man must have represented for 
us a class in himself; as if to be “political” was just to be Daniel 
Webster in his proper person and with room left over for nobody 
else. That he should have filled the sky of public life from pole to 
pole, even to a childish consciousness not formed in New England 
and for which that strenuous section was but a name in the geography- 
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book, is probably indeed a sign of how large, in the general air, he 
comparatively loomed. The public scene was otherwise a blank to 
our young vision, I discern, till, later on, in Paris, I saw— for at that 
unimproved period we of the unfledged didn’t suppose ourselves to 
“meet”— Charles Sumner; with whose name indeed there further 
connects itself the image of a thrilled hour in the same city some 
months before; the gathering of a group of indignant persons on 
the terrace of a small old-word hdtel or pavilion looking out on the 
Avenue des Champs Elys^es, slightly above the Rond-Point and just 
opposite the antediluvian Jardin d’Hiver (who remembers the 
Jardin d’Hiver, who remembers the ancient lodges of the octroi, 
the pair of them facing each other at the Barri^re de I’Etoile?) and 
among them a passionate lady in tears over the news, fresh that 
morning, of the assault on Sumner by the South Carolina ruflian 
of the House. The wounded Senator, injured in health, had come 
to Europe later on to recuperate, and he offered me my first view, 
to the best of my belief, not only of a "statesman,” but of any person 
whomsoever concerned in political life. I distinguish in the earlier 
twilight of Fourteenth Street my father’s return to us one November 
day— we knew he had been out to vote— with the news that General 
Winfield Scott, his and the then “Whig” candidate, had been de- 
feated for the Presidency; just as I rescue from the same limbo my 
afterwards proud little impression of having “met” that high-piled 
hero of the Mexican War, whom the Civil War was so soon and with 
so little ceremony to extinguish, literally met him, at my father’s 
side, in Fifth Avenue, where he had just emerged from a cross-street. 
I remain vague as to what had then happened and scarce suppose 
I was, at the age probably of eight or nine, “presented”; but we 
must have been for some moments face to face while from under the 
vast amplitude of a dark blue military cloak with a big velvet collar 
and loosened silver clasp, which spread about him like a symbol of 
the tented field, he greeted my parent— so clear is my sense of the 
time it took me to gape all the way up to where he towered aloft. 
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V 

The not very glorious smoke of the Mexican War, I note for an- 
other touch, had been in the air when 1 was a still smaller boy, 
and 1 have an association with it that hovers between the definite 
and the dim, a vision of our uncle (Captain as he then was) Robert 
Temple, U.S.A., in regimentals, either on his way to the scene pf 
action or on the return from it. I see him as a person half asleep sees 
some large object across the room and against the window-light\- 
even if to the effect of my now asking myself why, so far from the 
scene of action, he was in panoply of war. I seem to see him cock- 
hatted and feathered too— an odd vision of dancing superior plumes 
which doesn't fit if he was only a captain. However, I cultivate the 
wavering shade merely for its value as my earliest glimpse of any cir- 
cumstance of the public order— unless indeed another, the reminis- 
cence to which I owe to-day my sharpest sense of personal antiquity, 
had already given me the historic thrill. The scene of this latter stir 
of consciousness is, for memory, an apartment in one of the three 
Fifth Avenue houses that were not long afterward swallowed up in 
the present Brevoort Hotel, and consists of the admired appearance 
of my uncles “Gus” and John James to announce to my father that 
the Revolution had triumphed in Paris and Louis Philippe had fled 
to England. These last words, the flight of the king, linger on my 
ear at this hour even as they fell there; we had somehow waked 
early to a perception of Paris, and a vibration of my very most 
infantine sensibility under its sky had by the same stroke got itself 
preserved for subsequent wondering reference. I had been there for 
a short time in the second year of my life, and I was to communicate 
to my parents later on that as a baby in long clothes, seated opposite 
to them in a carriage and on the lap of another person, I had been 
impressed with the view, framed by the clear window of the vehicle 
as we passed, of a great stately square surrounded with high-roofed 
houses and having in its centre a tall and glorious column. I had 
naturally caused them to marvel, but I had also, under cross-ques- 
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tioning, forced them to compare notes, as it were, and reconstitute 
the miracle. They knew what my observation of monumental 
squares had been— and alas hadn’t; neither New York nor Albany 
could have offered me the splendid perspective, and, for that matter, 
neither could London, which moreover I had known at a younger 
age still. Conveyed along the Rue St.-Honor6 while I waggled my 
small feet, as I definitely remember doing, under my flowing robe, 

I had crossed the Rue de Castiglione and taken in, for all my time, 
the admirable aspect of the Place and the Colonne Venddme. I don’t 
now pretend to measure the extent to which to my interest in the 
events of 1848— I was five years old— was quickened by that souvenir, 
a tradition further reinforced, I should add, by the fact that some 
relative or other, some member of our circle, was always either 
“there” (“there” being of course generally Europe, but particularly 
and pointedly Paris) or going there or coming back from there: 

I at any rate revert to the sound of the rich words on my uncles’ lips 
as to my positive initiation into History. It was as if I had been 
ready for them and could catch on; I had heard of kings presumably, 
and also of fleeing: but that kings had sometimes to flee was a new 
and striking image, to which the apparent consternation of my elders 
added dramatic force. So much, in any case, for what 1 may claim— 
perhaps too idly— on behalf of my backward reach. 

It has carried me far from my rather evident proposition that if 
we saw the “natural” so happily embodied about us— and in female 
maturity, or comparative maturity, scarce less than in female adoles- 
cence— this was because the artificial, or in other words the compli- 
cated, was so little there to threaten it. The complicated, as we were 
later on to define it, was but another name for those more massed and 
violent assaults upon the social sense that we were to recognise sub- 
sequently by their effects— observing thus that a sense more subtly 
social had so been created, and that it quite differed from that often 
almost complete inward blankness, in respect to any circumjacent, 
any constituted, order to the exhibition of which our earlier air and 
our family scene had inimitably treated us. We came more or less 
to see that our young contemporaries of another world, the trained 
and admonished, the disciplined and govemessed, or in a word the 
formed, relatively speaking, had been made aware of many things of 
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which those at home hadn’t been; yet we were also to note-«o far 
as we may be conceived as so precociously “noting,” though we 
were certainly incorrigible observers— that, the awareness in ques- 
tion remaining at the best imperfect, our little friends as distin- 
guished from our companions of the cousinship, greater and less, 
advanced and presumed but to flounder and recede, elated at once 
and abashed and on the whole but feebly sophisticated. The cousin- 
ship, on the other hand, all unalarmed and unsuspecting and un- 
embarressed, lived by pure serenity, sociability and loquacity; the 
oddest fact about its members being withal that it didn’t make 
them bores, I seem to feel as I look back, or at least not worse borl^ 
than sundry specimens of the other growth. There can surely neve 
have been anything like their good faith and, generally speaking, 
their amiability. I should have but to let myself go a little to wish, 
to cite examples— save that in doing so I should lose sight of my 
point; which is to recall again that whether we were all amiable or 
not (and, frankly, 1 claim it in a high degree for most of us) the 
scene on which we so freely bloomed does strike me, when I reckon 
up, as extraordinarily unfurnished. How came it then that for the 
most part so simple we yet weren’t more inane? This was doubtless 
by reason of the quantity of our inward life— ours of our father’s 
house in especial I mean— which made an excellent, in some cases 
almost an incomparable, fond for a thicker civility to mix with when 
growing experience should begin to take that in. It was also quaint, 
among us, I may be reminded, to have begun with the inward life; 
but we began, after the manner of all men, as we could, and I hold 
that if it comes to that we might have begun much worse. 

I was in my seventeenth year when the raid and the capture of 
John Brown, of Harper’s Ferry fame, enjoyed its sharp reverberation 
among us, though we were then on the other side of the world; and 
I count this as the very first reminder that reached me of our living, 
on our side, in a political order: I had perfectly taken in from the 
pages of “Punch,” which contributed in the highest degree to our 
education, that the peoples on the other side so lived. As there was 
no American “Punch,” and to this time has been none, to give small 
boys the sense and the imagination of living with their public ad- 
ministrators, Daniel Webster and Charles Sumner had never be- 
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come, for my foncy, members of a class, a class which numbered in 
England, by John Leech’s showing, so many other members still 
than Lords Brougham, Palmerston and John Russell. The War of 
Secession, soon arriving, was to cause the field to bristle with fea- 
tures and the sense of the State, in our generation, infinitely to 
quicken; but that alarm came upon the country like a thief at night, 
and we might all have been living in a land in which there seemed 
at least nothing save a comparatively small amount of quite private 
property to steal. Even private property in other than the most 
modest amounts scarce figured for our particular selves; which 
doubtless came partly from the fact that amid all the Albany issue 
there was ease, with the habit of ease, thanks to our grandfather’s 
fine old ability— he had decently provided for so large a generation; 
but our consciousness was positively disfurnished, as that of young 
Americans went, of the actualities of “business” in a world of busi- 
ness. As to that we all formed together quite a monstrous exception; 
business in a world of business was the thing we most agreed (differ 
as we might on minor issues) in knowing nothing about. We touched 
it and it touched us neither directly nor otherwise, and I think our 
fond detachment, not to say our helpless ignorance and on occa- 
sion (since I can speak for one fine instance) our settled density of 
understanding, made us an unexampled and probably, for the ironic 
“smart” gods of the American heaven, a lamentable case. Of course 
even the office and the “store” leave much of the provision for an ap- 
proximately complete scheme of manners to be accounted for; still 
there must have been vast numbers of people about us for whom, un- 
der the usages, the assault on the imagination from without was much 
stronger and the filling-in of the general picture much richer. It was 
exactly by the lack of that filling-in that we— we more especially who 
lived at near view of my father’s admirable example— had been 
thrown so upon the inward life. No one could ever have taken to 
it, even in the face of discouragement, more kindly and naturally 
than he; but the situation had at least that charm that, in default 
of so many kinds of the outward, people had their choice of as many 
kinds of the inward as they would, and might practise those kinds 
with whatever consistency, intensity and brilliancy. Of our father’s 
perfect gift for practising his kind I shall have more to say; but 
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I meanwhile glanced yet against those felicities of destitution which 
kept us, collectively, so genially interested in almost nothing but 
each other and which come over me now as one of the famous bless- 
ings in disguise. 

There were “artists” in the prospect— didn’t Mr. Tom Hicks and 
Mr. Paul Duggan and Mr. C. P. Cranch and Mr. Felix Darley, this 
last worthy of a wider reputation, capable perhaps even of a finer 
development, than he attained, more or less haunt our friendly 
fireside, and give us also the sense of others, landscapist Cropseys 
and Coles and Kensetts, and bust-producing Iveses and Powerses and 
Moziers, hovering in an outer circle? There were authors not less,\ 
some of them vague and female and in this case, as a rule, glossily \ 
ringletted and monumentally breastpinned, but mostly frequent and 
familiar, after the manner of George Curtis and Parke Godwin and 
George Ripley and Charles Dana and N. P. Willis and, for brighter 
lights or those that in our then comparative obscurity almost de- 
ceived the morn, Mr. Bryant, Washington Irving and E. A. Poe— 
the last-named of whom I cite not so much because he was per- 
sonally present (the extremity of personal absence had just overtaken 
him) as by reason of that predominant lustre in him which our small 
opening minds themselves already recognised and which makes me 
wonder to-day at the legend of the native neglect of him. Was he not 
even at that time on all lips, had not my brother, promptly master of 
the subject, beckoned on my lagging mind with a recital of The 
Gold-Bug and The Pit and the Pendulum?— both of which, however, 

I was soon enough to read for myself, adding to them The Murders 
in the Rue Morgue. Were we not also forever mounting on little 
platforms at our infant schools to "speak” The Raven and Lenore 
and the verses in which we phrased the heroine as Annabellee?— 
falling thus into the trap the poet had so recklessly laid for us, as 
he had laid one for our interminable droning, not less, in the other 
pieces I have named. So far from misprizing our ill-starred magician 
we acclaimed him surely at every turn; he lay upon our tables and 
resounded in our mouths, while we communed to satiety, even for 
boyish appetites, over the thrill of his choicest pages. Don’t I just 
recognise the ghost of a dim memory of a children’s Christmas party 
at the house of Fourteenth Street neighbours— they come back to 
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me as "the Beans”: who and what and whence and whither the 
kindly Beans?— where I admired over the chimneypiece the full- 
length portrait of a lady seated on the ground in a Turkish dress, 
with hair flowing loose from a cap which was not as the caps of 
ladies known to me, and I think with a tambourine, who was some- 
how identified to my enquiring mind as the wife of the painter of the 
piece, Mr. Osgood, and the so ministering friend of the unhappy Mr. 
Poe. There she throned in honour, like Queen Constance on the 
"huge firm earth”— all for that and her tambourine; and surely we 
could none of us have done more for the connection. 

Washington Irving I “met,” with infant promptitude, very much 
as I had met General Scott; only this time it was on a steamboat 
that I apprehended the great man; my father, under whose ever- 
patient protection I then was— during the summer afternoon’s sail 
from New York to Fort Hamilton— having named him to me, for 
this long preservation, before they greeted and talked, and having 
a fact of still more moment to mention, with the greatest concern, 
afterwards: Mr. Irving had given him the news of the shipwreck of 
Margaret Fuller in those very waters (Fire Island at least was but 
just without our big Bay) during the great August storm that had 
within the day or two passed over us. The unfortunate lady was 
essentially of the Boston connection; but she must have been, and 
probably through Emerson, a friend of my parents— mustn’t she have 
held “conversations,” in the finest exotic Bostonese, in New York, 
Emerson himself lecturing there to admiration?— since the more 
I squeeze the sponge of memory the more its stored secretions flow, 
to mind me here again that, being with those elders late one evening 
at an exhibition of pictures, possibly that of the National Academy, 
then confined to scant quarters, I was shown a small full-length por- 
trait of Miss Fuller, seated as now appears to me and wrapped in a 
long white shawl, the failure of which to do justice to its origi- 
nal my companions denounced with some emphasis. Was this work 
from the hand of Mr. Tom Hicks aforesaid, or was that artist con- 
cerned only with the life-sized, the enormous (as I took it to be) 
the full-length, the violently protruded accessories in which come 
back to me with my infant sense of the wonder and the beauty of, 
as expressed above all in the image of a very long and lovely lady. 



88 HENRY JAMES: AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

the new bride of the artist, standing at a window before a row of 
plants or bulbs in tall coloured glasses. The light of the window 
playing over the figure and the “treatment” of its glass and of the 
flower-pots and the other furniture, passed, by my impression, for 
the sign of the master hand; and was it all brave and charming, or 
was it only very hard and stiff, quite ugly and helpless? I put these 
questions as to a vanished world and by way of pressing back into it 
only the more clingingly and tenderly— wholly regardless in other 
words of whether the answers to them at all matter. They matfer 
doubtless but for fond evocation, and if one tries to evoke one mmt 
neglect none of the arts, one must do it with all the forms. Whyu 
should so like to do it is another matter— and what “outside interestr 
I may suppose myself to create perhaps still another: I fatuously pro- 
ceed at any rate, I make so far as I can the small warm dusky 
homogeneous New York world of the mid-century close about us. 


VI 

I see a small and compact and ingenuous society, screened in some- 
how conveniently from north and west, but open wide to the east 
and comparatively to the south and, though perpetually moving up 
Broadway, none the less constantly and delightfully walking down 
it. Broadway was the feature and the artery, the joy and the adven- 
ture of one’s childhood, and it stretched, and prodigiously, from 
Union Square to Bamum’s great American Museum by the City 
Hall— or only went further on the Saturday mornings (absurdly and 
deplorably frequent alas) when we were swept off by a loving aunt, 
our mother’s only sister, then much domesticated with us and to 
whom the ruthless care had assigned itself from the first, to Wall 
Street and the torture chamber of Dr. Parkhurst, our tremendously 
respectable dentist, who was so old and so empurpled and so polite, 
in his stock and dress-coat and dark and glossy wig, that he had been 
our mother’s and our aunt’s haunting fear in their youth as well, 
since, in their quiet Warren Street, not far off, they were, dreadful 
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to think, comparatively under his thumb. He extremely resembles, 
to my mind’s eye, certain figures in Phiz’s illustrations to Dickens, 
and it was clear to us through our long ordeal that our elders must, 
by some mistaken law of compensation, some refinement of the vin- 
dictive, be making us “pay” for what they in like helplessness had suf- 
fered from him: as if we had done them any harm! Our analysis was 
muddled, yet in a manner relieving, and for us too there were com- 
pensations, which we grudged indeed to allow, but which I could 
easily, even if shyly, have named. One of these was Godey’s Lady’s 
Book, a sallow pile of which (it shows to me for sallow in the warmer 
and less stony light of the Wall Street of those days and through 
the smell of ancient anodynes) lay on Joey Bagstock’s table for our 
beguilement while we waited: I was to encounter in Phiz’s Dombey 
and Son that design for our tormentor’s type. There is no doubt 
whatever that I succumbed to the spell of Godey, who, unlike the 
present essences, was an anodyne before the fact as well as after; 
since I remember poring, in his pages, over tales of fashionable life 
in Philadelphia while awaiting my turn in the chair, not less than 
doing so when my turn was over and to the music of my brother’s 
groans. This must have been at the hours when we were left dis- 
creetly to our own fortitude, through our aunt’s availing herself of 
the relative proximity to go and shop at Stewart’s and then come 
back for us; the ladies’ great shop, vast, marmorean, plate-glassy and 
notoriously fatal to the female nerve (we ourselves had wearily 
trailed through it, hanging on the skirts, very literally, of indecision) 
which bravely waylaid custom on the Broadway corner of Chambers 
Street. Wasn’t part of the charm of life— since I assume that there 
was such a charm— in its being then (I allude to life itself) so much 
more down-towny, on the supposition at least that our young gravi- 
tation in that sense for most of the larger joys consorted with some- 
thing of the general habit? The joy that had to be fished out, like 
Truth, from the very bottom of the well was attendance at Trinity 
Church, still in that age supereminent, pointedly absolute, the finest 
feature of the southward scene; to the privilege of which the elder 
Albany cousins were apt to be treated when they came on to stay 
with us; an indulgence making their enjoyment of our city as down- 
towny as possible too, for I seem otherwise to see them but as return- 
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ing with the familiar Stewart headache from the prolonged strain 
of selection. 

The great reward dispensed to us for our sessions in the house of 
pain— as to which it became our subsequent theory that we had been 
regularly dragged there on alternate Saturdays— was our being car- 
ried on the return to the house of delight, or to one of them, for 
there were specifically two, where we partook of ice-cream, deemed 
sovereign for sore mouths, deemed sovereign in fact, all through our 
infancy, for everything. Two great establishments for the service of 
it graced the prospect, one Thompson’s and the other Taylor’s, '.the 
former, I perfectly recall, grave and immemorial, the latter ups^rt 
but dazzling, and having together the effect that whichever we w^nt 
to we wondered if we hadn’t better have gone to the other— with 
that capacity of childhood for making the most of its adventures 
after a fashion that may look so like making the least. It is in our 
father’s company indeed that, as I press the responsive spring, I see 
the bedizened saucers heaped up for our fond consumption (they 
bore the Taylor-title painted in blue and gilded, with the Christian 
name, as parentally pointed out to us, perverted to “Jhon” for John, 
whereais the Thompson-name scorned such vulgar and above all such 
misspelt appeals;) whence I infer that still other occasions for that 
experience waited on us— as almost any would serve, and a paternal 
presence so associated with them was not in the least conceivable in 
the Wall Street repaire. That presence is in fact not associated for 
me, to any effect of distinctness, with the least of our suffered shocks 
or penalties— thot^gh partly doubtless because our acquaintance with 
such was of the most limited; a conclusion I form even while judging 
it to have been on the whole sufficient for our virtue. This sounds 
perhaps as if we had borne ourselves as prodigies or prigs— which 
was as far as possible from being the case; we were bred in horror of 
conscious propriety, of what my father was fond of calling “flagrant” 
morality; what I myself at any rate read back into our rare educa- 
tional ease, for the memory of some sides of which I was ever to be 
thankful, is, besides the general humanisation of our apprehended 
world and our “social” tone, the unmistakable appearance that my 
father was again and again accompanied in public by his small second 
son: so many young impressions come back to me as gathered at his side 
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and in his personal haunts. Not that he mustn’t have offered his 
firstborn at least equal opportunities; but I make out that he seldom 
led us forth, such as we were, together, and my brother must have 
had in his turn many a mild adventure of which the secret— I like 
to put it so— perished with him. He was to remember, as I perceived 
later on, many things that I didn’t, impressions I sometimes wished, 
as with a retracing jealousy, or at least envy, that I might also have 
fallen direct heir to; but he professed amazement, and even occasion- 
ally impatience, at my reach of reminiscence— liking as he did to 
brush away old moral scraps in favour of new rather than to hoard 
and so complacently exhibit them. If in my way I collected the new 
as well I yet cherished the old; the ragbag of memory hung on its 
nail in my closet, though I learnt with time to control the habit of 
bringing it forth. And I say that with a due sense of my doubtless 
now appearing to empty it into these pages. 

I keep picking out at hazard those passages of our earliest age that 
help to reconstruct for me even by tiny touches the experience 
of our parents, any shade of which seems somehow to signify. I cher- 
ish, to the extent of here reproducing, an old daguerreotype all the 
circumstances of the taking of which I intensely recall— though as I 
was lately turned twelve when I figured for it the feat of memory 
is perhaps not remarkable. It documents for me in so welcome and 
so definite a manner my father’s cultivation of my company. It docu- 
ments at the same time the absurdest little legend of my small boy- 
hood— the romantic tradition of the value of being taken up from 
wherever we were staying to the queer empty dusty smelly New York 
of midsummer: I apply that last term because we always arrived by 
boat and I have still in my nostril the sense of the abords of the 
hot town, the rank and rubbishy waterside quarters, where big loose 
cobbles, for the least of all the base items, lay wrenched from their 
sockets of pungent black mud and where the dependent streets man- 
aged by a law of their own to be all corners and the comers to be all 
groceries; groceries indeed largely of the “green” order, so far as 
greenness could persist in the torrid air, and that bristled, in glorious 
defiance of traffic, with the overflow of their wares and implements. 
Carts and barrows and boxes and baskets, sprawling or stacked, fa- 
miliarly elbowed in its course the bumping hack (the comprehensive 
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“carriage” of other days, the only vehicle of hire then known to us) 
while the situation was accepted by the loose citizen in the garb of a 
freeman save for the brass star on his breast— and the New York garb 
of the period was, as I remember it, an immense attestation of lib- 
erty. Why the throb of romance should have beat time for me to 
such visions I can scarce explain, or can explain only by the fact that 
the squalor was a squalor wonderfully mixed and seasoned, and that 
I should wrong the whole impression if I didn’t figure it first and 
foremost as that of some vast succulent cornucopia. What did the 
stacked boxes and baskets of our youth represent but the bounidless 
fruitage of that more bucolic age of the American world, and ^hat 
was after all of so strong an assault as the rankness of such a barest? 
Where is that fruitage now, where in particular are the peaches 
d’antan? where the mounds of Isabella grapes and Seckel pears in 
the sticky sweetness of which our childhood seems to have been 
steeped? It was surely, save perhaps for oranges, a more informally 
and familiarly fruit-eating time, and bushels of peaches in particular, 
peaches big and peaches small, peaches white and peaches yellow, 
played a part in life from which they have somehow been deposed; 
every garden, almost every bush and the very boys’ pockets grew 
them; they were “cut up” and eaten with cream at every meal; do- 
mestically “brandied” they figured, the rest of the year, scarce less 
freely— if they were rather a “party dish” it was because they made 
the party whenever they appeared, and when ice-cream was added, 
or they were added to it, they formed the highest revel we knew. 
Above all the public heaps of them, the high-piled receptacles at 
every turn, touched the street as with a sort of southern plenty: the 
note of the rejected and scattered fragments, the memory of the 
slippery skins and rinds and kernels with which the old dislocated 
flags were bestrown, is itself endeared to me and contributes a fur- 
ther pictorial grace. We ate everything in those days by the bushel 
and the barrel, as from stores that were infinite; we handled water- 
melons as freely as cocoanuts, and the amount of stomach-ache in- 
volved was negligible in the general Eden-like consciousness. 

The glow of this consciousness even in so small an organism was 
part of the charm of these retreats offered me cityward upon our 
base of provisions; a part of the rest of which, I disengage, was in my 
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fond perception of that almost eccentrically home-loving habit in 
my father which furnished us with half the household humour of 
our childhood— besides furnishing him with any quantity of extrava- 
gant picture of his so prompt pangs of anguish in absence for 
celebration of his precipitate returns. It was traditional for us later 
on, and especially on the European scene, that for him to leave us 
in pursuit of some advantage or convenience, some improvement 
of our condition, some enlargement of our view, was for him breath- 
lessly to reappear, after the shortest possible interval, with no ac- 
count at all to give of the benefit aimed at, but instead of this a 
moving representation, a far richer recital, of his spiritual adventures 
at the horrid inhuman inns and amid the hard alien races which 
had stayed his advance. He reacted, he rebounded, in favour of his 
fireside, from whatever brief explorations or curiosities; these pas- 
sionate spontaneities were the pulse of his life and quite some of 
the principal events of ours; and, as he was nothing if not expres- 
sive, whatever happened to him for inward intensity happened abun- 
dantly to us for pity and terror, as it were, as well as for an ease 
and a quality of amusement among ourselves that was really always 
to fail us among others. Comparatively late in life, after his death, 
I had occasion to visit, in lieu of my brother, then in Europe, an 
American city in which he had had, since his own father’s death, 
interests that were of importance to us all. On my asking the agent 
in charge when the owner had last taken personal cognisance of 
his property that gentleman replied only half to my surprise that he 
had never in all his years of possession performed such an act. Then 
it was perhaps that I most took the measure of his fine faith in hu- 
man confidence as an administrative function. He had to have a 
relation, somehow expressed— and as he was the vividest and happiest 
of letter-writers it rarely failed of coming; but once it was established 
it served him, in every case, much better than fussy challenges, which 
had always the drawback of involving lapses and inattentions in 
regard to solicitudes more pressing. He incurably took for granted— 
incurably because whenever he did so the process succeeded; with 
which association, however, I perhaps overdrench my complacent 
vision of our summer snatches at town. Through a grave accident in 
early life country walks on rough roads were, in spite of his great 



44 HENRY JAMES: AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

constitutional soundness, tedious and charmless to him; he liked on 
the other hand the peopled pavement, the thought of which made 
him restless when away. Hence the fidelities and sociabilities, how- 
ever superficial, that he couldn’t not reaffirm— if he could only re- 
affirm the others, the really intimate and still more communicable, 
soon enough alterwards. 

It was these of the improvised and casual sort that I shared with 
him thus indelibly; for truly if we took the boat to town to do things 
I did them quite as much as he, and so that a little boy could ^arce 
have done them more. My part may indeed but have been td sur- 
round his part with a thick imaginative aura; but that constituted 
for me an activity than which I could dream of none braver or 
wilder. "We went to the office of The New York Tribune— my father’s 
relations with that journal were actual and close; and that was a 
wonderful world indeed, with strange steepnesses and machineries 
and noises and hurrying bare-armed, bright-eyed men, and amid the 
agitation clever, easy, kindly, jocular, partly undressed gentlemen 
(it was always July or August) some of whom I knew at home, taking 
it all as if it were the most natural place in the world. It was big 
to me, big to me with the breath of great vague connections, and I 
supposed the gentlemen very old, though since aware that they must 
have been, for the connections, remarkably young; and the conversa- 
tion of one of them, the one I saw oftenest up town, who attained 
to great local and to considerable national eminence afterwards, and 
who talked often and thrillingly about the theatres, 1 retain as many 
bright fragments of as if 1 had been another little Boswell, It was 
as if he had dropped into my mind the germ of certain interests that 
were long afterwards to flower— as for instance on his announcing 
the receipt from Paris of news of the appearance at the ThdStre 
Francis of an actress, Madame Judith, who was formidably to com- 
pete with her coreligionary Rachel and to endanger that artist’s 
laurels. Why should Madame Judith’s name have stuck to me 
through all the years, since I was never to see her and she is as for- 
^tten as Rachel is remembered? Why should that scrap of gossip 
have made a date for my consciousness, turning it to the Com^die 
with an intensity that was long afterwards to culminate? Why was it 
equally to abide for me that the same gentleman had on one of these 
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occasions mentioned his having just come back from a wonderful 
city of the West, Chicago, which, though but a year or two old, with 
plank sidewalks when there were any, and holes and humps where 
there were none, and shanties where there were not big blocks, and 
everything where there had yesterday been nothing, had already 
developed a huge energy and curiosity, and also an appetite for lec- 
tures? I became aware of the Com^die, I became aware of Chicago; 

I also became aware that even the most alluring fiction was not 
always for little boys to read. It was mentioned at the Tribune office 
that one of its reporters, Mr. Solon Robinson, had put forth a novel 
rather oddly entitled “Hot Corn” and more or less having for its 
subject the career of a little girl who hawked that familiar American 
luxury in the streets. The volume, 1 think, was put into my father’s 
hand, and I recall my prompt desire to make acquaintance with it no 
less than the remark, as promptly addressed to my companion, that 
the work, however engaging, was not one that should be left acces- 
sible to an innocent child. The pang occasioned by this warning has 
scarcely yet died out for me, nor my sense of my first wonder at the 
discrimination— so great became from that moment the mystery of 
the tabooed book, of whatever identity; the question, in my breast, 
of why, if it was to be so right for others, it was only to be wrong 
for me. I remember the soreness of the thought that it was I rather 
who was wrong for the book— which was somehow humiliating: in 
that amount of discredit one couldn’t but be involved. Neither then 
nor afterwards was the secret of “Hot Corn” revealed to me, and 
the sense of privation was to be more prolonged, I fear, than the 
vogue of the tale, which even as a success of scandal couldn’t 
have been great. 


VII 

Dimly queer and “pathetic” to me were to remain through much of 
the after time indeed most of those early indigenous vogues and lit- 
erary flurries: so few of those that brushed by my childhood had 
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been other than a tinkling that suddenly stopped, I am afraid I mean 
that what was touching was rather the fact that the tinkle could 
penetrate than the fact that it died away; the light of criticism might 
have beat so straight— if the sense of proportion and the fact of com- 
passion hadn’t waved it away— on the aesthetic phase during which 
the appeal was mainly by the tinkle. The Scarlet Letter and The 
Seven Gables had the deep tone as much as one would; but of the 
current efforts of the imagination they were alone in having it till 
Walt Whitman broke out in the later fifties— and I was to know {noth- 
ing of that happy genius till long after. An absorbed peru^l of 
The Lamplighter was what I was to achieve at the fleeting hqur I 
continue to circle round; that romance was on every one’s lips, and 
I recollect it as more or less thrust upon me in amends for the im- 
posed sacrifice of a ranker actuality— that of the improper Mr, Rob- 
inson, I mean, as to whom there revives in me the main question of 
where his impropriety, in so general a platitude of the bourgeois, 
could possibly have dwelt. It was to be true indeed that Walt Whit- 
man achieved an impropriety of the first magnitude; that success, 
however, but showed us the platitude returning in a genial rage 
upon itself and getting out of control by generic excess. There was 
no rage at any rate in The Lamplighter, over which I fondly hung 
and which would have been my first “grown-up” novel— it had been 
soothingly offered me for that— had I consented to take it as really 
and truly grown-up, I couldn’t have said what it lacked for the char- 
acter, I only had my secret reserves, and when one blest afternoon 
on the New Brighton boat I waded into The Initials I saw how right 
I had been. The Initials was grown-up and the difference thereby 
exquisite; it came over me with the very first page, assimilated in 
the fluttered little cabin to which I had retired with it— all in spite 
of the fact too that my attention was distracted by a pair of remark- 
able little girls who lurked there out of more public view as to hint 
that they weren’t to be seen for nothing. 

That must have been a rich hour, for I mix the marvel of the 
Boon Children, strange pale little flowers of the American theatre, 
with my conscious joy in bringing back to my mother, from our 
forage in New York, a gift of such happy promise as the history of 
the long-legged Mr. Hamilton and his two Bavarian beauties, the 
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elder of whom, Hildegarde, was to figure for our small generation as 
the very type of the haughty as distinguished from the forward 
heroine (since I think our categories really came to no more than 
those). I couldn’t have got very far with Hildegarde in moments so 
scant, but I memorably felt that romance was thick round me— every- 
thing, at such a crisis, seeming to make for it at once. The Boon 
Children, conveyed thus to New Brighton under care of a lady in 
whose aspect the strain of the resolute triumphed over the note of 
the battered, though the showy in it rather succumbed at the same 
time to the dowdy, were already “billed,” as infant phenomena, for 
a performance that night at the Pavilion, where our attendance, it 
was a shock to feel, couldn’t be promised; and in gazing without 
charge at the pair of weary and sleepy little mountebanks I found 
the histrionic character and the dramatic profession for the first time 
revealed to me. They filled me with fascination and yet with fear; 
they expressed a melancholy grace and a sort of peevish refinement, 
yet seemed awfully detached and indifferent, indifferent perhaps 
even to being pinched and slapped, for art’s sake, at home; they 
honoured me with no notice whatever and regarded me doubtless as 
no better than one of the little louts peeping through the tent of the 
show. In return I judged their appearance dissipated though fasci- 
nating, and sought consolation for the memory of their scorn and 
the loss of their exhibition, as time went on, in noting that the 
bounds of their fame seemed somehow to have been stayed. I neither 
“met” them nor heard of them again. The little Batemans must have 
obscured their comparatively dim lustre, flourishing at the same 
period and with a larger command of the pictorial poster and the 
other primitive symbols in Broadway— such posters and such symbols 
as they were at that time I— the little Batemans who were to be re- 
served, in maturer form, for my much later and more grateful appre- 
ciation. 

This weak reminiscence has obstructed, however, something more 
to the purpose, the retained impression of those choicest of our 
loiterings that took place, still far down-town, at the Bookstore, home 
of delights and haunt of fancy. It was at the Bookstore we had called 
on the day of The Initials and the Boon Children— and it was thence 
we were returning with our spoil, of which the charming novel must 
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have been but a fragment. My impression composed itself of many 
pieces; a great and various practice of burying my nose in the half- 
open book for the strong smell of paper and printer’s ink, known to 
us as the English smell, was needed to account for it. That was the 
exercise of the finest sense that hung about us, my brother and me— 
or of one at least but little less fine than the sense for the satisfaction 
of which we resorted to Thompson’s and to Taylor’s: it bore me 
company during all our returns from forages and left me persuaded 
that I had only to snuff up hard enough, fresh uncut voldme in 
hand, to taste of the very substance of London. All our books m that 
age were English, at least all our down-town ones— I persona^y re- 
call scarce any that were not; and I take the perception of that 
quality in them to have associated itself with more fond dreams and 
glimmering pictures than any other one principle of growth. It was 
all a result of the deeply infected state: I had been prematurely 
poisoned— as I shall presently explain. The Bookstore, fondest of my 
father’s resorts, though I remember no more of its public identity 
than that it further enriched the brave depth of Broadway, was over- 
whelmingly and irresistibly English, as not less tonically English was 
our principal host there, with whom we had moreover, my father 
and I, thanks to his office, such personal and genial relations that I 
recall seeing him grace our board at home, in company with his 
wife, whose vocal strain and complexion and coiffure and flounces 
I found none the less informing, none the less “racial,” for my not 
being then versed in the language of analysis. 

The true inwardness of these rich meanings— those above all of 
the Bookstore itself— was that a tradition was thus fed, a presumption 
thus created, a vague vision thus filled in: all expression is clumsy for 
so mystic a process. What else can have happened but that, having 
taken over, under suggestion and with singular infant promptitude, 
a particular throbbing consciousness, I had become aware of the 
source at which it could best be refreshed? That consciousness, so 
communicated, was just simply of certain impressions, certain 
sources of impression again, proceeding from over the sea and sit- 
uated beyond it— or even much rather of my parents’ own impres- 
sion of such, the fruit of a happy time spent in and about London 
with their two babies and reflected in that portion of their talk with 
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each other to which I best attended. Had all their talk for its sub- 
ject, in my infant ears, that happy time?— did it deal only with Lon- 
don and Piccadilly and the Green Park, where, over against their 
dwelling, their two babies mainly took the air under charge of 
Fanny of Albany, their American nurse, whose remark as to the 
degree to which the British Museum fell short for one who 
had had the privilege of that of Albany was handed down to 
us? Did it never forbear from Windsor and Richmond and Sud- 
brook and Ham Common, amid the rich complexity of which, 
crowding their discourse with echoes, they had spent their summer? 
—all a scattering of such pearls as it seemed that their second-born 
could most deftly and instinctively pick up. Our sole maternal aunt, 
already mentioned as a devoted and cherished presence during those 
and many later years, was in a position to share with them the treas- 
ure of these mild memories, which strike me as having for the most 
part, through some bright household habit, overflowed at the break- 
fast-table, where I regularly attended with W. J.; she had imbibed 
betimes in Europe the seeds of a long nostalgia, and I think of her 
as ever so patiently communicative on that score under pressure of 
my artless appeal. That I should have been so inquiring while still 
so destitute of primary data was doubtless rather an anomaly; and 
it was for that matter quite as if my infant divination proceeded by 
the light of nature: I divined that it would matter to me in the 
future that “English life’’ should be of this or that fashion. My father 
had subscribed for me to a small periodical of quarto form, covered 
in yellow and entitled The Charm, which shed on the question the 
softest lustre, but of which the appearances were sadly intermittent, 
or then struck me as being; inasmuch as many of our visits to the 
Bookstore were to ask for the new number— only to learn with pain- 
ful frequency that the last consignment from London had arrived 
without it. I feel again the pang of that disappointment— as if through 
the want of what I needed most for going on; the English smell was 
exhaled by The Charm in a peculiar degree, and I see myself af- 
fected by the failure as by that of a vital tonic. It was not, at the 
same time, by a Charm the more or the less that my salvation was to 
be, as it were, worked out, or my imagination at any rate duly con- 
vinced: conviction was the result of the very air of home, so far as I 
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most consciously inhaled it. This represented, no doubt, a failure 
to read into matters close at hand all the interest they were capable 
of yielding; but I had taken the twist, had sipped the poison, as I 
say, and was to feel it to that end the most salutary cup. I saw my 
parents homesick, as I conceived, for the ancient order and dis- 
tressed and inconvenienced by many of the more immediate features 
of the modem, as the modern pressed upon us, and since their theory 
of our better living was from an early time that we should renew the 
quest of the ancient on the very first possibility I simply grewjgreater 
in the faith that somehow to manage that would constitute \success 
in life. I never found myself deterred from this fond view, \ which 
was implied in every question I asked, every answer I got, ana every 
plan I formed. 

Those are great words for the daydream of infant ignorance, yet 
if success in life may perhaps be best defined as the performance in 
age of some intention arrested in youth I may frankly put in a claim 
to it. To press my nose against the sources of the English smell, so 
different for young bibliophiles from any American, was to adopt 
that sweetness as the sign of my “atmosphere”; roundabout might 
be the course to take, but one was in motion from the first and one 
never lost sight of the goal. The very names of places and things in 
the other world— the marked opposite in most ways of that in which 
New York and Albany, Fort Hamilton and New Brighton formed so 
fallacious a maximum— became to me values and secrets and shib- 
boleths; they were probably often on my tongue and employed as 
ignorance determined, but I quite recall being ashamed to use them 
as much as I should have liked. It was New Brighton, I reconstruct 
(and indeed definitely remember) that “finished” us at last— that 
and our final sordid school, W. J.’s and mine, in New York: the an- 
cient order had somehow to be invoked when such “advantages” as 
those were the best within our compass and our means. Not further 
to anticipate, at all events, that climax was for a while but vaguely 
in sight, and the illusion of felicity continued from season to sea- 
son to shut us in. It is only of what I took for felicity, however few 
the years and however scant the scene, that I am pretending now to 
speak; though I shall have strained the last drop of romance from 
this vision of our towny summers with the quite sharp reminiscence 
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of my first sitting for my daguerreotype. I repaired with my father 
on an August day to the great Broadway establishment of Mr. Brady, 
supreme in that then beautiful art, and it is my impression— the only 
point vague with me— that though we had come up by the Staten 
Island boat for the purpose we were to keep the affair secret till the 
charming consequence should break, at home, upon my mother. 
Strong is my conviction that our mystery, in the event, yielded al- 
most at once to our elation, for no tradition had a brighter house- 
hold life with us than that of our father’s headlong impatience. He 
moved in a cloud, if not rather in a high radiance, of precipitation 
and divulgation, a chartered rebel against cold reserves. The good 
news in his hand refused under any persuasion to grow stale, the 
sense of communicable pleasure in his breast was positively explo- 
sive; so that we saw those “surprises” in which he had conspired with 
our mother for our benefit converted by him in every case, under 
our shamelessly encouraged guesses, into common conspiracies 
against her— against her knowing, that is, how thoroughly we were 
all compromised. He had a special and delightful sophistry at the 
service of his overflow, and never so fine a fancy as in defending it 
on "human” grounds. He was something very different withal from 
a parent of weak mercies; weakness was never so positive and plaus- 
ible, nor could the attitude of sparing you be more handsomely or 
on occasion even more comically aggressive. 

My small point is simply, however, that the secresy of our con- 
joined portrait was probably very soon, by his act, to begin a public 
and shining life and to enjoy it till we received the picture; as to 
which moreover still another remembrance steals on me, a proof of 
the fact that our adventure was improvised. Sharp again is my sense 
of not being so adequately dressed as I should have taken thought 
for had I foreseen my exposure; though the resources of my ward- 
robe as then constituted could surely have left me but few alterna- 
tives. The main resource of a small New York boy in this line at 
that time was the little sheath-like jacket, tight to the body, closed 
at the neck and adorned in front with a single row of brass buttons 
—a garment of scant grace assuredly and compromised to my con- 
sciousness, above all, by a strange ironic light from an unfoi^tten 
source. It was but a short time before those days that the great Mr. 
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Thackeray had come to America to lecture on The English Humour- 
ists, and still present to me is the voice proceeding from my father’s 
library, in which some glimpse of me hovering, at an opening of the 
door, in passage or on staircase, prompted him to the formidable 
words: “Come here, little boy, and show me your extraordinary 
jacketl” My sense of my jacket became from that hour a heavy one 
—further enriched as my vision is by my shyness of posture before 
the seated, the celebrated visitor, who struck me, in the sunny light 
of the animated room, as enormously big and who, though he laid 
on my shoulder the hand of benevolence, bent on my native cos- 
tume the spectacles of wonder. I was to know later on why np had 
been so amused and why, after asking me if this were the common 
uniform of my age and class, he remarked that in England, were 1 
to go there, 1 should be addressed as “Buttons.” It had been re- 
vealed to me thus in a flash that we were somehow queer, and 
though never exactly crushed by it I became aware that I at least 
felt so as I stood with my head in Mr. Brady’s vise. Beautiful most 
decidedly the lost art of the daguerreotype; I remember the “ex- 
posure” as on this occasion interminably long, yet with the result 
of a facial anguish far less harshly reproduced than my suffered snap- 
shots of a later age. Too few, I may here interject, were to remain 
my gathered impressions of the great humourist, but one of them, 
indeed almost the only other, bears again on the play of his humour 
over our perversities of dress. It belongs to a later moment, an oc- 
casion on which I see him familiarly seated with us, in Paris, during 
the spring of 1857, at some repast at which the younger of us too, 
by that time, habitually flocked, in our afiluence of five. Our young- 
est was beside him, a small sister, then not quite in her eighth year, 
and arrayed apparently after the fashion of the period and place; and 
the tradition lingered long of his having suddenly laid his hand on 
her little flounced person and exclaimed with ludicrous horror: 
“Crinoline?— I was suspecting itl So young and so depravedl” 

A fainter image, that of one of the New York moments, just 
eludes me, pursue it as I will; I recover but the setting and the fact 
of his brief presence in it, with nothing that was said or done beyond 
my being left with my father to watch our distinguished friend’s 
secretary, who was also a young artist, establish his easel and proceed 
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to paint. The setting, as I recall it, was an odd, oblong, blank ‘'pri- 
vate parlour” at the Clarendon Hotel, then the latest thing in hotels, 
but whose ancient corner of Fourth Avenue and— was it Eighteenth 
Street?— long ago ceased to know it; the gentle, very gentle, portrait- 
ist was Mr. Eyre Crowe and the obliging sitter my father, who sat 
in response to Mr. Thackeray’s desire that his prot^g^ should find 
employment. The protector after a little departed, blessing the busi- 
ness, which took the form of a small full-length of the model seated, 
his arm extended and the hand on the knob of his cane. The work, 
it may at this time of day be mentioned, fell below its general pos- 
sibilities; but I note the scene through which I must duly have 
gaped and wondered (for I had as yet seen no one, least of all a cas- 
ual acquaintance in an hotel parlour, “really paint” before,) as a 
happy example again of my parent’s positive cultivation of my so- 
ciety, it would seem, and thought for my social education. And then 
there are other connections; I recall it as a Sunday morning, I re- 
cover the place itself as a featureless void— bleak and bare, with its 
developments all to come, the hotel parlour of other New York days 
—but vivid still to me is my conscious assistance for the first time 
at operations that were to mean much for many of my coming years. 
Those of quiet Mr. Crowe held me spellbound— I was to circle so 
wistfully, as from that beginning, round the practice of his art, 
which in spite of these earnest approaches and intentions never on 
its own part in the least acknowledged our acquaintance; scarcely 
much more than it was ever to respond, for that matter, to the over- 
tures of the mild aspirant himself, known to my observation long 
afterwards, in the London years, as the most touchingly resigned 
of the children of disappointment. Not only by association was he a 
Thackerayan figure, but much as if the master’s hand had. stamped 
him with the outline and the value, with life and sweetness and pa- 
tience-shown, as after the long futility, seated in a quiet wait, very 
long too, for the end. That was sad, one couldn’t but feel; yet it was 
in the oddest way impossible to take him for a failure. He might 
have been one of fortune’s, strictly; but what was that when he was 
one of Thackeray’s own successes?— in the minor line, but with such 
a grace and such a truth, those of some dim second cousin to Colonel 
Newcome. 
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I feel that at such a rate I remember too much, and yet this mild 
apparitionism is only part of it. To look back at all is to meet the 
apparitional and to find in its ghostly face the silent stare of an ap- 
peal. When I fix it, the hovering shade, whether of person or place, 
it fixes me back and seems the less lost— not to my consciousness, for 
that is nothing, but to its own— by my stopping however idly for it. 
The day of the daguerreotype, the August afternoon, what was it if 
not one of the days when we went to Union Square for luncheon 
and for more ice-cream and more peaches and even more, even most, 
enjoyment of ease accompanied by stimulation of wonder? It may 
have been indeed that a visit to Mrs. Cannon rather on that occasion 
engaged us— memory selects a little confusedly from such a wealth of 
experience. For the wonder was the experience, and that was every- 
where, even if I didn’t so much find it as take it with me, to be sure 
of not felling short. Mrs. Cannon lurked near Fourth Street— that I 
abundantly grasp, not more definitely placing her than in what 
seemed to me a labyrinth of grave bye-streets westwardly “back of” 
Broadway, yet at no great distance from it, where she must have 
occupied a house at a comer, since we reached her not by steps that 
went up to a front door but by others that went slightly down and 
formed clearly an independent side access, a feature that affected me 
as rich and strange. What the steps went down to was a spacious 
room, light and friendly, so that it couldn’t have been compromised 
by an “area,” which offered the brave mystification, amid other mys- 
tifications, of being at once a parlour and a shop, a shop in partic- 
ular for the relief of gentlemen in want of pockethandkerchiefs, 
neckties, collars, umbrellas and straw<overed bottles of the essence 
known in old New York as “Cullone”— with a very long and big O. 
Mrs. Cannon was always seated at some delicate white or other 
needlework, as if she herself made the collars and the neckties and 
hemmed the pockethandkerchiefe though the air of this conflicts 
with the sense of importation from remoter centres of fashion 
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breathed by some of the more thrilling of the remarks I heard ex- 
changed, at thesame time that it quickened the oddity of the place. 
For the oddity was in many things— above all perhaps in there being 
no counter, no rows of shelves and no vulgar till for Mrs. Cannon’s 
commerce; the parlour clearly dissimulated the shop— and positively 
to that extent that I might uncarmily have wondered what the shop 
dissimulated. It represented, honestly, I made out in the course of 
visits that seem to me to have been delightfully repeated, the more 
informal of the approaches to our friend’s brave background or 
hinterland, the realm of her main industry, the array of the furnished 
apartments for gentlemen— gentlemen largely for whom she im- 
ported the £au de Cologne and the neckties and who struck me as 
principally consisting of the ever remarkable Uncles, desirous at 
times, on their restless returns from Albany or wherever, of an in- 
timacy of comfort that the New York Hotel couldn’t yield. Fascinat- 
ing thus the implications of Mrs. Cannon’s establishment, where 
the talk took the turn, in particular, of Mr. John and Mr. Edward 
and Mr. Howard, and where Miss Maggie or Miss Susie, who were 
on the spot in other rocking chairs and with other poised needles, 
made their points as well as the rest of us. The interest of the place 
was that the uncles were somehow always under discussion— as to 
where they at the moment might be, or as to when they were ex- 
pected, or above all as to how (the “how” was the great matter 
and the fine emphasis) they had last appeared and might be con- 
ceived as carrying themselves; and that their consumption of neck- 
ties and Eau de Cologne was somehow inordinate: I might have 
been judging it in my innocence as their only consommation. I refer 
to those sources, I say, the charm of the scene, the finer part of which 
must yet have been that it didn’t, as it regularly lapsed, dispose of all 
mystifications. If I didn’t understand, however, the beauty was that 
Mrs. Cannon understood (that was what she did most of all, even 
more than hem pockethandkerchiefs and collars) and my father 
understood, and each understood that the other did. Miss Maggie 
and Miss Susie being no whit behind. It was only I who didn’t un- 
derstand— save in so far as I understood that, which was a kind of 
pale joy; and meanwhile there would be more to come from uncles 
so attachingly, so almost portentously, discussable. The vision at any 
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rate was to stick by me as through its old-world friendly grace, its 
light on the elder amenity; the prettier manners, the tender per- 
sonal note in the good lady’s importations and anxieties, that of the 
hand-made fabric and the discriminating service. Fit to figure as a 
value anywhere— by which I meant in the right comer of any social 
picture, I afterwards said to myself— that refined and composed sig- 
nificance of Mrs. Cannon’s scene. 

Union Square was a different matter, though with the element 
there also that I made out that I didn’t make out (my sense of dttama 
was in this case, I think, rather more frightened off than led pn;) 
a drawback for which, however, I consoled myself by baked apples 
and custards, an inveterate feature of our Sunday luncheon thlere 
(those of weekdays being various and casual) and by a study of a 
great store, as it seemed to me, of steel-plated volumes, devoted 
mainly to the heroines of Romance, with one in particular, present- 
ing those of Shakespeare, in which the plates were so artfully col- 
oured and varnished, and complexion and dress thereby so endeared 
to memory, that it was for long afterwards a shock to me at the thea- 
tre not to see just those bright images, with their peculiar toggeries, 
come on. I was able but the other day, moreover, to renew almost 
on the very spot the continuity of contemplation; large lumpish 
presences, precarious creations of a day, seemed to have elbowed out 
of the Square all but one or two of the minor monuments, pleasant 
appreciable things, of the other time; yet close to University Place 
the old house of the picture-books and the custards and the domestic 
situation had, though disfigured and overscored, not quite received 
its death-stroke; I disengaged, by a mere identification of obscured 
window and profaned portico, a whole chapter of history; which fact 
should indeed be a warning to penetration, a practical plea here for 
the superficial— by its exhibition of the rate at which the relations of 
any gage of experience multiply and ramify from the moment the 
mind begins to handle it. I pursued a swarm of such relations, on 
the occasion I speak of, up and down West Fourteenth Street and 
over to Seventh Avenue, running most of them to earth with diffi- 
culty, but finding them at half a dozen points quite confess to a queer 
stale sameness. The gage of experience, as I say, had in these cases 
been strangely spared— the sameness had in two or three of them held 
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out as with conscious craft. But these are impressions I shall pres- 
ently find it impossible not to take up again at any cost. 

I first “realised” Fourteenth Street at a very tender age, and I per- 
fectly recall that flush of initiation, consisting as it did of an after- 
noon call with my father at a house there situated, one of an already 
fairly mature row on the south side and quite near Sixth Avenue. 
It was as “our” house, just acquired by us, that he thus invited my 
approval of it— heaping as that does once more the measure of my 
small adhesiveness. I thoroughly approved— quite as if I had fore- 
seen that the place was to become to me for ever so long afterwards 
a sort of anchorage of the spirit, being at the hour as well a fascina- 
tion for the eyes, since it was there I first fondly gaped at the process 
of “decorating.” I saw charming men in little caps ingeniously 
formed of folded newspaper— where in the roaring city are those 
quaint badges of the handicrafts now?— mounted on platforms and 
casting plaster into moulds; I saw them in particular paste long strips 
of yellowish grained paper upon walls, and I vividly remember 
thinking the grain and the pattern (for there was a pattern from 
waist-high down, a complication of dragons and sphinxes and scrolls 
and other fine flourishes) a wonderful and sumptuous thing. I would 
give much, I protest, to recover its lost secret, to see what it really 
was— so interesting ever to retrace, and sometimes so difl&cult of 
belief, in a community of one’s own knowing, is the general aesthetic 
adventure, are the dangers and delusions, the all but fatal accidents 
and mortal ailments, that Taste has smilingly survived and after 
which the fickle creature may still quite brazenly look one in the 
face. Our quarter must have bristled in those years with the very 
worst of the danger-signals— though indeed they figured but as 
coarse complacencies; the age of “brown stone” had just been 
ushered in, and that material, in deplorable, in monstrous form, 
over all the vacant spaces and eligible sites then numerous between 
the Fifth and Sixth Avenues, more and more affronted the day. We 
seemed to have come up from a world of quieter harmonies, the 
world of Washington Square and thereabouts, so decent in its dig- 
nity, so instinctively unpretentious. There were even there spots 
of shabbiness that I recall, such as the charmless void reaching west- 
ward from the two houses that formed the Fifth Avenue comer to 



58 HENRY JAMES: AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

our grandfather’s, our New York grandfather’s house, itself built 
by him, with the happiest judgment, not so long before, and at no 
distant time in truth to be solidly but much less pleasantly neigh- 
boured. The ancient name of the Parade-ground still hung about 
the central space, and the ancient wooden palings, then so generally 
accounted proper for central spaces— the whole image infinitely re- 
cedes— affected even my innocent childhood as rustic and mean. 
Union Square, at the top of the Avenue— or what practically then 
counted for the top— was encased, more smartly, in iron rails and 
further adorned with a fountain and an aged amateur-looking con- 
stable, awful to my generation in virtue of his star and his switch. I 
associate less elegance with the Parade-ground, into which we turnW 
for recreation from my neighbouring dame’s-school and where the 
parades deployed on no scale to check our own evolution; though 
indeed the switch of office abounded there, for what I best recover 
in the connection is a sense and smell of perpetual autumn, with the 
ground so muffled in the leaves and twigs of the now long defunct 
ailanthus-tree that most of our own motions were a kicking of them 
up— the semi-sweet rankness of the plant was all in the air— and small 
boys pranced about as cavaliers whacking their steeds. There were 
bigger boys, bolder still, to whom this vegetation, or something kin- 
dred that escapes me, yielded long black beanlike slips which they 
lighted and smoked, the smaller ones staring and impressed; I at any 
rate think of the small one I can best speak for as constantly wading 
through an Indian summer of tlvese disjecta, fascinated by the leaf- 
kicking process, the joy of lonely trudges, over a course in which 
those parts and the slightly more northward pleasantly confound 
themselves. These were the homely joys of the nobler neighbor- 
hood, elements that had their match, and more, hard by the Four- 
teenth Street home, in the poplars, the pigs, the poultry, and the 
Irish houses, ’ two or three in number, exclusive of a very fine 
Dutch one, seated then, this last, almost as among gardens and 
groves— a breadth of territory still apparent, on the spot, in that 
marginal ease, that spread of occupation, to the nearly complete ab- 
sence of which New York aspects owe their general failure of “style.” 

But there were finer vibrations as well — for the safely-prowling 
infant, though none perhaps so fine as when he stood long and drank 
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deep at those founts of romance that gushed from the huge pla- 
cards of the theatre. These announcements, at a day when adver- 
tisement was contentedly but information, had very much the form 
of magnified playbills; they consisted of vast oblong sheets, yellow 
or white, pasted upon tall wooden screens or into hollow sockets, 
and acquainting the possible playgoer with every circumstance that 
might seriously interest him. These screens rested sociably against 
trees and lamp-posts as well as against walls and fences, to all of 
which they were, I suppose, familiarly attached; but the sweetest 
note of their confidence was that, in parallel lines and the good old 
way, characters facing performers, they gave the whole cast, which 
in the “palmy days” of the drama often involved many names. I 
catch myself again in the fact of endless stations in Fifth Avenue 
near the southwest comer of Ninth Street, as I think it must have 
been, since the dull long “run” didn’t exist then for the young 
badaud and the poster there was constantly and bravely renewed. It 
engaged my attention, whenever I passed, as the canvas of a great 
master in a great gallery holds that of the pious tourist, and even 
though I can’t at this day be sure of its special reference I was with 
precocious passion “at home” among the theatres— thanks to our 
parents’ fond interest in them (as from this distance I see it flourish 
for the time) and to the liberal law and happy view under which 
the addiction was shared with us, they never caring much for things 
we couldn’t care for and generally holding that what was good to 
them would be also good for their children. It had the effect cer- 
tainly of preparing for these, so far as we should incline to cherish it, 
a strange little fund of theatrical reminiscence, a small hoard of 
memories maintaining itself in my own case for a lifetime and caus- 
ing me to wonder to-day, before its abundance, on how many eve- 
nings of the month, or perhaps even of the week, we were torn from 
the pursuits of home. 
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IX 

The truth is doubtless, however, much less in the wealth of my ex- 
perience than in the tenacity of my impression, the fact that I have 
lost nothing of what I saw and that though I can’t now quite divide 
the total into separate occasions the various items surprismgly 
swarm for me. I shall return to some of them, wishing at present 
only to make my point of when and how the seeds were sown mat 
afterwards so thickly sprouted and flowered. I was greatly to love 
the drama, at its best, as a "form”; whatever variations of faith or 
curiosity I was to know in respect to the infirm and inadequate 
theatre. There was of course anciently no question for us of the 
drama at its best; and indeed while I lately by chance looked over 
a copious collection of theatrical portraits, beginning with the earli- 
est age of lithography and photography as so applied, and docu- 
mentary in the highest degree on the personalities, as we nowaday's 
say, of the old American stage, stupefaction grew sharp in me and 
scepticism triumphed, so vulgar, so barbarous, seemed the array of 
types, so extraordinarily provincial the note of every figure, so less 
than scant the claim of such physiognomies and such reputations. 
Rather dismal, everywhere, I admit, the histrionic image with the 
artificial lights turned off-the fatigued and disconnected face re- 
duced to its mere self and resembling some closed and darkened inn 
with the sign still swung but the place blighted for want of custom. 
That consideration weighs; but what a “gang,” all the same, when 
thus left to their own devices, the performers, men and women alike, 
of that world of queer appreciations! I ought perhaps to bear on 
them lightly in view of what in especial comes back to me; the sense 
of the sacred thrill with which I began to watch the green curtain, 
the particular one that was to rise to The Comedy of Rrrors on the 
occasion that must have been, for what I recall of its almost un- 
bearable intensity, the very first of my ever sitting at a play. I should 
have been indebted for the momentous evening in that case to Mr. 
William Burton, whose small theatre in Chambers Street, to the 
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rear of Stewart’s big shop and hard by the Park, as the Park was at 
that time understood, offered me then my prime initiation. Let me 
not complain of my having owed the adventure to a still greater 
William as well, nor think again without the right intensity, the 
scarce tolerable throb, of the way the torment of the curtain was 
mixed, half so dark a defiance and half so rich a promise. One’s 
eyes bored into it in vain, and yet one knew it would rise at the 
named hour, the only question being if one could exist till then. 
The play had been read to us during the day; a celebrated English 
actor, whose name I inconsistently forget, had arrived to match Mr. 
Burton as the other of the Dromios; and the agreeable Mrs. Hol- 
man, who had to my relentless vision too retreating a chin, was so 
good as to represent Adriana. I regarded Mrs. Holman as a friend, 
though in no warmer light than that in which I regarded Miss Mary 
Taylor— save indeed that Mrs. Holman had the pull, on one’s affec- 
tions, of “coming out’’ to sing in white satin and quite irrelevantly 
between the acts; an advantage she shared with the younger and 
fairer and more dashing, the dancing. Miss Malvina, who footed it 
and tambourined it and shawled it, irruptively, in lonely state. 
When not admiring Mr. Burton in Shakespeare we admired him as 
Paul Pry, as Mr. Toodles and as Aminadab Sleek in The Serious 
Family, and we must have admired him very much— his huge fat 
person, his huge fat face and his vast slightly pendulous cheek, sur- 
mounted by a sort of elephantine wink, to which I impute a remark- 
able baseness, being still perfectly present to me. 

We discriminated, none the less; we thought Mr. Blake a much 
finer comedian, much more of a gentleman and a scholar— “mellow" 
Mr. Blake, whom with the brave and emphatic Mrs. Blake (how they 
must have made their points!) I connect partly with the Burton 
scene and partly with that, of slightly subsequent creation, which, 
after flourishing awhile slightly further up Broadway under the 
charmlessly commercial name of Brougham’s Lyceum (we had al- 
most only Lyceums and Museums and Lecture Rooms and Acad- 
emies of Music for playhouse and opera then,) entered upon a long 
career and a migratory life as Wallack’s Theatre. I fail doubtless to 
keep all my associations clear, but what is important, or what I de- 
sire at least to make pass for such, is that when we most admired 
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Mr. Blake we also again admired Miss Mary Taylor; and it was at 
Brougham’s, not at Burton’s, that we rendered her that tribute- 
reserved for her performance of the fond theatrical daughter in the 
English version of Le Pere de la Debutante, where I see the charm- 
ing panting dark-haired creature, in flowing white classically relieved 
by a gold tiara and a golden scarf, rush back from the supposed stage 
to the represented green-room, followed by thunders of applause, 
and throw herself upon the neck of the broken-down old gentleman 
in a blue coat with brass buttons who must have been after all, on 
second thoughts, Mr. Placide. Greater flights or more delicate shides 
the art of pathetic comedy was at that time held not to achieve; oply 
I straighten it out that Mr. and Mrs. Blake, not less than Miss Mary 
Taylor (who preponderantly haunts my vision, even to the disad- 
vantage of Miss Kate Horn in Nan the Good-for-Nothing, until 
indeed she is displaced by the brilliant Laura Keene) did migrate 
to Brougham’s, where we found them all themselves as Goldsmith’s 
Hardcastle pair and other like matters. We rallied especially to 
Blake as Dogberry, on the occasion of my second Shakespearean 
night, for as such I seem to place it, when Laura Keene and Mr. 
Lester— the Lester Wallack that was to be— did Beatrice and Bene- 
dick. I yield to this further proof that we had our proportion of 
Shakespeare, though perhaps antedating that rapt vision of Much 
Ado, which may have been preceded by the dazzled apprehension of 
A Midsummer Night’s Dream at the Broadway (there was a con- 
fessed Theatre;) this latter now present to me in every bright par- 
ticular. It supplied us, we must have felt, our greatest conceivable 
adventure— I cannot otherwise account for its emerging so clear. 
Everything here is as of yesterday, the identity of the actors, the de- 
tails of their dress, the charm imparted by the sisters Gougenheim, 
the elegant elder as the infatuated Helena and the other, the roguish 
“Joey” as the mischievous Puck. Hermia was Mrs. Nagle, in a short 
salmon-coloured peplum over a white petticoat, the whole bulgingly 
confined by a girdle of shining gilt and forming a contrast to the 
loose scarves of Helena, while Mr. Nagle, not devoid, I seem to re- 
member, of a blue chin and the latency of a fine brogue, was either 
Lysander or Demetrius; Mr. Davidge (also, I surmise, with a brogue) 
was Bottom the weaver and Madame Ponisi Oberon— Madame 
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Ponisi whose range must have been wide, since I see her also as the 
white-veiled heroine of The Cataract of the Ganges, where, pre- 
ferring death to dishonour, she dashes up the more or less perpen- 
dicular waterfall on a fiery black steed and with an effect only a 
little blighted by the chance flutter of a drapery out of which peeps 
the leg of a trouser and a big male foot; and then again, though 
presumably at a somewhat later time or, in strictness, after child- 
hood’s fond hour, as this and that noble matron or tragedy queen, 

I descry her at any rate as representing all characters alike with a 
broad brown face framed in bands or crowns or other heavy head- 
gear out of which cropped a row of very small tight black curls. The 
Cataract of the Ganges is all there as well, a tragedy of temples and 
idols and wicked rajahs and real water, with Davidge and Joey 
Gougenheim again for comic relief— though all in a coarser radi- 
ance, thanks to the absence of fairies and Amazons and moonlit 
mechanical effects, the charm above all, so seen, of the play within 
the play; and I rank it in that relation with Green Bushes, despite 
the celebrity in the latter of Madame Celeste, who came to us straight 
out of London and whose admired walk up the stage as Miami the 
huntress, a wonderful majestic and yet voluptuous stride enhanced 
by a short kilt, black velvet leggings and a gun haughtily borne on 
the shoulder, is vividly before me as I write. The piece in ques- 
tion was, I recall, from the pen of Mr. Bourcicault, as he then wrote 
his name— he was so early in the field and must have been from long 
before, inasmuch as he now appears to me to have supplied Mr. 
Brougham, of the Lyceum aforesaid, with his choicest productions. 

I sit again at London Assurance, with Mrs. Wallack— “Fanny” 
Wallack, I think, not that I quite know who she was— as Lady Gay 
Spanker, flushed and vociferous, first in a riding-habit with a tail 
yards long and afterwards in yellow satin with scarce a tail at all; 
I am present also at Love in a Maze, in which the stage represented, 
with primitive art I fear, a supposedly intricate garden-labyrinth, 
and in which I admired for the first time Mrs. Russell, afterwards 
long before the public as Mrs. Hoey, even if opining that she 
wanted, especially for the low-necked ordeal, less osseous a structure. 
There are pieces of that general association, I admit, the clue to 
which slips from me; the drama of modern life and of French origin 
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—though what was then not of French origin?— in which Miss Julia 
Bennett, fresh from triumphs at the Haymarket, made her first ap- 
pearance, in a very becoming white bonnet, either as a brilliant ad- 
venturess or as the innocent victim of licentious design, I forget 
which, though with a sense somehow that the white bonnet, when of 
true elegance, was the note at that period of the adventuress; Miss 
Julia Bennett with whom at a later age one was to renew acquaint- 
ance as the artful and ample Mrs. Barrow, full of manner and pres- 
ence and often Edwin Booth’s Portia, Desdemona and Julie de Mor- 
temer. I figure her as having in the dimmer phase succeeded to Miss 
Laura Keene at Wallack’s on the secession thence of this original 
charmer of our parents, the flutter of whose prime advent is p'^r- 
fectly present to me, with the relish expressed for that “English” 
sweetness of her speech (I already wondered why it shouldn’t be Eng- 
lish) which was not as the speech mostly known to us. The Uncles, 
within my hearing, even imitated, for commendation, some of her 
choicer sounds, to which I strained my ear on seeing her afterwards 
as Mrs. Chillington in the refined comedietta of A Morning Call, 
where she made delightful game of Mr. Lester as Sir Edward Ardenti 
even to the point of causing him to crawl about on all fours and cov- 
ered with her shawl after the fashion of a horse-blanket. That de- 
lightful impression was then unconscious of the blight to come— that 
of my apprehending, years after, that the brilliant comedietta was 
the tribute of our Anglo-Saxon taste to Alfred de Musset’s elegant 
proverb of the Porte Ouverte ou Ferm^e, in which nothing could 
find itself less at home than the horseplay of the English version. 
Miss Laura Keene, with a native grace at the start, a fresh and deli- 
cate inspiration, I infer from the kind of pleasure she appears to 
have begun with giving, was to live to belie her promise and, be- 
coming hard and raddled, forfeit (on the evidence) all claim to the 
higher distinction; a fact not surprising under the lurid light pro- 
jected by such a sign of the atmosphere of ineptitude as an accepted 
and condoned perversion to vulgarity of Musset’s perfect little work. 
How could quality of talent consort with so dire an absence of qual- 
ity in the material offered it? where could such lapses lead but to 
dust and desolation and what happy instinct not ^ smothered in 
an air so dismally non-conducting? Is it a foolish fallacy that these 
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matters may have been on occasion, at that time, worth speaking of? 
is it only presumable that everything was perfectly cheap and com- 
mon and everyone perfectly bad and barbarous and that even the 
least corruptible of our typical spectators were too easily beguiled 
and too helplessly kind? The beauty of the main truth as to any 
remembered matter looked at in due detachment, or in other words 
through the haze of time, is that comprehension has then become 
one with criticism, compassion, as it may really be called, one with 
musing vision, and the whole company of the anciently restless, with 
their elations and mistakes, their sincerities and fallacies and van- 
ities and triumphs, embalmed for us in the mild essence of their col- 
lective submission to fate. We needn’t be strenuous about them un- 
less we particularly want to, and are glad to remember in season 
all that this would imply of the strenuous about our own origines, 
our muddled initiations. If nothing is more certain for us than that 
many persons, within our recollection, couldn’t help being rather 
generally unadmonished and unaware, so nothing is more in the 
note of peace than that such a perceived state, pushed to a point, 
makes our scales of judgment but ridiculously rattle. Our admoni- 
tion, our superior awareness, is of many things— and, among these, 
of how infinitely, at the worst, they lived, the pale superseded, and 
how much it was by their virtue. 

Which reflections, in the train of such memories as those just gath- 
ered, may perhaps seem overstrained— though they really to my own 
eyes cause the images to multiply. Still others of these break in upon 
me and refuse to be slighted; reconstituting as I practically am the 
history of my fostered imagination, for whatever it may be worth, 
I won’t pretend to a disrespect for any contributive particle. I left 
myself just above staring at the Fifth Avenue poster, and I can’t but 
linger there while the vision it evokes insists on swarming. It was 
the age of the arrangements of Dickens for the stage, vamped-up 
promptly on every scene and which must have been the roughest 
theatrical tinkers’ work, but at two or three of which we certainly 
assisted. I associate them with Mr. Brougham’s temple of the art, yet 
am at the same time beset with the Captain Cuttle of Dombey and 
Son in the form of the big Burton, who never, I earnestly conceive, 
graced that shrine, so that I wander a trifle confusedly. Isn’t it he 
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whom I remember as a monstrous Micawber, the coarse parody of a 
charming creation, with the entire baldness of a huge Easter egg and 
collarpoints like the sails of Mediterranean feluccas? Dire of course 
for all temperance in these connections was the need to conform to 
the illustrations of Phiz, himself already an improvising parodist 
and happy only so long as not imitated, not literally reproduced. 
Strange enough the "aesthetic” of artists who could desire but lit- 
erally to reproduce. I give the whole question up, however, I stray 
too in the dust, and with a positive sense of having, in the first place, 
but languished at home when my betters admired Miss Cushman— 
terribly out of the picture and the frame we should to-day pronoupce 
her, I fear— as the Nancy of Oliver Twist: as far away this must hive 
been as the lifetime of the prehistoric “Park,” to which it was just 
within my knowledge that my elders went for opera, to come back 
on us sounding those rich old Italian names, Bosio and Badiali, 
Ronconi and Steffanone, I am not sure I have them quite right; 
signs, of a rueful sound to us, that the line as to our infant participa- 
tion was somewhere drawn. It had not been drawn, I all the more 
like to remember, when, under proper protection, at Castle Gar*- 
den, I listened to that rarest of infant phenomena, Adelina Patti, 
poised in an armchair that had been pushed to the footlights and an- 
nouncing her incomparable gift. She was about of our own age, she 
was one of us, even though at the same time the most prodigious 
of fairies, of glittering fables. That principle of selection was indeed 
in abeyance while I sat with my mother either at Tripler Hall or at 
Niblo’s— I am vague about the occasion, but the names, as for fine 
old confused reasons, plead alike to my pen— and paid a homage 
quite other than critical, I dare say, to the then slightly worn Hen- 
rietta Sontag, Countess Rossi, who struck us as supremely elegant in 
pink silk and white lace flounces and with whom there had been 
for certain members of our circle some contact or intercourse that I 
have wonderingly lost. I learned at that hour in any case what “ac- 
clamation” might mean, and have again before me the vast high- 
piled auditory thundering applause at the beautiful pink lady’s clear 
bird-notes; a thrilling, a tremendous experience and my sole other 
memory of concert-going, at that age, save the impression of a 
strange huddled hour in some smaller public place, some very minor 
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hall, under dim lamps and again in my mother’s company, where we 
were so near the improvised platform that my nose was brushed by 
the petticoats of the distinguished amateur who sang “Casta Diva,” 
a very fine fair woman with a great heaving of bosom and flirt of 
crinoline, and that the ringletted Italian gentleman in black velvet 
and a romantic voluminous cloak who represented, or rather who 
professionally and uncontrollably was, an Improvisatore, had for me 
the effect, as I crouched gaping, of quite bellowing down my throat. 
That occasion, I am clear, was a concert for a charity, with the volun- 
teer performance and the social patroness, and it had squeezed in 
where it would— at the same time that I somehow connect the place, 
in Broadway, on the right going down and not much below Fourth 
Street (except that everything seems to me to have been just below 
Fourth Street when not just above,) with the scene of my great pub- 
lic exposure somewhat later, the wonderful exhibition of Signor 
Blitz, the peerless conjurer, who, on my attending his entertain- 
ment with W. J. and our frequent comrade of the early time “Hal” 
Coster, practised on my innocence to seduce me to the stage and 
there plunge me into the shame of my sad failure to account arith- 
metically for his bewilderingly subtracted or added or divided pock- 
ethandkerchiefs and playing-cards; a paralysis of wit as to which I 
once more, and with the same wan despair, feel my companions’ shy 
telegraphy of relief, their snickerings and mouthings and raised 
numerical fingers, reach me from the benches. 

The second definite matter in the Dickens connection is the Smike 
of Miss Weston— whose praenomen I frivolously forget (though I 
fear it was Lizzie,) but who was afterwards Mrs. E. L. Davenport 
and then, sequently to some public strife or chatter, Mrs. Charles 
Matthews— in a version of Nicholas Nickleby that gracelessly man- 
aged to be all tearful melodrama, long-lost foundlings, wicked Ralph 
Nicklebys and scowling Arthur Grides, with other baffled villains, 
and scarcely at all Crummleses and Kenwigses, much less Squeerses; 
though there must have been something of Dotheboys Hall for the 
proper tragedy of Smike and for the broad Yorkshire effect, a pre- 
cious theatrical value, of John Brodie. The ineffaceability was the 
anguish, to my tender sense, of Nicholas’s starved and tattered and 
fawning and whining prot^g^; in face of my sharp retention of whidi 
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through all the years who shall deny the immense authority of the 
theatre, or that the stage is the mightiest of modem engines? Such 
at least was to be the force of the Dickens imprint, however ap- 
plied, in the soft clay of our generation; it was to resist so serenely 
the wash of the waves of time. To be brought up thus against the 
author of it, or to speak at all of the dawn of one’s early conscious- 
ness of it and of his presence and power, is to begin to tread ground 
at once sacred and boundless, the associations of which, looming 
large, warn us off even while they hold. He did too much fdr us 
surely ever to leave us free— free of judgment, free of reaction, Aven 
should we care to be, which heaven forbid: he laid his hand on us 
in a way to undermine as in no other case the power of detached ap- 
praisement. We react against other productions of the general kind 
without “liking” them the less, but we somehow liked Dickens the 
more for having forfeited half the claim to appreciation. That proc- 
ess belongs to the fact that criticism, roundabout him, is somehow 
futile and tasteless. His own taste is easily impugned, but he entered 
so early into the blood and bone of our intelligence that it always 
remained better than the taste of overhauling him. When I take 
him up to-day and find myself holding off, I simply stop: not hold- 
ing off, that is, but holding on, and from the very fear to do so; which 
sounds, I recognise, like perusal, like renewal, of the scantest. I 
don’t renew, I wouldn’t renew for the world; wouldn’t, that is, with 
one’s treasure so hoarded in the dusty chamber of youth, let in the 
intellectual air. Happy the house of life in which such chambers 
still hold out, even with the draught of the intellect whistling 
through the passages. We were practically contemporary, contempo- 
rary with the issues, the fluttering monthly numbers— that was the 
point; it made for us a good fortune, constituted for us in itself 
romance, on which nothing, to the end, succeeds in laying its hands. 

The whole question dwells for me in a single small reminiscence, 
though there are others still: that of my having been sent to bed one 
evening, in Fourteenth Street, as a very small boy, at an hour when, 
in the library and under the lamp, one of the elder cousins from 
Albany, the youngest of an orphaned brood of four, of my grand- 
mother’s most extravagant adoption, had begun to read aloud to my 
mother the new, which must have been the first, instalment of David 
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Copperfield. I had feigned to withdraw, but had only retreated to 
cover close at hand, the friendly shade of some screen or drooping 
table-cloth, folded up behind which and glued to the carpet, I held 
my breath and listened. I listened long and drank deep while the 
wondrous picture grew, but the tense cord at last snapped under the 
strain of the Murdstones and I broke into the sobs of sympathy that 
disclosed my subterfuge. I was this time effectively banished, but the 
ply then taken was ineffaceable. I remember indeed just afterwards 
finding the sequel, in especial the vast extrusion of the Micawbers, 
beyond my actual capacity; which took a few years to grow adequate 
—years in which the general contagious consciousness, and our own 
household response not least, breathed heavily through Hard Times, 
Bleak House and Little Dorrit; the seeds of acquaintance with Chuz- 
zlewit and Dombey and Son, these coming thickly on, I had found 
already sown. I was to feel that I had been born, born to a rich aware- 
ness, under the very meridian; there sprouted in those years no such 
other crop of ready references as the golden harvest of Copperfield. 
Yet if I was to wait to achieve the happier of these recognitions I had 
already pored over Oliver Twist— albeit now uncertain of the rela- 
tion borne by that experience to the incident just recalled. When 
Oliver was new to me, at any rate, he was already old to my betters; 
whose view of his particular adventures and exposures must have 
been concerned, I think, moreover, in the fact of my public and 
lively wonder about them. It was an exhibition deprecated— to infant 
innocence I judge; unless indeed my remembrance of enjoying it 
only on the terms of fitful snatches in another, though a kindred, 
house is due mainly to the existence there of George Cruikshank’s 
splendid form of the work, of which our own foreground was clear. 
It perhaps even seemed to me more Cruikshank’s than Dickens’s; it 
was a thing of such vividly terrible images, and all marked with that 
peculiarity of Cruikshank that the offered flowers or goodnesses, the 
scenes and figures intended to comfort and cheer, present them- 
selves under his hand as but more subtly sinister, or more sugges- 
tively queer, than the frank badnesses and horrors. The nice people 
and the happy moments, in the plates, frightened me almost as much 
as the low and the awkward; which didn’t however make the vol- 
umes a source of attraction the less toward that high and square 
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old back-parlour just westward of Sixth Avenue (as we in the same 
street were related to it) that formed, romantically, half our alterna- 
tive domestic field and offered to our small inquiring steps a larger 
range and privilege. If the Dickens of those years was, as I have just 
called him, the great actuality of the current imagination, so I at 
once meet him in force as a feature even of conditions in which he 
was but indirectly involved. 

For the other house, the house we most haunted after our own, 
was that of our cousin Albert, still another of the blest orphans, 
thought this time of our mother’s kindred; and if it was my habili^, as 
1 have hinted, to attribute to orphans as orphans a circumstantial 
charm, a setting necessarily more delightful than our father’d ind 
mother’d one, so there spread about this appointed comrade, the per- 
fection of the type, inasmuch as he alone was neither brother’d nor 
sister’d, an air of possibilities that were none the less vivid for being 
quite indefinite. He was to embody in due course, poor young man, 
some of these possibilities— those that had originally been for me the 
vaguest of all; but to fix his situation from my present view is not 
so much to wonder that it spoke to me of a wild freedom as to see 
in it the elements of a rich and rounded picture. The frame was still 
there but a short time since, cracked and empty, broken and gaping, 
like those few others, of the general overgrown scene, that my late 
quest had puzzled out; and this has somehow helped me to read back 
into it the old figures and the old long story, told as with excellent 
art. We knew the figures well while they lasted and had with them 
the happiest relation, but without doing justice to their truth of out- 
line, their felicity of character and force of expression and function, 
above all to the compositional harmony in which they moved. That 
lives again to my considering eyes, and I admire as never before the 
fine artistry of fate. Our cousin’s guardian, the natural and the legal, 
was his aunt, his only one, who was the cousin of our mother and 
our own aunt, virtually our only one, so far as a felt and adopted 
closeness of kinship went; and the three, daughters of two sole and 
much-united sisters, had been so brought up together as to have 
quite all the signs and accents of the same strain and the same nest. 
The cousin Helen of our young prospect was thus all but the sister 
Helen of our mother’s lifetime, as was to happen, and was scarcely 
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less a stout brave presence and an emphasised character for the new 
generation than for the old; noted here as she is, in particular, for 
her fine old-time value of clearness and straightness. I see in her 
strong simplicity, that of an earlier, quieter world, a New York of 
better manners and better morals and homelier beliefs, the very ele- 
ments of some portrait by a grave Dutch or other truth-seeking 
master; she looks out with some of the strong marks, the anxious 
honesty, the modest humour, the folded resting hands, the dark 
handsome serious attire, the important composed cap, almost the 
badge of a guild or an order, that hang together about the images 
of past worthies, of whichever sex, who have had, as one may say, 
the courage of their character, and qualify them for places in great 
collections. I note with appreciation that she was strenuously, ac- 
tively good, and have the liveliest impression both that no one was 
ever better, and that her goodness somehow testifies for the whole 
tone of a society, a remarkable cluster of private decencies. Her value 
to my imagination is even most of all perhaps in her mere local con- 
sistency, her fine old New York ignorance and rigour. Her traditions, 
scant but stiff, had grown there, close to her— they were all she 
needed, and she lived by them candidly and stoutly. That there have 
been persons so little doubtful of duty helps to show us how societies 
grow. A proportionately small amount of absolute conviction about 
it will carry, we thus make out, a vast dead weight of mere compara- 
tive. She was as anxious over hers indeed as if it had ever been in 
question— which is a proof perhaps that being void of imagination, 
when you are quite entirely void, makes scarcely more for comfort 
than having too much, which only makes in a manner for a homeless 
freedom or even at the worst for a questioned veracity. With a big 
installed conscience there is virtue in a grain of the figurative faculty 
—it acts as oil to the stiff machine. 

Yet this life of straight and narrow insistences seated so clearly 
in our view didn’t take up all the room in the other house, the 
house of the pictured, the intermittent Oliver, though of the fewer 
books in general than ours, and of the finer proportions and less 
peopled spaces (there were but three persons to fill them) as well as 
of the more turbaned and powdered family portraits, one of these, 
the most antique, a “French pastel,” which must have been charm- 
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ing, of a young collateral ancestor who had died on the European 
tour. A vast marginal range seemed to me on the contrary to sur- 
round the adolescent nephew, who was some three years, I judge, 
beyond me in age and had other horizons and prospects than ours. 
No question of “Europe,” for him, but a patriotic preparation for 
acquaintance with the South and West, or what was then called the 
West— he was to “see his own country first,” winking at us while he 
did so; though he was, in spite of differences, so nearly and naturally 
neighbour’d and brother’d with us that the extensions of his tange 
and the charms of his position counted somehow as the limitaand 
the humilities of ours. He went neither to our schools nor to\our 
hotels, but hovered out of our view in some other educational! air 
that I can’t now point to, and had in a remote part of the State a Vast 
wild property of his own, known as the Beaverkill, to which, so far 
from his aunt’s and his uncle taking him there, he affably took them, 
and to which also he vainly invited W. J. and me, pointing thereby 
to us, however, though indirectly enough perhaps, the finest childish 
case we were to know for the famous acceptance of the inevitable. 
It was apparently not to be thought of that instead of the inevitable 
we should accept the invitation; the place was in the wilderness, 
incalculably distant, reached by a whole day’s rough drive from the 
railroad, through every danger of flood and field, with prowling 
bears thrown in and probable loss of limb, of which there were sad 
examples, from swinging scythes and axes; but we of course meas- 
ured our privation just by those facts, and grew up, so far as we 
did then grow, to believe that pleasures beyond price had been 
cruelly denied us. I at any rate myself grew up sufficiently to wonder 
if poor Albert’s type, as it developed to the anxious elder view from 
the first, mightn’t rather have undermined countenance; his pleasant 
foolish face and odd shy air of being suspected or convicted on 
grounds less vague to himself than to us may well have appeared 
symptoms of the course, of the “rig,” he was eventually to run. I 
could think of him but as the fils de famille ideally constituted; not 
that I could then use for him that designation, but that 1 felt he 
must belong to an important special class, which he in fact formed 
in his own person. Everything was right, truly, for these felicities— 
to speak of them only as dramatic or pictorial values; since if we 
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were present all the while at more of a drama than we knew, so at 
least, to my vague divination, the scene and the figures were there, 
not excluding the chorus, and I must have had the instinct of their 
being as right as possible. I see the actors move again through the 
high, rather bedimmed rooms— it is always a matter of winter twi- 
light, firelight, lamplight; each one appointed to his or her part and 
perfect for the picture, which gave a sense of fulness without ever 
being crowded. 

That composition had to wait awhile, in the earliest time, to find 
its proper centre, having been from the free point of view I thus 
cultivate a little encumbered by the presence of the most aged of 
our relatives, the oldest person I remember to have familiarly known 
—if it can be called familiar to have stood off in fear of such strange 
proofs of accomplished time: our Great-aunt Wyckoff, our maternal 
grandmother’s elder sister, I infer, and an image of living antiquity, 
as I figure her to-day, that I was never to see surpassed. I invest her 
in this vision with all the idol-quality that may accrue to the ven- 
erable— solidly seated or even throned, hooded and draped and 
tucked-in, with big protective protrusive ears to her chair which 
helped it to the effect of a shrine, and a large face in which the 
odd blackness of eyebrow and of a couple of other touches suggested 
the conventional marks of a painted image. She signified her wants 
as divinities do, for I recover from her presence neither sound nor 
stir, remembering of her only that, as described by her companions, 
the pious ministrants, she had “said" so and so when she hadn’t 
spoken at all. Was she really, as she seemed, so tremendously old, so 
old that her daughter, our mother’s cousin Helen and ours, would 
have had to come to her in middle life to account for it, or did 
antiquity at that time set in earlier and was surrender of appearance 
and dress, matching the intrinsic decay, only more complacent, more 
submissive and, as who should say, more abject? I have my choice 
of these suppositions, each in its way of so lively an interest that 
I scarce know which to prefer, though inclining perhaps a little to 
the idea of the backward reach. If Aunt Wyckoff was, as I first re- 
member her, scarce more than seventy, say, the thought fills me 
with one sort of joy, the joy of our modem, our so generally greater 
and nobler effect of duration: who wouldn’t more subtly strive for 
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that effect and, intelligently so striving, reach it better, than such 
non-questioners of fate?— the moral of whose case is surely that if 
they gave up too soon and too softly we wiser witnesses can reverse 
the process and fight the whole ground. But I apologise to the heavy 
shade in question if she had really drained her conceivable cup, and 
for that matter rather like to suppose it, so rich and strange is the 
pleasure of finding the past— the Past above all— answered for to 
one’s own touch, this being our only way to be sure of it. It was the 
Past that one touched in her, the American past of a preponderant 
unthinkable queerness; and great would seem the fortune of help- 
ing on the continuity at some other far end. 


X 

It was at all events the good lady’s disappearance that more markedly 
cleared the decks— cleared them for that long, slow, sustained action 
with which I make out that nothing was afterwards to interfere. She 
had sat there under her stiff old father’s portrait, with which her 
own, on the other side of the chimney, mildly balanced; but these 
presences acted from that time but with cautious reserves. A brave, 
finished, clear-eyed image of such properties as the last-named, in 
particular, our already-mentioned Alexander Robertson, a faint and 
diminished replica of whose picture (the really fine original, as I re- 
member it, having been long since perverted from our view) I lately 
renewed acquaintance with in a pious institution of his founding, 
where, after more than one push northward and some easy accommo- 
dations, he lives on into a world that knows him not and of some 
of the high improvements of which he can little enough have 
dreamed. Of the world he had personally known there was a feature 
or two still extant; the legend of his acres and his local concerns, as 
well as of his solid presence among them, was considerably cherished 
by us, though for ourselves personally the relics of his worth were a 
lean feast to sit at. They were by some invidious turn of fate all 
to help to constitute the heritage of our young kinsman, the or- 
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phaned and administered fils de famille, whose father, Alexander 
WyckofiE, son of our great-aunt and one of the two brothers of cousin 
Helen, just discernibly flushes for me through the ominous haze that 
preceded the worst visitation of cholera New York was to know. 
Alexander, whom, early widowed and a victim of that visitation, 

I evoke as with something of a premature baldness, of a blackness 
of short whisker, of an expanse of light waistcoat and of a harmless 
pomp of manner, appeared to have quite predominantly “come in” 
for the values in question, which he promptly transmitted to his 
small motherless son and which were destined so greatly to increase. 
There are clues I have only lost, not making out in the least to-day 
why the sons of Aunt Wyckoff should have been so happily distin- 
guished. Our great-uncle of the name isn’t even a dim ghost to me— 
he had passed away beyond recall before I began to take notice; 
but I hold, rightly, I feel, that it was not to his person these advan- 
tages were attached. They could have descended to our grandmother 
but in a minor degree— we should otherwise have been more closely 
aware of them. It comes to me that so far as we had at all been aware 
it had mostly gone off in smoke: I have still in my ears some rueful 
allusion to “lands,” apparently in the general country of the Beaver- 
kill, which had come to my mother and her sister as their share of 
their grandfather Robertson’s amplitude, among the further-appor- 
tioned shares of their four brothers, only to be sacrificed later on 
at some scant appraisement. It is in the nature of “lands” at a dis- 
tance and in regions imperfectly reclaimed to be spoken of always 
as immense, and I at any rate entertained the sense that we should 
have been great proprietors, in the far wilderness, if we had only 
taken more interest. Our interests were peculiarly urban— though not 
indeed that this had helped as much. Something of the mystery of 
the vanished acres hung for me about my maternal imcle, John 
Walsh, the only one who appeared to have been in respect to the 
dim possessions much on the spot, but I too crudely failed of my 
chance of learning from him what had become of them. 

Not that they had seen him, poor gentleman, very much further, 
or that I had any strong sense of opportunity; I catch at but two or 
three projections of him, and only at one of his standing much at his 
ease: I see him before the fire in the Fourteenth Street library. 
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Sturdy, with straight black hair and as if the Beaverkill had rather 
stamped him, but clean-shaven, in a “stock” and a black frock-coat- 
I hear him perhaps still more than I see him deliver himself on the 
then great subject of Jenny Lind, whom he seemed to have emerged 
from the wilderness to listen to and as to whom I remember thinking 
it (strange small critic that I must have begun to be) a note of the 
wilderness in him that he spoke of her as “Miss Lind”; albeit I 
scarce know, and must even less have known then, what other form 
he could have used. The rest of my sense of him is tinged with the 
ancient pity— that of our so exercised response in those years td the 
general sad case of uncles, aunts and cousins obscurely afflicted (the 
uncles in particular) and untimely gathered. Sharp to me the m?m 
ory of a call, one dusky wintry Sunday afternoon, in Clinton Place, 
at the house of my uncle Robertson Walsh, then the head of my 
mother’s family, where the hapless younger brother lay dying; whom 
I was taken to the top of the house to see and of the sinister twilight 
grimness of whose lot, stretched there, amid odours of tobacco and 
of drugs, or of some especial strong drug, in one of the chambers of 
what I remember as a remote and unfriended arching attic, probably 
in fact the best place of prescribed quiet, I was to carry away a fast 
impression. All the uncles, of whichever kindred, were to come to 
seem sooner or later to be dying, more or less before our eyes, of 
melancholy matters; and yet their general story, so far as one could 
read it, appeared the story of life. I conceived at any rate that John 
Walsh, celibate, lonely and good-naturedly black-browed, had been 
sacrificed to the far-off Robertson acres, which on their side had been 
sacrificed to I never knew what. The point of my divagation, how- 
ever, is that the Barmecide banquet of another tract of the same 
provenance was always spread for us opposite the other house, from 
which point it stretched, on the north side of the street, to Sixth 
Avenue; though here we were soon to see it diminished at the cor- 
ner by a structure afterwards known to us as our prosiest New York 
school. This edifice, devoted to-day to other uses, but of the same 
ample insignificance, still left for exploitation at that time an un- 
covered town-territory the transmitted tale of which was that our 
greatgrandfather, living down near the Battery, had had his country 
villa or, more strictly speaking, his farm there, with free expanses 



A SMALL BOY AND OTHERS 


77 


roundabout. Shrunken though the tract a part of it remained— 
in particular a space that I remember, though with the last faintness, 
to have seen appeal to the public as a tea-garden or open-air czti, 
a haunt of dance and song and of other forms of rather ineffective 
gaiety. The subsequent conversion of the site into the premises of 
the French Theatre I was to be able to note more distinctly; resort- 
ing there in the winter of 1 874-5, though not without some wan de- 
tachment, to a series of more or less exotic performances, and admir- 
ing in especial the high and hard virtuosity of Madame Ristori, the 
unfailing instinct for the wrong emphasis of the then acclaimed 
Mrs. Rousby (I still hear the assured “Great woman, great womanl” 
of a knowing friend met as I went out,) and the stout fidelity to a 
losing game, as well as to a truth not quite measurable among us, 
of the late, the but lugubriously-comic, the blighted John Toole, 
These are glimmering ghosts, though that drama of the scene 
hard by at which I have glanced gives me back its agents with a finer 
intensity. For the long action set in, as 1 have hinted, with the death 
of Aunt Wyckoff, and, if rather taking its time at first to develop, 
maintained to the end, which was in its full finality but a few years 
since, the finest consistency and unity; with cousin Helen, in rich 
prominence, for the heroine; with the pale adventurous Albert for 
the hero or young protagonist, a little indeed in the sense of a small 
New York Orestes ridden by Furies; with a pair of confidants in 
the form first of the heroine’s highly respectable but quite negligible 
husband and, second, of her close friend and quasi-sister our own 
admirable Aunt; with Alexander’s younger brother, above all, the 
odd, the eccentric, the attaching Henry, for the stake, as it were, of 
the game. So for the spectator did the figures distribute themselves; 
the three principals, on the large stage— it became a field of such 
spreading interests— well in front, and the accessory pair, all sym- 
pathy and zeal, prompt comment and rich resonance, hovering in 
the background, responsive to any call and on the spot at a sign: 
this most particularly true indeed of our anything but detached 
Aunt, much less a passive recipient than a vessel constantly brim- 
ming, and destined herself to become the outstanding agent, almost 
the dea ex machina, in the last act of the story. Her colleague of the 
earlier periods (though to that title she would scarce have granted 
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his right) I designate rather as our earnest cousin’s husband than as 
our kinsman even by courtesy; since he was “Mr.” to his own wife, 
for whom the dread of liberties taken in general included even those 
that might have been allowed to herself: he had not in the least, 
like the others in his case, married into the cousinship with us, and 
this apparently rather by his defect than by ours. His Christian name, 
if certainly not for use, was scarce even for ornament— which con- 
sorted with the felt limits roundabout him of aids to mention and 
with the fact that no man could on his journey through life well 
have been less eagerly designated or apostrophised. If there areWr- 
sons as to whom the “Mr.” never comes up at all, so there are those 
as to whom it never subsides; but some of them all keep it by the 
greatness and others, oddly enough, by the smallness of their im- 
portance. The subject of my present reference, as I think of him, 
nevertheless— by which I mean in spite of his place in the latter 
group— greatly helps my documentation; he must have been of so 
excellent and consistent a shade of nullity. To that value, if value it 
be, there almost always attaches some question of the degree and the 
position: with adjuncts, with a relation, the zero may figure as a 
numeral— and the neglected zero is mostly, for that matter, en- 
dowed with a consciousness and subject to irritation. For this dim 
little gentleman, so perfectly a gentleman, no appeal and no redress, 
from the beginning to the end of his career, were made or enter- 
tained or projected; no question of how to treat him, or of how he 
might see it or feel it, could ever possibly rise; he was blank from 
whatever view, remaining so under application of whatever acid or 
exposure to whatever heat; the one identity he could have was to 
be part of the consensus. 

Such a case is rare— that of being no case at all, that of not having 
even the interest of the grievance of not being one: we as a rule 
catch glimpses in the down-trodden of such resentments— they have 
at least sometimes the importance of feeling the weight of our tread. 
The phenomenon was here quite other— that of a natural platitude 
that had never risen to the level of sensibility. When you have been 
wronged you can be righted, when you have suffered you can be 
soothed; if you have that amount of grasp of the “scene,” however 
humble, the drama of your life to some extent enacts itself, with 
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the logical consequence of your being proportionately its hero and 
having to be taken for such. Let me not dream of attempting to say 
for what cousin Helen took her spectral spouse, though I think it 
the most marked touch in her portrait that she kept us from ever 
knowing. She was a person about whom you knew everything else, 
but there she was genially inscrutable, and above all claimed no 
damages on the score of slights offered him. She knew nothing what- 
ever of these, yet could herself be much wounded or hurt— which 
latter word she sounded in the wondrous old New York manner so 
irreducible to notation. She covered the whole case with a mantle 
which was yet much more probably that of her real simplicity than 
of a feigned unconsciousness; I doubt whether she knew that men 
could be amiable in a different manner from that which had to serve 
her for supposing her husband amiable; when the mould and the 
men cast in it were very different she failed, or at least she feared, 
to conclude to amiability— though some women (as different them- 
selves as such stranger menl) might take it for that. Directly inter- 
rogated she might (such was the innocence of these long-extinct 
manners) have approved of male society in stronger doses or more 
vivid hues— save where consanguinity, or indeed relationship by mar- 
riage, to which she greatly deferred, had honestly imposed it. The 
singular thing for the drama to which I return was that there it was 
just consanguinity that had made the burden difficult and strange 
and of a nature to call on great decisions and patient plans, even 
though the most ominous possibilities were not involved. I recon- 
struct and reconstruct of course, but the elements had to my childish 
vision at least nothing at all portentous; if any light of the lurid 
played in for me just a little it was but under much later informa- 
tion. What my childish vision was really most possessed of, I think, 
was the figure of the spectral spouse, the dim little gentleman, as I 
have called him, pacing the whole length of the two big parlours, 
in prolonged repetition, much as if they had been the deck of one 
of those ships anciently haunted by him, as “supercargo” or what- 
ever, in strange far seas— according to the only legend connected 
with him save that of his early presumption in having approached, 
such as he was, so fine a young woman, and his remarkable luck in 
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having approached her successfully; a luck surprisingly renewed for 
him, since it was also part of the legend that he had previously mar- 
ried and lost a bride beyond his deserts. 


XI 

I am, strictly speaking, at this point, on a visit to Albert, whb at 
times sociably condescended to my fewer years— I still appreciate 
the man-of-the-world ease of it; but my host seems for the minute 
to have left me, and I am attached but to the rich perspective in 
which “Uncle” (for Albert too he was only all namelessly Uncle) 
comes and goes; out of the comparative high brownness of the back 
room, commanding brave extensions, as I thought them, a covered 
piazza over which, in season, Isabella grapes accessibly clustered and 
beyond which stretched, further, a “yard” that was as an ample 
garden compared to ours at home; I keep in view his little rounded 
back, at the base of which his arms are interlocked behind him, and 
I know how his bald head, yet with the hair bristling up almost in 
short-horn fashion at the sides, is thrust inquiringly, not to say ap- 
pealingly, forward; I assist at his emergence, where the fine old ma- 
hogany doors of separation are rolled back on what used to seem to 
me silver wheels, into the brighter yet colder half of the scene, and 
attend him while he at last looks out awhile into Fourteenth Street 
for news of whatever may be remarkably, objectionably or mercifully 
taking place there; and then I await his regular return, preparatory 
to a renewed advance, far from indifferent as I innocently am to his 
discoveries or his comments. It is cousin Helen however who prefer- 
entially takes them up, attaching to them the right importance, 
which is for the moment the very greatest that could possibly be at- 
tached to anything in the world; I for my part occupied with those 
marks of character in our pacing companion— his long, slightly 
equine countenance, his eyebrows ever elevated as in the curiosity 
of alarm, and the so limited play from side to side of his extremely 
protrusive head, as if somehow through tightness of the "wash’ 



A SMALL BOY AND OTHERS 


81 


neckcloths that he habitually wore and that, wound and re-wound 
in their successive stages, made his neck very long without making 
it in the least thick and reached their climax in a proportionately 
very small knot tied with the neatest art. I scarce can have known at 
the time that this was as complete a little old-world figure as any that 
might then have been noted there, far or near; yet if I didn’t some- 
how “subtly” feel it, why am I now so convinced that I must have 
had familiarly before me a masterpiece of the great Daumier, say, or 
Henri Monnier, or any other then contemporary projector of Mon- 
sieur Prudhomme, the timorous Philistine in a world of dangers, 
with whom I was later on to make acquaintance? I put myself the 
question, of scant importance though it may seem; but there is a re- 
flection perhaps more timely than any answer to it. I catch myself 
in the act of seeing poor anonymous "Dear,” as cousin Helen con- 
fined herself, her life long, to calling him, in the light of an image 
arrested by the French genius, and this in truth opens up vistas. 

I scarce know what it doesn’t suggest for the fact of sharpness, of in- 
tensity of type; which fact in turn leads my imagination almost any 
dance, making me ask myself quite most of all whether a person so 
marked by it mustn’t really have been a highly finished figure. 

That degree of finish was surely rare among us— rare at a time 
when the charm of so much of the cousinship and the uncleship, the 
kinship generally, had to be found in their so engagingly dispensing 
with any finish at all. They happened to be amiable, to be delightful; 
but— I think I have already put the question— what would have be- 
come of us all if they hadn’t been? a question the shudder of which 
could never have been suggested by the presence I am considering. 
He too was gentle and bland, as it happened— and I indeed see it 
all as a world quite unfavourable to arrogance or insolence or any 
hard and high assumption; but the more I think of him (even at 
the risk of thinking too much) the more I make out in him a tone 
and a manner that deprecated crude ease. Plenty of this was already 
in the air, but if he hadn’t so spoken of an order in which forms 
still counted it might scarce have occurred to one that there had ever 
been any. It comes over me therefore that he testified— and perhaps 
quite beautifully; I remember his voice and his speech, which were 
not those of that New York at all, and with the echo, faint as it is. 



8S HENRY JAMES; AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

arrives the wonder of where he could possibly have picked such 
things up. They were, as forms, adjusted and settled things; from 
what finer civilisation therefore had they come down to him? To 
brood on this the least little bit is verily, as I have said, to open up 
vistas— out of the depths of one of which fairly glimmers the queerest 
of questions. Mayn’t we accordingly have been, the rest of us, all 
wrong, and the dim little gentleman the only one among us who 
was right? May not his truth to type have been a matter that, as 
mostly typeless ourselves, we neither perceived nor appreciate?— 
so that if, as is conceivable, he felt and measured the situation knd 
simply chose to be bland and quiet and keep his sense to himself,\he 
was a hero without the laurel as well as a martyr without the cro\yn. 
The light of which possibility is, however, too fierce; I turn it off,' I 
tear myself from the view— noting further but the one fact in his 
history that, by my glimpse of it, quite escapes ambiguity. The 
youthful Albert, I have mentioned, was to resist successfully through 
those years that solicitation of “Europe” our own response to which, 
both as a general and a particular solution, kept breaking out in 
choral wails; but the other house none the less nourished projects so 
earnest that they could invoke the dignity of comparative silence and 
patience. The other house didn’t aspire to the tongues, but it aspired 
to the grand tour, of which ours was on many grounds incapable. 
Only after years and when endless things had happened— Albert hav- 
ing long before, in especial, quite taken up his stake and ostensibly 
dropped out of the game— did the great adventure get itself enacted, 
with the effect of one of the liveliest illustrations of the irony of fate. 
What had most of all flushed through the dream of it during years 
was the legend, at last quite antediluvian, of the dim little gentle- 
man’s early Wanderjahre, that experience of distant lands and seas 
which would find an application none the less lively for having had 
long to wait. It had had to wait in truth half a century, yet its con- 
fidence had apparently not been impaired when New York, on the 
happy day, began to recede from view. Europe had surprises, none 
the less, and who knows to what extent it may after half a century 
have had shocks? The coming true of the old dream produced at any 
rate a snap of the tense cord, and the ancient worthy my imagination 
has, in the tenderest of intentions, thus played with, disembarked in 
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England only to indulge in the last of his startled stares, only to look 
about him in vague deprecation and give it all up. He just landed 
and died; but the grand tour was none the less proceeded with— 
cousin Helen herself, aided by resources personal, social and finan- 
cial that left nothing to desire, triumphantly performed it, though 
as with a feeling of delicacy about it firmly overcome. 

But it has taken me quite out of the other house, so that I patch 
up again, at a stroke, that early scene of her double guardianishp at 
which my small wonder assisted. It even then glimmered on me, I 
think, that if Albert was, all so romantically, in charge of his aunt 
—which was a perfectly nondescript relation— so his uncle Henry, 
her odd brother, was her more or less legal ward, not less, despite his 
being so very much Albert’s senior. In these facts and in the char- 
acter of each of the three persons involved resided the drama; which 
must more or less have begun, as I have hinted, when simple- 
minded Henry, at a date I seem to have seized, definitely emerged 
from rustication— the Beaverkill had but for a certain term pro-, 
tected, or promoted, his simplicity— and began, on his side, to pace 
the well-worn field between the Fourteenth Street windows and the 
piazza of the Isabella grapes. I see him there less vividly than his 
fellow-pedestrian only because he was afterwards to loom so much 
larger, whereas his companion, even while still present, was weakly 
to shrink and fade. At this late day only do I devise for that com- 
panion a possible history; the simple-minded Henry’s annals on 
the other hand grew in interest as soon as they became interesting 
at all. This happened as soon as one took in the ground and some of 
the features of his tutelage. The basis of it all was that, harmless as 
he appeared, he was not to be trusted; I remember how portentous 
that truth soon looked, both in the light of his intense amiability 
and of sister Helen’s absolute certitude. He wasn’t to be trusted— 
it was the sole very definite fact about him except the fact that he 
had so kindly come down from the far-off Beaverkill to regale us 
with the perfect demonstration, dutifully, resignedly setting himself 
among us to point the whole moral himself. He appeared, from the 
moment we really took it in, to be doing, in the matter, no more 
than he ought; he exposed himself to our invidious gaze, on this 
ground, with a humility, a quiet courtesy and an instinctive dignity 
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that come back to me as simply heroic. He had himself accepted, 
under strenuous suggestion, the dreadful view, and I see him to-day, 
in the light of the grand denouement, deferred for long years, but 
fairly dazzling when it came, as fairly sublime in his decision not to 
put anyone in the wrong about him a day sooner than he could 
possibly help. The whole circle of us would in that event be so 
dreadfully “sold,” as to our wisdom and justice, he proving only 
noble and exquisite. It didn’t so immensely matter to him as fhat, 
the establishment of his true character didn’t; so he went on as i|f for 
all the years— and they really piled themselves up: his passing flpr a 
dangerous idiot, or at least for a slave of his passions from the fo- 
ment he was allowed the wherewithal in the least to indulge th^, 
was a less evil for him than seeing us rudely corrected. It was in 
truth an extraordinary situation and would have offered a splendid 
subject, as we used to say, to the painter of character, the novelist 
or the dramatist, with the hand to treat it. After I had read David 
Copperfield an analogy glimmered— it struck me even in the early 
time: cousin Henry was more or less another Mr. Dick, just as cousin 
Helen was in her relation to him more or less another Miss Trot- 
wood. There were disparities indeed: Mr. Dick was the harmless 
lunatic on that lady’s premises, but she admired him and appealed 
to him; lunatics, in her generous view, might be oracles, and there is 
no evidence, if I correctly remember, that she kept him low. Our 
Mr. Dick was suffered to indulge his passions but on ten cents a 
day, while his fortune, under conscientious, under admirable care- 
cousin Helen being no less the wise and keen woman of business 
than the devoted sister— rolled up and became large; likewise Miss 
Trotwood’s inmate hadn’t at all the perplexed brooding brow, with 
the troubled fold in it, that represented poor Henry’s only form of 
criticism of adverse fate. They had alike the large smooth open 
countenance of those for whom life has been simplified, and if Mr. 
Dick had had a fortune he would have remained all his days as mod- 
estly vague about the figure of it as our relative consented to remain. 
The latter’s interests were agricultural, while his predecessor’s, as 
we remember, were mainly historical; each at any rate had in a gen- 
eral way his Miss Trotwood, not to say his sister Helen. 

The good Henry’s Miss Trotwood lived and died without an in- 
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slant’s visitation of doubt as to the due exercise of her authority, 
as to what would happen if it faltered; her victim waiting in the 
handsomest manner till she had passed away to show us all— all who 
remained, after so long, to do him justice— that nothing but what 
was charming and touching could possibly happen. This was, in part 
at least, the dazzling denouement I have spoken of: he became, as 
soon as fortunate dispositions could take eflEect, the care of our ad- 
mirable Aunt, between whom and his sister and himself close cousin- 
ship, from far back, had practically amounted to sisterhood: by 
which time the other house had long been another house altogether, 
its ancient site relinquished, its contents planted afresh far north- 
ward, with new traditions invoked, though with that of its great 
friendliness to all of us, for our mother’s sake, still confirmed. Here 
with brief brightness, clouded at the very last, the solution emerged; 
we became aware, not without embarrassment, that poor Henry at 
large and supplied with funds was exactly as harmless and blameless 
as poor Henry stinted and captive; as to which if anything had been 
wanting to our confusion or to his own dignity it would have been 
his supreme abstinence, his suppression of the least “Didn’t I tell 
you?’’ He didn’t even pretend to have told us, when he so abund- 
antly might, and nothing could exceed the grace with which he 
appeared to have noticed nothing. He “handled” dollars as decently, 
and just as profusely, as he had handled dimes; the only light shade 
on the scene— except of course for its being so belated, which did 
make it pathetically dim— was the question of how nearly he at all 
measured his resources. Not his heart, but his imagination, in the 
long years, had been starved; and though he was now all discreetly 
and wisely encouraged to feel rich, it was rather sadly visible that, 
thanks to almost half a century of over-discipline, he failed quite 
to rise to his estate. He did feel rich, just as he felt generous; the 
misfortune was only in his weak sense for meanings. That, with the 
whole situation, made delicacy of the first importance; as indeed 
what was perhaps most striking in the entire connection was the 
part played by delicacy from the first. It had all been a drama of 
the delicate: the consummately scrupulous and successful adminis- 
tration of his resources for the benefit of his virtue, so that they 
could be handed over, in the event, without the leakage of a fraction. 
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what was that but a triumph of delicaq^? So delicaqr conspired, deli- 
cacy surrounded him; the case having been from the early time that, 
could he only be regarded as sufficiently responsible, could the 
sources of his bounty be judged fairly open to light pressure (there 
was question of none but the lightest) that bounty might blessedly 
flow. This had been Miss Trotwood’s own enlightened view, on be- 
half of one of the oddest and most appealing collections of wistful 
wondering single, gentlewomen that a great calculating benevolence 
perhaps ever found arrayed before it— ornaments these all of the sec- 
ond and third cousinship and interested spectators of the almost in- 
expressible facts. \ 

I should have liked completely to express them, in spite of tr^e 
difficulty— if not indeed just by reason of that; the difficulty of their 
consisting so much more of “character” than of “incident” (heaven 
save the artless opposition!) though this last element figured bravely 
enough too, thanks to some of the forms taken by our young Al- 
bert’s wild wilfulness. He was so weak— after the most approved 
fashion of distressing young men of means— that his successive ex- 
hibitions of it had a fine high positive effect, such as would have 
served beautifully, act after act, for the descent of the curtain. The 
issue, however (differing in this from the common theatrical trick) 
depended less on who should die than on who should live; the 
younger of cousin Helen’s pair of wards— putting them even only 
as vessels of her attempted earnestness— had violently broken away, 
but a remedy to this grief, for reasons too many to tell, dwelt in 
the possible duration, could it only not be arrested, of two other 
lives, one of these her own, the second the guileless Henry’s. The 
single gentlewomen, to a remarkable number, whom she regarded 
and treated as nieces, though they were only daughters of cousins, 
were such objects of her tender solicitude that, she and Henry and 
Albert being alike childless, the delightful thing to think of was, on 
certain contingencies, the nieces’ prospective wealth. There were 
contingencies of course— and they exactly produced the pity and 
terror. Her estate would go at her death to her nearest of kin, repre- 
sented by her brother and nephew; it would be only of her savings 
—fortunately, with her kind eye on the gentlewomen, zealous and 
long continued— that she might dispose by will; and it was but a 
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troubled comfort that, should he be living at the time of her death, 
the susceptible Henry would profit no less than the wanton Albert. 
Henry was at any cost to be kept in life that he might profit; the 
woeful question, the question of delicacy, for a woman devoutly 
conscientious, was how could anyone else, how, above all, could fif- 
teen other persons, be made to profit by his profiting? She had been 
as earnest a steward of her brother’s fortune as if directness of pres- 
sure on him, in a sense favourable to her interests— that is to her 
sympathies, which were her only interests— had been a matter of 
course with her; whereas in fact she would have held it a crime, 
given his simplicity, to attempt in the least to guide his hand. If 
he didn’t outlive his nephew— and he was older, though, as would 
appear, so much more virtuous— his inherited property, she being 
dead, would accrue to that unedifying person. There was the pity; 
and as for the question of the disposition of Henry’s savings without 
the initiative of Henry’s intelligence, in that, alas, was the terror. 
Henry’s savings— there had been no terror for her, naturally, in 
beautifully husbanding his resources for him— dangled, naturally, 
with no small vividness, before the wistful gentlewomen, to whom, 
if he had but had the initiative, he might have made the most 
princely presents. Such was the oddity, not to say the rather tragic 
drollery, of the situation: that Henry’s idea of a present was ten 
cents’ worth of popcorn, or some similar homely trifle; and that 
when one had created for him a world of these proportions there was 
no honest way of inspiring him to write cheques for hundreds; all 
congruous though these would be with the generosity of his nature 
as shown by the exuberance of his popcorn. The ideal solution 
would be his flashing to intelligence just long enough to apprehend 
the case and, of his own magnanimous movement, sign away every- 
thing; but that was a fairy-tale stroke, and the fairies here somehow 
stood off. 

Thus between the wealth of her earnestness and the poverty of her 
courage— her dread, that is, of exposing herself to a legal process for 
undue influence— our good lady was not at peace; or, to be exact, 
was only at such peace as came to her by the free bestowal of her own 
accumulations during her lifetime and after her death. She pre- 
deceased her brother and had the pang of feeling that if half her 
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residuum would be deplorably diverted the other half would be, by 
the same stroke, imperfectly applied; the artless Henry remained at 
once so well provided and so dimly inspired. Here was suspense in- 
deed for a last “curtain” but one; and my fancy glows, all expertly, 
for the disclosure of the final scene, than which nothing could well 
have been happier, on all the premises, save for a single flaw: the 
installation in Forty-fourth Street of our admirable aunt, often, 
through the later years, domiciled there, but now settled to com- 
munity of life with a touching charge and representing near hini his 
extinguished, their extinguished, sister. The too few years that\fol- 
lowed were the good man’s Indian summer and a very wondemul 
time— so charmingly it shone forth, for all concerned, that he was a 
person fitted to adorn, as the phrase is, almost any position. Our a'd- 
mirable aunt, not less devoted and less disinterested than his former 
protectress, had yet much more imagination; she had enough, in a 
word, for perfect confidence, and under confidence what remained 
of poor Henry’s life bloomed like a garden freshly watered. Sad alas 
the fact that so scant a patch was now left. It sufficed, however, and 
he rose, just in time, to every conception; it was, as I have already 
noted, as if he had all the while known, as if he had really been a 
conscious victim to the superstition of his blackness. His final com- 
panion recognised, as it were, his powers; and it may be imagined 
whether when he absolutely himself proposed to benefit the gentle- 
women she passed him, or not, the blessed pen. He had taken a year 
or two to publish by his behaviour the perfection of his civility, and 
so, on that safe ground, made use of the pen. His competence was 
afterwards attacked, and it emerged triumphant, exactly as his per- 
fect charity and humility and amenity, and his long inward loneli- 
ness, of half a century, did. He had bowed his head and sometimes 
softly scratched it during that immense period; he had occasionally, 
after roaming downstairs with the troubled fold in his brow and the 
diflicult, the smothered statement on his lips (his vocabulary was 
scant and stiff, the vocabulary of pleading explanation, often found 
too complicated by the witty,) retired once more to his room some- 
times indeed for hours, to think it all over again; but had never 
failed of sobriety or propriety or punctuality or regularity, never 
failed of one of the virtues his imputed indifference to which had 



A SMALL BOY AND OTHERS 


been the ground of his discipline. It was very extraordinary, and of 
all the stories I know is I think the most beautiful— so far at least as 
he was concerned I The flaw I have mentioned, the one break in the 
final harmony, was the death of our admirable aunt too soon, shortly 
before his own and while, taken with illness at the same time, he 
lay there deprived of her attention. He had that of the gentlewomen, 
however, two or three of the wisest and tenderest being deputed by 
the others; and if his original estate reverted at law they presently 
none the less had occasion to bless his name. 


XII 

I turn round again to where I last left myself gaping at the old 
ricketty bill-board in Fifth Avenue; and am almost as sharply aware 
as ever of the main source of its spell, the fact that it most often 
blazed with the rich appeal of Mr. Barnum, whose “lecture-room,” 
attached to the Great American Museum, overflowed into posters of 
all the theatrical bravery disavowed by its title. It was my rueful 
theory of those days— though tasteful I may call it too as well as rue- 
ful— that on all the holidays on which we weren’t dragged to the 
dentist’s we attended as a matter of course at Barnum’s, that is when 
we were so happy as to be able to; which, to my own particular con- 
sciousness, wasn’t every time the case. The case was too often, to my 
melancholy view, that W. J., quite regularly, on the non-dental 
Saturdays, repaired to this seat of joy with the easy Albert— Ae at 
home there and master of the scene to a degree at which, somehow, 
neither of us could at the best arrive; he quite moulded, truly, in 
those years of plasticity, as to the aesthetic bent and the determina- 
tion of curiosity, I seem to make out, by the general Bamum asso- 
ciation and revelation. It was not, I hasten to add, that I too didn’t, 
to the extent of my minor chance, drink at the spring; for how else 
should I have come by the whole undimmed sense of the connec- 
tion?— the weary waiting, in the dusty halls of humbug, amid bottled 
mermaids, “bearded ladies” and chill dioramas, for the lecture- 
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room, the true centre of the seat of joy, to open: vivid in especial to 
me is my almost sick wondering of whether I mightn’t be rapt away 
before it did open. The impression appears to have been mixed; the 
drinking deep and the holding out, holding out in particular against 
failure of food and of stage-fares, provision for transport to and fro, 
being questions equally intense: the appeal of the lecture-room, in 
its essence a heavy extra, so exhausted our resources that even the 
sustaining doughnut of the refreshment-counter would mock our 
desire and the long homeward crawl, the length of Broadway and 
further, seem to defy repetition. Those desperate days, none the'-^ess, 
affect me now as having flushed with the very complexion of\ ro- 
mance; their aches and inanitions were part of the adventure; Vhe 
homeward straggle, interminable as it appeared, flowered at moments 
into rapt contemplations— that for instance of the painted portrait, 
large as life, of the celebrity of the hour, then “dancing” at the 
Broadway Theatre, Lola Montes, Countess of Lansfeldt, of a dazzling 
and unreal beauty and in a riding-habit lavishly open at the throat. 

It was thus quite in order that I should pore longest, there at my 
fondest corner, over the Bamum announcements— my present ina- 
bility to be superficial about which has given in fact the measure of 
my contemporary care. These announcements must have been in 
their way marvels of attractive composition, the placard bristling 
from top to toe with its analytic “synopsis of scenery and incidents”; 
the synoptical view cast its net of fine meshes and the very word 
savoured of incantation. It is odd at the same time that when I ques- 
tion memory as to the living hours themselves, those of the stuffed 
and dim little hall of audience, smelling of peppermint and orange- 
peel, where the curtain rose on our gasping but rewarded patience, 
two performances only stand out for me, though these in the highest 
relief. Love, or the Countess and the Serf, by J. Sheridan Knowles 
—I see that still as the blazonry of one of thein, just as I see Miss 
Emily Mestayer, large, red in the face, coifed in a tangle of small, 
fine, damp-looking short curls and clad in a light-blue garment edged 
with swansdown, shout at the top of her lungs that a “pur-r-r-se of 
gold” would be the fair guerdon of the minion who should start on 
the spot to do her bidding at some desperate crisis that I forget. I for- 
get Huon the serf, whom 1 yet recall immensely admiring tor his 
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nobleness; I forget everyone but Miss Mestayer, who gave form to my 
conception of the tragic actress at her highest. She had a hooked nose, 
a great play of nostril, a vast protuberance of bosom and always the 
“crop” of close moist ringlets; I say always, for I was to see her often 
again, during a much later phase, the midmost years of that Boston 
Museum which aimed at so vastly higher a distinction than the ex- 
ploded lecture-room had really done, though in an age that snick- 
ered even abnormally low it still lacked the courage to call itself a 
theatre. She must have been in comedy, which I believe she also use- 
fully and fearlessly practised, rather unimaginable; but there was 
no one like her in the Boston time for cursing queens and eagle- 
beaked mothers; the Shakespeare of the Booths and other such 
would have been unproducible without her; she had a rusty, rasp- 
ing, heaving and tossing "authority” of which the bitterness is still 
in my ears. I am revisited by an outer glimpse of her in that after 
age when she had come, comparatively speaking, into her own— the 
sight of her, accidentally incurred, one tremendously hot summer 
night, as she slowly moved from her lodgings or wherever, in the 
high Bowdoin Street region, down to the not distant theatre from 
which even the temperature had given her no reprieve; and well re- 
member how, the queer light of my young impression playing up 
again in her path, she struck me as the very image of mere sore his- 
trionic habit and use, a worn and weary, a battered even though al- 
most sordidly smoothed, thing of the theatre, very much as an old 
infinitely-handled and greasy violoncello of the orchestra might have 
been. It was but an effect doubtless of the heat that she scarcely 
seemed clad at all; slippered, shuffling and, though somehow hatted 
and vaguely veiled or streamered, wrapt in a gauzy sketch of a dress- 
ing-gown, she pointed to my extravagant attention the moral of 
thankless personal service, of the reverse of the picture, of the cost of 
“amusing the public” in a case of amusing it, as who should say, 
every hour. And I had thrilled before her as the Countess in "Love” 
—such contrasted combinations! But she carried her head very high, 
as with the habit of crowns and trains and tirades— had in fact much 
the air of some deposed and reduced sovereign living on a scant 
allowance; so that, all invisibly and compassionately, I took off my 
hat to her. 
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To 'which I must add the other of my two Barnumite scenic mem- 
ories, my having anciently admired her as the Eliza of Uncle Tom’s 
Cabin, her swelling bust encased in a neat cotton gown and her 
flight across the ice-blocks of the Ohio, if I rightly remember the 
perilous stream, intrepidly and gracefully performed. We lived and 
moved at that time, with great intensity, in Mrs. Stowe’s novel— 
which, recalling my prompt and charmed acquaintance with it, I 
should perhaps substitute for The Initials, earlier mentioned Iwre, 
as my first experiment in grown-up fiction. There was, however, I 
think, for that triumphant work no classified condition; it was\for 
no sort of reader as distinct from any other sort, save indeed for 
Northern as differing from Southern: it knew the large felicity \of 
gathering in alike the small and the simple and the big and the wise, 
and had above all the extraordinary fortune of finding itself, for an 
immense number of people, much less a book than a state of vision, 
of feeling and of consciousness, in which they didn’t sit and read and 
appraise and pass the time, but walked and talked and laughed and 
cried and, in a manner of which Mrs. Stowe was the irresistible 
cause, generally conducted themselves. Appreciation and judgment, 
the whole impression, were thus an effect for which there had been 
no process— any process so related having in other cases had to be at 
some point or other critical; nothing in the guise of a written book, 
therefore, a book printed, published, sold, bought and “noticed,” 
probably ever reached its mark, the mark of exciting interest, with- 
out having at least groped for that goal as a book or by the exposure 
of some literary side. Letters, here, languished unconscious, and 
Uncle Tom, instead of making even one of the cheap short cuts 
through the medium in which books breathe, even as fishes in water, 
went gaily roundabout it altogether, as if a fish, a wonderful “leap- 
ing” fish, had simply flown through the air. This feat accomplished, 
the surprising creature could naturally fly anywhere, and one of the 
first things it did was thus to flutter down on every stage, literally 
without exception, in America and Europe. If the amount of life 
represented in such a work is measurable by the ease with which 
representation is taken up and carried further, carried even violently 
furthest, the fate of Mrs. Stowe’s picture was conclusive: it simply sat 
down wherever it lighted and made itself, so to speak, at home; 
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thither multitudes flocked afresh and there, in each case, it rose to its 
height again and went, with all its vivacity and good faith, through 
all its motions. 

These latter were to leave me, however, with a fonder vision still 
than that of the comparatively jejune “lecture-room” version; for 
the first exhibition of them to spring to the front was the fine free 
rendering achieved at a playhouse till then ignored by fashion and 
culture, the National Theatre, deep down on the East side, whence 
echoes had come faintest to ears polite, but where a sincerity vivid 
though rude was now supposed to reward the curious. Our numer- 
ous attendance there under this spell was my first experience of 
the "theatre party” as we have enjoyed it in our time— each emotion 
and impression of which is as fresh to me as the most recent of the 
same family. Precious through all indeed perhaps is the sense, 
strange only to later sophistication, of my small encouraged state as 
a free playgoer— a state doubly wondrous while I thus evoke the full 
contingent from Union Square; where, for that matter, I think, the 
wild evening must have been planned. I am lost again in all the 
goodnature from which small boys, on wild evenings, could dangle 
so unchidden— since the state of unchiddenness is what comes back 
to me well-nigh clearest. How without that complacency of con- 
science could every felt impression so live again? It is true that for 
my present sense of the matter snubs and raps would still tingle, 
would count double; just wherefore it is exactly, however, that I 
mirror myself in these depths of propriety. The social scheme, as 
we knew it, was, in its careless charity, worthy of the golden age— 
though I can’t sufficiently repeat that we knew it both at its easiest 
and its safest: the fruits dropped right upon the board to which we 
flocked together, the least of us and the greatest, with diflEerences of 
appetite and of reach, doubtless, but not with differences of place 
and of proportionate share. My appetite and my reach in respect to 
the more full-bodied Uncle Tom might have brooked certainly any 
comparison; I must have partaken thoroughly of the feast to have 
left the various aftertastes so separate and so strong. It was a great 
thing to have a canon to judge by — it helped conscious criticism, 
which was to fit on wings (for use ever after) to the shoulders of 
appreciation. In the light of that advantage I could be sure my sec* 
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ond Eliza was less dramatic than my first, and that my first "Gassy,” 
that of the great and blood-curdling Mrs. Bellamy of the lecture- 
room, touched depths which made the lady at the National prosaic 
and placid (I could already be "down” on a placid C^sy;) just as on 
the other hand the rocking of the ice-floes of the Ohio, with the 
desperate Eliza, infant in arms, balancing for a leap from one to 
the other, had here less of the audible creak of carpentry, emulated 
a trifle more, to my perception, the real water of Mr. Crummks’s 
pump. They can’t, even at that, have emulated it much, and dne 
almost envies (quite making up one’s mind not to denounce) the sim- 
ple faith of an age beguiled by arts so rude. \ 

However, the point exactly was that we attended this spectaci(e 
just in order not to be beguiled, just in order to enjoy with ironic 
detachment and, at the very most, to be amused ourselves at our 
sensibility should it prove to have been trapped and caught. To have 
become thus aware of our collective attitude constituted for one 
small spectator at least a great initiation; he got his first glimpse of 
that possibility of a “free play of mind” over a subject which was 
to throw him with force at a later stage of culture, when subjects 
had considerably multiplied, into the critical arms of Matthew 
Arnold. So he is himself at least interested in seeing the matter— as 
a progress in which the first step was taken, before that crude scenic 
appeal, by his wondering, among his companions, where the absurd, 
the absurd for them, ended and the fun, the real fun, which was the 
gravity, the tragedy, the drollery, the beauty, the thing itself, briefly, 
might be legitimately and tastefully held to begin. Uncanny though 
the remark perhaps, I am not sure I wasn’t thus more interested in 
the pulse of our party, under my tiny recording thumb, than in the 
beat of the drama and the shock of its opposed forces— vivid and 
touching as the contrast was then found for instance between the 
tragi-comical Topsy, the slave-girl clad in a pinafore of sackcloth and 
destined to become for Anglo-Saxon millions the type of the abso- 
lute in the artless, and her little mistress the blonde Eva, a figure 
rather in the Kenwigs tradition of pantalettes and pigtails, whom I 
recall as perching quite suicidally, with her elbows out and a pre- 
liminary shriek, on that bulwark of the Mississippi steamboat which 
was to facilitate her all but fiital immersion in the flood. Why 
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should I have duly noted that no little game on her part could well 
less have resembled or simulated an accident, and yet have been no 
less moved by her reappearance, rescued from the river but perfectly 
dry, in the arms of faithful Tom, who had plunged in to save her, 
without either so much as wetting his shoes, than if I had been en- 
gaged with her in a reckless romp? I could count the white stitches 
in the loose patchwork, and yet could take it for a story rich and 
harmonious: I could know we had all intellectually condescended 
and that we had yet had the thrill of an aesthetic adventure; and 
this was a brave beginning for a consciousness that was to be noth- 
ing if not mixed and a curiosity that was to be nothing if not rest- 
less. 

The principle of this prolonged arrest, which I insist on prolong- 
ing a little further, is doubtless in my instinct to grope for our earl- 
iest aesthetic seeds. Careless at once and generous the hands by 
which they were sown, but practically appointed none the less to 
cause that peculiarly flurried hare to run— flurried because over 
ground so little native to it— when so many others held back. Is it 
that air of romance that gilds for me then the Barnum background 
—taking it as a symbol; that makes me resist, to this effect of a pas- 
sionate adverse loyalty, any impulse to translate into harsh terms 
any old sordidities and poverties? The Great American Museum, the 
down-town scenery and aspects at large, and even the up-town im- 
provements on them, as then flourishing?— why, they must have 
been for the most part of the last meanness: the Bamum picture 
above all ignoble and awful, its blatant face or frame stuck about 
with innumerable flags that waved, poor vulgar-sized ensigns, over 
spurious relics and catchpenny monsters in effigy, to say nothing of 
the promise within of the still more monstrous and abnormal living 
—from the total impression of which things we plucked somehow 
the flower of the ideal. It grew, I must in justice proceed, much more 
sweetly and naturally at Niblo’s, which represented in our scheme 
the ideal evening, while Barnum figured the ideal day; so that I ask 
myself, with that sense of our resorting there under the rich cover 
of night (which was the supreme charm,) how it comes that this 
larger memory hasn’t swallowed up all others. For here, absolutely, 
was the flower at its finest and grown as nowhere else— grown in the 
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great garden of the Ravel Family and ofEered again and again to our 
deep inhalation. I see the Ravels, French acrobats, dancers and pan- 
tomimists, as representing, for our culture, pure grace and charm 
and civility; so that one doubts whether any candid community was 
ever so much in debt to a race of entertainers or had so happy and 
prolonged, so personal and grateful a relation with them. They must 
have been, with their offshoots of Martinettis and others, of three or 
four generations, besides being of a rich theatrical stock generally, 
and we had our particular friends and favorites among them; -vye 
seemed to follow them through every phase of their career, to assiU 
at their tottering steps along the tight-rope as very small childrei;i 
kept in equilibrium by very big balancing-poles (caretakers her^ 
walking under in case of falls;) to greet them as Madame Axel, of 
robust maturity and in a Spanish costume, bounding on the same 
tense cord more heavily but more assuredly; and finally to know the 
climax of the art with them in Raoul or the Night-Owl and Jocko 
or the Brazilian Ape— and all this in the course of our own brief 
infancy. My impression of them bristles so with memories that we 
seem to have rallied to their different productions with much the 
same regularity with which we formed fresh educational connec- 
tions; and they were so much our property and our pride that they 
supported us handsomely through all fluttered entertainment of 
the occasional Albany cousins. I remember how when one of these 
visitors, wound up, in honour of New York, to the very fever of per- 
ception, broke out one evening while we waited for the curtain to 
rise, “Oh don’t you hear the cries? They’re beating them. I’m sure 
they are; can’t it be stopped?” we resented the charge as a slur 
on our very honour; for what our romantic relative had heatedly 
imagined to reach us, in a hushed-up manner from behind, was the 
sounds attendant on the application of blows to some acrobatic in- 
fant who had “funked” his little job. Impossible such horrors in the 
world of pure poetry opened out to us at Niblo’s, a temple of illu- 
sion, of tragedy and comedy and pathos that, though its abords of 
stony brown Metropolitan Hotel, on the “wrong side,” must have 
been bleak and vulgar, flung its glamour forth into Broadway. What 
more pathetic for instance, so that we publicly wept, than the fate 
of wondrous Martinetti Jocko, who, after befriending a hapless 
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French family wrecked on the coast of Brazil and bringing back 
to life a small boy rescued from the waves (I see even now, with every 
detail, this inanimate victim supine on the strand) met his death by 
some cruel bullet of which I have forgotten the determinant cause, 
only remembering the final agony as something we could scarce bear 
and a strain of our sensibility to which our parents repeatedly ques- 
tioned the wisdom of exposing us. 

These performers and these things were in all probability but of 
a middling skill and splendour— it was the pre-trapfeze age, and we 
were caught by mild marvels, even if a friendly good faith in them, 
something sweet and sympathetic, was after all a value, whether of 
their own humanity, their own special quality, or only of our in- 
nocence, never to be renewed; but I light this taper to the initiators, 
so to call them, whom I remembered, when we had left them be- 
hind, as if they had given us a silver key to carry off and so to refit, 
after long years, to sweet names never thought of from then till now. 
Signor L^on Javelli, in whom the French and the Italian charm 
appear to have met, who was he, and what did he brilliantly do, and 
why of a sudden do I thus recall and admire him? 1 am afraid he 
but danced the tight-rope, the most domestic of our friends’ re- 
sources, as it brought them out, by the far stretch of the rope, into 
the bosom of the house and against our very hearts, where they leapt 
and bounded and wavered and recovered closely face to face with us; 
but I dare say he bounded, brave Signor L6on, to the greatest height 
of all: let this vague agility, in any case, connect him with that reve- 
lation of the ballet, the sentimental-pastoral, of other years, which, 
in The Four Lovers for example, a pantomimic lesson as in words 
of one syllable, but all quick and gay and droll, would have affected 
us as classic, I am sure, had we then had at our disposal that term 
of appreciation. When we read in English storybooks about the 
pantomimes in London, which somehow cropped up in them so 
often, those were the only things that didn’t make us yearn; so much 
we felt we were masters of the type, and so almost sufficiently was 
that a stop-gap for London constantly deferred. We hadn’t the 
transformation-scene, it was true, though what this really seemed to 
come to was clown and harlequin taking liberties with policemen— 
•these last evidently a sharp note in a picturesqueness that we lacked, 
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our own slouchy “officers" saying nothing to us of that sort: but we 
had at Niblo’s harlequin and columbine, albeit of less pure a tradi- 
tion, and we knew moreover all about clowns, for we went to circuses 
too, and so repeatedly that when I add them to our list of recreations, 
the good old orthodox circuses under tents set up in vacant lots, with 
which New York appears at that time to have bristled, time and place 
would seem to have shrunken for most other pursuits, and not least 
for that of serious learning. And the case is aggravated as I remem- 
ber Franconi’s, which we more or less haunted and which, aiming at 
the grander style and the monumental effect, blazed with fresh paipt 
and rang with Roman chariot-races up there among the deserts ^ 
Twenty-ninth Street or wherever; considerably south, perhaps, b^t 
only a little east, of the vaster desolations that gave scope to th^ 
Crystal Palace, second of its name since, following— not passibus 
aquis, alas— the London structure of 1851, this enterprise forestalled 
by a year or two the Paris Palais de I’lndustrie of 1855. Such as it 
was I feel again its majesty on those occasions on which I dragged— if 
I must here once more speak for myself only— after Albany cousins 
through its courts of edification: I remember being very tired and 
cold and hungry there, in a little light drab and very glossy or shiny 
“talma” breasted with rather troublesome buttonhole-embroideries; 
though concomitantly conscious that I was somehow in Europe, since 
everything about me had been “brought over,” which ought to have 
been consoling, and seems in fact to have been so in some degree, 
inasmuch as both my own pain and the sense of the cousinly, the 
Albany, headaches quite fade in that recovered presence of big 
European Art embodied in Thorwaldsen’s enormous Christ and the 
Disciples, a shining marble company ranged in a semicircle of dark 
maroon walls. If this was Europe then Europe was beautiful indeed, 
and we rose to it on the wings of wonder; never were we afterwards 
to see great showy sculpture, in whatever profuse exhibition or of 
whatever period or school, without some renewal of that charmed 
Thorwaldsen hour, some taste again of the almost sugary or confec- 
tionery sweetness with which the great white images had affected us 
under their supper-table gaslight. The Crystal Palace was vast and 
various and dense, which was what Europe was going to be; it was 
a deep-down jungle of impressions that were somehow challenges. 
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even as we might, helplessly defied, find foreign words and practices; 
over which formidably towered Kiss’s mounted Amazon attacked by 
a leopard or whatever, a work judged at that day sublime and the 
glory of the place; so that I felt the journey back in the autumn dusk 
and the Sixth Avenue cars (established just in time) a relapse into 
soothing flatness, a return to the Fourteenth Street horizon from a 
far journey and a hundred looming questions that would still, tre- 
mendous thought, come up for all the personal answers of which one 
cultivated the seed. 


XIII 

Let me hurry, however, to catch again that thread I left dangling 
from my glance at our small vague spasms of school— my personal 
sense of them being as vague and small, I mean, in contrast with the 
fuller and stronger cup meted out all round to the Albany cousins, 
much more privileged, I felt, in every stroke of fortune; or at least 
much more interesting, though it might be wicked to call them more 
happy, through those numberless bereavements that had so enriched 
their existence. I mentioned above in particular the enviable con- 
sciousness of our little red-headed kinsman Gus Barker, who, as by 
a sharp prevision, snatched what gaiety he might from a life to be 
cut short, in a cavalry dash, by one of the Confederate bullets of 
1863: he blew out at us, on New York Sundays, as I have said, sharp 
puffs of the atmosphere of the Institution Charlier— strong to us, that 
is, the atmosphere of whose institutions was weak; but it was above 
all during a gregarious visit paid him in a livelier field still that I 
knew myself merely mother’d and brother’d. It had been his fate to 
be but scantly the latter and never at all the former— our aunt Janet 
had not survived his birth; but on this day of our collective pilgrim- 
age to Sing-Sing, where he was at a "military” school and clad in a 
fashion that represented to me the very panoply of war, he shone 
with a rare radiance of privation. Ingenuous and responsive, of a 
social disposition, a candour of gaiety, that matched his physical 
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activity— the most beautifully made athletic little person, and in the 
highest degree appealing and engaging— he not only did us the 
honours of his dazzling academy (dazzling at least to me) but had all 
the air of showing us over the great State prison which even then 
flourished near at hand and to which he accompanied us; a party of 
a composition that comes back to me as wonderful, the New York 
and Albany cousinships appearing to have converged and met, for 
the happy occasion, with the generations and sexes melting to- 
gether and moving in a loose harmonious band. The party must 
have been less numerous than by the romantic tradition or con- 
fused notation of my youth, and what I mainly remember on it 
beyond my sense of our being at once an attendant train to my ared 
and gentle and in general most unadventurous grandmother, and a 
chorus of curiosity and amusement roundabout the vivid Gussy, is 
our collective impression that State prisons were on the whole de- 
lightful places, vast, bright and breezy, with a gay, free circulation 
in corridors and on stairs, a pleasant prevalence of hot soup and fresh 
crusty rolls, in tins, of which visitors admiringly partook, and for 
the latter, in chance comers and on sunny landings, much interest- 
ing light brush of gentlemen remarkable but for gentlemanly crimes 
—that is defalcations and malversations to striking and impressive 
amounts. 

I recall our coming on such a figure at the foot of a staircase and 
his having been announced to us by our conductor or friend in 
charge as likely to be there; and what a charm I found in his cool 
loose uniform of shining white (as I was afterwards to figure it,) as 
well as in his generally refined and distinguished appearance and in 
the fact that he was engaged, while exposed to our attention, in the 
commendable act of paring his nails with a smart penknife and that 
he didn’t allow us to interrupt him. One of my companions, I forget 
which, had advised me that in these contacts with illustrious mis- 
fortune I was to be careful not to stare; and present to me at this 
moment is the wonder of whether he would think it staring to note 
that he quite stared, and also that his hands were fine and fair and 
one of them adorned with a signet ring. I was to have later in life 
a glimpse of two or three dismal penitentiaries, places affecting me 
as sordid, as dark and dreadful; but if the revelation of Sing-Sing 
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had involved the idea of a timely warning to the young mind my 
small sensibility at least was not reached by the lesson. I envied the 
bold-eyed celebrity in the array of a planter at his ease— we might 
have been his slaves— quite as much as I envied Gussy; in connection 
with which I may remark here that though in that early time I seem 
to have been constantly eager to exchange my lot for that of some- 
body else, on the assumed certainty of gaining by the bargain, I fail 
to remember feeling jealous of such happier persons— in the measure 
open to children of spirit. I had rather a positive lack of the passion, 
and thereby, I suppose, a lack of spirit; since if jealousy bears, as I 
think, on what one sees one’s companions able to do— as against one’s 
own falling short— envy, as I knew it at least, was simply of what 
they were, or in other words of a certain sort of richer consciousness 
supposed, doubtless often too freely supposed, in them. They were 
so other— that was what I felt; and to be other, other almost anyhow, 
seemed as good as the probable taste of the bright compound wist- 
fully watched in the confectioner’s window; unattainable, impossi- 
ble, of course, but as to which just this impossibility and just that 
privation kept those active proceedings in which jealousy seeks relief 
quite out of the question. A platitude of acceptance of the poor 
actual, the absence of all vision of how in any degree to change it, 
combined with a complacency, an acuity of perception of alterna- 
tives, though a view of them as only through the confectioner’s hard 
glass— that is what I recover as the nearest approach to an apology, 
in the soil of my nature, for the springing seed of emulation. I never 
dreamed of competing— a business having in it at the best, for my 
temper, if not for my total failure of temper, a displeasing ferocity. 
If competing was bad snatching was therefore still worse, and jeal- 
ousy was a sort of spiritual snatching. With which, nevertheless, all 
the while, one might have been “like” So-and-So, who had such hori- 
zons. A helpless little love of horizons I certainly cherished, and could 
sometimes even care for my own. These always shrank, however, 
under almost any suggestion of a further range or finer shade in the 
purple rim offered to other eyes— and that is what I take for the rest- 
lessness of envy. It wasn’t that I wished to change with everyone, 
with anyone at a venture, but that I saw “gifts” everywhere but as 
mine and that I scarce know whether to call the effect of this miser- 
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able or monstrous. It was the e£Eect at least o£ self-abandonment^ 
I mean to visions. 

There must have been on that occasion of the Sing-Sing day— 
which it deeply interests me to piece together— some state of connec- 
tion for some of us with the hospitalities of Rhinebeck, the place of 
abode of the eldest of the Albany uncles— that is of the three most 
in our view; for there were two others, the eldest of all a half-uncle 
only, who formed a class quite by himself, and the very youngest, 
who, with lively interests of his own, had still less attention fop us 
than either of his three brothers. The house at Rhinebeck and aQ its 
accessories (which struck our young sense as innumerable,) in especial 
the great bluff of the Hudson on which it stood, yields me images 
scarcely dimmed, though as the effect but of snatches of acquaint- 
ance; there at all events the gently-groaning— ever so gently and dryly 
—Albany grandmother, with the Albany cousins as to whom I here 
discriminate, her two adopted daughters, maturest and mildest of 
the general tribe, must have paused for a stay; a feature of which 
would be perhaps her juncture with the New York contingent, some- 
where sociably achieved, for the befriending of juvenile Gussy. It 
shimmers there, the whole circumstance, with I scarce know what 
large innocence of charity and ease; the Gussy-pretext, for reunion, 
all so thin yet so important an appeal, the simplicity of the interests 
and the doings, the assumptions and the concessions, each to-day so 
touching, almost so edifying. We were surely all gentle and generous 
together, floating in such a clean light social order, sweetly proof 
against ennui— unless it be a bad note, as is conceivable, never, never 
to feel bored— and thankful for the smallest aesthetic or romantic 
mercies. My vision loses itself withal in vauster connections— above all 
in my general sense of the then grand newness of the Hudson River 
Railroad; so far at least ais its completion to Albany was concerned, 
a modern blessing that even the youngest of us were in a position to 
appraiise. The time had been when the steamboat' had to content us 
—and I feel how amply it must have done so as I recall the thrill of 
docking in dim early dawns, the whole hour of the Albany water- 
side, the night of huge strange paddling and pattering and shrieking 
and creaking once ended, and contrast with it all certain long ses- 
sions in the train at an age and in conditions when neither train nor 
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traveller had suffered chastening; sessions of a high animation, as I 
recast them, but at the same time of mortal intensities of lassitude. 
The elements here indeed are much confused and mixed— I must 
have known that discipline of the hectic interest and the extravagant 
strain in relation to Rhinebeck only; an dtape, doubtless, on the way 
to New York, for the Albany kinship, but the limit to our smaller 
patiences of any northward land-joumey. And yet not the young 
fatigue, I repeat, but the state of easy wonder, is what most comes 
back: the stops too repeated, but perversely engaging; the heat and 
the glare too great, but the river, by the window, making reaches and 
glimpses, so that the great swing of picture and force of light and 
colour were themselves a constant adventure; the uncles, above all, 
too pre-eminent, too recurrent, to the creation of a positive soreness 
of sympathy, of curiosity, and yet constituting by their presence half 
the enlargement of the time. For the presence of uncles, incoherent 
Albany uncles, is somehow what most gives these hours their stamp 
for memory. I scarce know why, nor do I much, I confess, distinguish 
occasions— but I see what I see: the long, the rattling car of the old 
open native form and the old harsh native exposure; the sense of 
arrival forever postponed, qualified however also by that of having 
in my hands a volume of M. Arsine Houssaye, Philosophes et Come- 
diennes, remarkably submitted by one of my relatives to my judg- 
ment. I see them always, the relatives, in slow circulation; restless 
and nervous and casual their note, not less than strikingly genial, but 
with vaguenesses, lapses, eclipses, that deprived their society of a tact- 
less weight. They cheered us on, in their way; born optimists, clearly, 
if not logically determined ones, they were always reassuring and 
sustaining, though with a bright brevity that must have taken im- 
mensities, I think, for granted. They wore their hats slightly toward 
the nose, they strolled, they hung about, they reported of progress 
and of the company, they dropped suggestions, new magazines, pack- 
ets of the edible deprecated for the immature; they figured in fine 
to a small nephew as the principal men of their time and, so far as 
the two younger and more ^miliar were concerned, the most splen- 
did as to aspect and apparel. It was none the less to the least shining, 
though not essentially the least comforting, of this social trio that, if I 
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rightly remember, I owed my introduction to the chronique galante 
of the eighteenth century. 

There tags itself at any rate to the impression a flutter as of some 
faint, some recaptured, grimace for another of his kindly offices 
(which I associate somehow with the deck of a steamboat:) his pro- 
duction for our vague benefit of a literary classic, the Confessions, 
as he called our attention to them, of the celebrated “Rosseau.” 
I catch again the echo of the mirth excited, to my surprise, by this 
communication, and recover as well my responsive advance toward 
a work that seemed so to promise; but especially have I it before me 
that some play of light criticism mostly attended, on the part of any 
circle, this speaker’s more ambitious remarks. For all that, and in 
spite of oddities of appearance and type, it was Augustus James who 
spread widest, in default of towering highest, to my wistful view of 
the larger life, and who covered definite and accessible ground. This 
ground, the house and precincts of Linwood, at Rhinebeck, har- 
boured our tender years, I surmise, but at few and brief moments; 
but it hadn’t taken many of these to make it the image of an hospi- 
tality liberal as I supposed great social situations were liberal; sup- 
positions on this score having in childhood (or at least they had in 
mine) as little as possible to do with dry data. Didn’t Linwood bristle 
with great views and other glories, with gardens and graperies and 
black ponies, to say nothing of gardeners and grooms who were noto- 
riously and quotedly droll; to say nothing, in particular, of our aunt 
Elizabeth, who had been Miss Bay of Albany, who was the mother 
of the fair and free young waltzing-women in New York, and who 
floats back to me through the Rhinebeck picture, aquiline but easy, 
with an effect of handsome high-browed, high-nosed looseness, of 
dressing-gowns or streaming shawls (the dowdy, the delightful shawl 
of the period;) and of claws of bright benevolent steel that kept nip 
ping for our charmed advantage: roses and grapes and peaches and 
currant-clusters, together with turns of phrase and scraps of remark 
that fell as by quite a like flash of shears. These are mere scrapings 
of gold-dust, but my mind owes her a vibration that, however tiny, 
was to insist all these years on marking— on figuring in a whole com- 
plex of picture and drama, the clearest note of which was that of 
worry and woe: a crisis prolonged, in deep-roofed outer galleries, 
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through hot August evenings and amid the dim flare of open win- 
dows, to the hum of domesticated insects. All but inexpressible the 
part played, in the young mind naturally even though perversely, 
even though inordinately, arranged as a stage for the procession and 
exhibition of appearances, by matters all of a usual cast, contacts and 
impressions not arriving at the dignity of shocks, but happening to 
be to the taste, as one may say, of the little intelligence, happening 
to be such as the fond fancy could assimilate. One’s record becomes, 
under memories of this order— and that is the only trouble— a tale of 
assimilations small and fine; out of which refuse, directly interesting 
to the subject-victim only, the most branching vegetations may be 
conceived as having sprung. Such are the absurdities of the poor dear 
inward life— when translated, that is, and perhaps ineffectually trans- 
lated, into terms of the outward and trying at all to flourish on the 
lines of the outward; a reflection that might stay me here weren’t it 
that I somehow feel morally affiliated, tied as by knotted fibres, to 
the elements involved. 

One of these was assuredly that my father had again, characteris- 
tically, suffered me to dangle; he having been called to Linwood by 
the dire trouble of his sister, Mrs. Temple, and brought me with him 
from Staten Island— I make the matter out as of the summer of ’54. 
We had come up, he and I, to New York; but our doings there, with 
the journey following, are a blank to me; I recover but my sense, 
on our arrival, of being for the first time in the presence of tragedy, 
which the shining scene, roundabout, made more sinister— sharpened 
even to the point of my feeling abashed and irrelevant, wondering 
why I had come. My aunt, under her brother’s roof, had left her hus- 
band, wasted with consumption, near death at Albany: gravely ill 
herself— she had taken the disease from him as it was taken in those 
days, and was in the event very scantly to survive him— she had been 
ordered away in her own interest, for which she cared no scrap, and 
my father, the person in all his family most justly appealed and most 
anxiously listened to, had been urged to come and support her in a 
separation that she passionately rejected. Vivid to me still, as floating 
across verandahs into the hot afternoon stillness, is the wail of her 
protest and her grief; I remember being scared and hushed by it and 
stealing away beyond its reach. I remember not less what resources 



108 HENRY JAMES: AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

of high control the whole case imputed, for my imagination, to my 
father; and how, creeping ofiE to the edge of the eminence above the 
Hudson, I somehow felt the great bright harmonies of air and space 
becoming one with my rather proud assurance and confidence, that 
of my own connection, for life, for interest, with such sources of 
light. The great impression, however, the one that has brought me 
so far, was another matter: only that of the close, lamp-tempered, 
outer evening aforesaid, with my parent again, somewhere deep 
within, yet not too far to make us hold our breath for it, tenderjy 
opposing his sister’s purpose of flight, and the presence at my side of 
my young cousin Marie, youngest daughter of the house, exactly of 
my own age, and named in honour of her having been born in Paris, 
to the influence of which fact her shining black eyes, her small quick-j 
ness and brownness, marking sharply her difference from her sisters,' 
so oddly, so almost extravagantly testified. It had come home to me 
by some voice of the air that she was "spoiled,” and it made her in 
the highest degree interesting; we ourselves had been so associated, 
at home, without being in the least spoiled (I think we even rather 
missed it:) so that I knew about these subjects of invidious reflection 
only by literature— mainly, no doubt, that of the nursery— in which 
they formed, quite by themselves, a romantic class; and, the fond 
fancy always predominant, I prized even while a little dreading the 
chance to see the condition at work. This chance was given me, it 
was clear— though I risk in my record of it a final anticlimax— by a 
remark from my uncle Augustus to his daughter: seated duskily in 
our group, which included two or three dim dependent forms, he 
expressed the strong opinion that Marie should go to bed— expressed 
it, that is, with the casual cursory humour that was to strike me as 
the main expressional resource of outstanding members of the family 
and that would perhaps have had under analysis the defect of making 
judgment very personal without quite making authority so. Author- 
ity they hadn’t, of a truth, these all so human outstanding ones; they 
made shift but with light appreciation, sudden suggestion, a peculiar 
variety of happy remark in the air. It had been remarked but in the 
air, I feel sure, that Marie should seek her couch— a truth by the dark 
wing of which I ruefully felt myself brushed; and the words seemed 
therefore to fall with a certain ironic weight. What I have retained 



A SMALL BOY AND OTHERS 


107 


of their effect, at any rate, is the vague fact of some objection raised 
by my cousin and some sharper point to his sentence supplied by her 
father; promptly merged in a visible commotion, a flutter of my 
young companion across the gallery as for refuge in the maternal 
arms, a protest and an appeal in short which drew from my aunt 
the simple phrase that was from that moment so preposterously to 
“count” for me. “Come now, my dear; don’t make a scene— I insist 
on, your not making a scenel” That was all the witchcraft the occa- 
sion used, but the note was none the less epoch-making. The expres- 
sion, so vivid, so portentous, was one I had never heard— it had never 
been addressed to us at home; and who should say now what a world 
one mightn’t at once read into it? It seemed freighted to sail so far; 
it told me so much about life. Life at these intensities clearly became 
“scenes”; but the great thing, the immense illumination, was that 
we could make them or not as we chose. It was a long time of course 
before I began to distinguish between those within our compass more 
particularly as spoiled and those producible on a different basis and 
which should involve detachment, involve presence of mind; just the 
qualities in which Marie’s possible output was apparently deficient. 
It didn’t in the least matter accordingly whether or no a scene was 
then proceeded to— and I have lost all count of what immediately 
happened. The mark had been made for me and the door flung open; 
the passage, gathering up all the elements of the troubled time, had 
been itself a scene, quite enough of one, and I had become aware 
with it of a rich accession of possibilities. 


XIV 

It must have been after the Sing-Sing episode that Gussy came to us, 
in New York, for Sundays and holidays, from scarce further off than 
round the comer— his foreign Institution flourishing, I seem to re- 
member, in West Tenth Street or wherever— and yet as floated by 
exotic airs and with the scent of the spice-islands hanging about him. 
He was being educated largely with Cubans and Mexicans, in those 



lOB HENRY JAMES: AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

New York days more than half the little flock of the foreign Institu- 
tions in general; over whom his easy triumphs, while he wagged his 
little red head for them, were abundantly credible; reinforced as my 
special sense of them was moreover by the similar situation of his 
sister, older than he but also steeped in the exotic medium and 
also sometimes bringing us queer echoes of the tongues. I remem- 
ber being deputed by my mother to go and converse with her, on 
some question of her coming to us, at the establishment of Madame 
Reichhardt (pronounced, ^ la fran^aise, Richard,) where I felt that 
I had crossed, for the hour, the very threshold of “Europe”; it being 
impressed on me by my cousin, who was tall and handsome and 
happy, with a laugh of more beautiful sound than any laugh Ve 
were to know again, that French only was speakable on the premises. 
I sniffed it up aromatically, the superior language, in passage and 
parlour— it took the form of some strong savoury soup, an educa- 
tional potage Richard that must excellently have formed the taste: 
that was again, I felt as I came away, a part of the rich experience 
of being thrown in tender juvenile form upon the world. This genial 
girl, like her brother, was in the grand situation of having no home 
and of carrying on life, such a splendid kind of life, by successive 
visits to relations; though neither she nor Gussy quite achieved the 
range of their elder brother, “Bob” of that ilk, a handsome young 
man, a just blurred, attractive, illusive presence, who hovered a bit 
beyond our real reach and apparently displayed the undomesticated 
character at its highest. He seemed exposed, for his pleasure— if 
pleasure it wasl— and my wonder, to every assault of experience; his 
very name took on, from these imputations, a browner glow; and it 
was all in the right key that, a few years later, he should, after “show- 
ing some talent for sculpture,” have gone the hapless way of most of 
the Albany youth, have become a theme for sad vague headshakes 
(kind and very pitying in his case) and died prematurely and point- 
lessly, or in other words, by my conception, picturesquely. The head- 
shakes were heavier and the sighs sharper for another slim shade, one 
of the younger and I believe quite the most hapless of those I have 
called the outstanding ones; he too, several years older than we again, 
a tormenting hoverer and vanisher; he too charmingly sister’d, though 
sister’d only, and succumbing to monstrous early trouble after having 
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"shown some talent” for music. The ghostliness of these aesthetic 
manifestations, as I allude to them, is the thinnest conceivable chip 
of stray marble, the faintest far-ofiE twang of old chords; I ask myself, 
for the odd obscurity of it, under what inspiration music and sculp- 
ture may have tinkled and glimmered to the Albany ear and eye (as 
we at least knew those organs) and with what queer and weak delu- 
sions our unfortunates may have played. Quite inefiEably quaint and 
falot this proposition of that sort of resource for the battle of life as 
it then and there opened; and above all beautifully suggestive of our 
sudden collective disconnectedness (ours as the whole kinship’s) from 
the American resource of those days, Albanian or other. That pre- 
cious light was the light of “business” only; and we, by a common 
instinct, artlessly joining hands, went forth into the wilderness with- 
out so much as a twinkling taper. 

Our consensus, on all this ground, was amazing— it brooked no ex- 
ception; the word had been passed, all round, that we didn’t, that 
we couldn’t and shouldn’t, understand these things, questions of 
arithmetic and of fond calculation, questions of the counting-house 
and the market; and we appear to have held to our agreement as 
loyally and to have accepted our doom as serenely as if our faith had 
been mutually pledged. The rupture with my grandfather’s tradition 
and attitude was complete; we were never in a single case, I think, 
for two generations, guilty of a stroke of business; the most that could 
be said of us was that, though about equally wanting, all round, in 
any faculty of acquisition, we happened to pay for the amiable wetik- 
ness less in some connections than in others. The point was that we 
moved so oddly and consistently— as it was our only form of consist- 
ency-over our limited pasture, never straying to nibble in the strange 
or the steep places. What was the matter with us under this spell, and 
what the moral might have been for our case, are issues of small mo- 
ment, after all, in face of the fact of our mainly so brief duration. 
It was given to but few of us to be taught by the event, to be made 
to wonder with the last intensity what had been the matter. This it 
would be interesting to worry out, might I take the time; for the 
story wouldn’t be told, I conceive, by any mere rueful glance at other 
avidities, the preference for ease, the play of the passions, the appetite 
for pleasure. These things have often accompanied the business 
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imagination; just as the love of life and the love of other persons, 
and of many of the things of the world, just as quickness of soul and 
sense, have again and again not excluded it. However, it comes back, 
as I have already hinted, to the manner in which the “things of the 
world” could but present themselves; there were not enough of these, 
and they were not fine and fair enough, to engage happily so much 
unapplied, so much loose and crude attention. We hadn’t doubtless 
at all a complete play of intelligence— if I may not so far discriminate 
as to say they hadn’t; or our lack of the instinct of the market needp’t 
have been so much worth speaking of: other curiosities, other syth- 
pathies might have redressed the balance. I make out our young 
cousin J. J. as dimly aware of this while composing the light meldr 
dies that preluded to his extinction, and which that catastrophe sO 
tried to admonish us to think of as promising; but his image is more 
present to me still as the great incitement, during the few previous 
years, to our constant dream of “educational” relief, of some finer 
kind of social issue, through Europe. 

It was to Europe J. J. had been committed; he was over there 
forging the small apologetic arms that were so little to avail him, but 
it was quite enough for us that he pointed the way to the Pension 
Sillig, at Vevey, which shone at us, from afar, as our own more par- 
ticular solution. It was true that the Pension Sillig figured mainly as 
the solution in cases of recognised wildness; there long flourished 
among New York parents whose view of such resources had the 
proper range a faith in it for that complaint; and it was as an act of 
faith that, failing other remedies, our young wifeless uncle, conscious 
himself of no gift for control or for edification, had placed there his 
difficult son. He returned with delight from this judicious course and 
there was an hour when we invoked, to intensity, a similar one in 
our own interest and when the air of home did little but reflect from 
afar the glitter of blue Swiss lakes, the tinkle of cattle-bells in Alpine 
pastures, the rich bonhomie that M. Sillig, dispensing an education 
all of milk and honey and edelweiss and ranz-des-vaches, combined 
with his celebrated firmness for tough subjects. Poor J. J. came back, 
I fear, much the same subject that he went; but he had verily per- 
formed his scant office on earth, that of having brought our then pros- 
pect, our apparent possibility, a trifle nearer. He seemed to have been 
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wild even beyond M. Sillig’s measure— which was highly disappoint- 
ing; but if we might on the other hand be open to the reproach of 
falling too short of it there were establishments adapted to every 
phase of the American predicament; so that our general direction 
could but gain in vividness. I think with compassion, altogether, of 
the comparative obscurity to which our eventual success in gathering 
the fruits, few and scant though they might be, thus relegates those 
to whom it was given but to toy so briefly with the flowers. They 
make collectively their tragic trio: J. J. the elder, most loved, most 
beautiful, most sacrificed of the Albany uncles; J. J. the younger— 
they were young together, they were luckless together, and the com- 
bination was as strange as the disaster was sweeping; and the daugh- 
ter and sister, amplest of the “natural,” easiest of the idle, who lived 
on to dress their memory with every thread and patch of her own 
perfect temper and then confirm the tradition, after all, by too early 
and woeful an end. 

If it comes over me under the brush of multiplied memories that 
we might well have invoked the educational “relief” I just spoke of, 
I should doubtless as promptly add that my own case must have been 
intrinsically of the poorest, and indeed make the point once for all 
that I should be taken as having seen and felt much of the whole 
queerness through the medium of rare inaptitudes. I can only have 
been inapt, I make out, to have retained so positively joyless a sense 
of it all, to be aware of most of it now but as dim confusion, as be- 
wildered anxiety. There was interest always, certainly— but it strikes 
me to-day as interest in everything that wasn’t supposedly or pre- 
scriptively of the question at all, and in nothing that was so respect- 
ably involved and accredited. Without some sharpness of interest I 
shouldn’t now have the memories; but these stick to me somehow 
with none of the hard glue of recovered “spirits,” recovered vivaci- 
ties, assurances, successes. I can’t have had, through it all, I think, a 
throb of assurance or success; without which, at the same time, ab- 
surdly and indescribably, I lived and wriggled, floundered and failed, 
lost the clue of everything but a general lucid consciousness (lucid, 
that is, for my tender years;) which I clutched with a sense of its 
value. What happened all the while, I conceive, was that I imagined 
things— and as if quite on system— wholly other than as they were, 
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and so carried on in the midst of the actual ones an existence that 
somehow floated and saved me even while cutting me off from any 
degree of direct performance, in fact from any degree of direct par- 
ticipation, at all. There presumably was the interest— in the intensity 
and plausibility and variety of the irrelevance: an irrelevance which, 
for instance, made all pastors and masters, and especially all fellow- 
occupants of benches and desks, all elbowing and kicking presences 
within touch or view, so many monsters and horrors, so many won- 
ders and splendours and mysteries, but never, so far as I can refcol- 
lect, realities of relation, dispensers either of knowledge or of Bate, 
playmates, intimates, mere coaevals and coequals. They were some- 
thing better— better above all than the coequal or coaeval; they were 
so thoroughly figures and characters, divinities or demons, and en- 
dowed in this light with a vividness that the mere reality of relation, 
a commoner directness of contact, would have made, I surmise, com- 
paratively poor. This superior shade of interest was not, none the 
less, so beguiling that I recall without unmitigated horror, or some- 
thing very like it, a winter passed with my brother at the Institution 
Vergn^s; our sorry subjection to which argues to my present sense 
an unmitigated surrounding aridity. To a “French school” must have 
been earnestly imputed the virtue of keeping us in patience till easier 
days should come; infinitely touching our parents’ view of that New 
York fetish of our young time, an “acquisition of the languages”— 
an acquisition reinforcing those opportunities which we enjoyed at 
home, so far as they mustered, and at which I have briefly glanced. 
Charming and amusing to me indeed certain faint echoes, wavering 
images, of this superstition as it played about our path: ladies and 
gentlemen, dimly foreign, mere broken syllables of whose names 
come back to me, attending there to converse in tongues and then 
giving way to others through failures of persistence— whether in pupils 
or preceptors I know not. There hovers even Count Adam Gurowski, 
Polish, patriotic, exiled, temporarily famous, with the vision of his 
being invoked for facility and then relinquished for difficulty; though 
I scarce guess on which of his battle-grounds— he was so polyglot that 
he even had a rich command of New Yorkese. 
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XV 

It is to the Institution Vergn^s that my earliest recovery of the sense 
of being in any degree “educated with” W. J. attaches itself; an estab- 
lishment which occupied during the early ’fifties a site in the very 
middle of Broadway, of the lower, the real Broadway, where it could 
throb with the very pulse of the traffic in which we all innocently re- 
joiced— believing it, I surmise, the liveliest conceivable: a fact that 
is by itself, in the light of the present, an odd rococo note. The lower 
Broadway— I allude to the whole Fourth Street and Bond Street 
(where now is the Bond Street of that antiquity?)— was then a seat of 
education, since we had not done with it, as I shall presently show, 
even when we had done with the Institution, a prompt disillusion- 
ment; and I brood thus over a period which strikes me as long and 
during which my personal hours of diligence were somehow more 
than anything else hours of the pavement and the shopfront, or of 
such contemplative exercise as the very considerable distance, for 
small legs, between those regions and the westward Fourteenth Street 
might comprise. Pedestrian gaping having been in childhood, as I 
have noted, prevailingly my line, fate appeared to have kindly pro- 
vided for it on no small scale; to the extent even that it must have 
been really my sole and single form of athletics. Vague heated com- 
petition and agitation in the then enclosed Union Square would seem 
to point a little, among us all, to nobler types of motion; but of any 
basis for recreation, anything in the nature of a playground or a 
breathing-space, the Institution itself was serenely innocent. This I 
take again for a note extraordinarily mediaeval. It occupied the first 
and second floors, if I rightly remember, of a wide front that, over- 
hanging the endless thoroughfare, looked out on bouncing, clattering 
"stages” and painfully dragged carts and the promiscuous human 
shuffle— the violence of repercussions from the New York pavement 
of those years to be further taken into account; and I win it back 
from every side as, in spite of these aspects of garish publicity, a dark 
and dread^, and withal quite absurd, scene. I see places of that gen- 
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eral time, even places of confinement, in a dusty golden light that 
special memories of small misery scarce in the least bedim, and this 
holds true of our next and quite neighbouring refuge; the establish- 
ment of M. Vergn^s alone darkles and shrinks to me— a sordidly black 
interior is my main image for it; attenuated only by its having very 
soon afterwards, as a suffered ordeal, altogether lapsed and intermit- 
ted. Faintly, in the gloom, I distinguish M. Vergn^s himself— quite 
“old,” very old indeed as I supposed him, and highly irritated and 
markedly bristling; though of nothing in particular that happened 
to me at his or at anyone’s else hands have I the scantest remen^- 
brance. What really most happened, no doubt, was that my brothet 
and I should both come away with a mind prepared for a perfect, 
assimilation of Alphonse Daudet’s chronicle of “Jack,” years and’ 
years later on; to make the acquaintance in that work of the “petits 
pays chauds” among whom Jack learnt the first lessons of life was to 
see the Institution Vergn^s at once revive, swarming as it did with 
small homesick Cubans and Mexicans; the complete failure of blond- 
ness that marks the memory is doubtless the cumulative effect of so 
many of the New York “petits pays chauds,” preponderantly brown 
and black and conducing to a greasy gloom. Into this gloom I fear I 
should see all things recede together but for a certain salient note, 
the fact that the whole “staff” appears to have been constantly in a 
rage; from which naturally resulted the accent of shrillness (the only 
accent we could pick up, though we were supposed to be learning, 
for the extreme importance of it, quantities of French) and the sound 
of high vociferation. I remember infuriated ushers, of foreign speech 
and flushed complexion— the tearing across of hapless “exercises” and 
dicties and the hurtle through the air of dodged volumes; only never, 
despite this, the extremity of smiting. There can have been at the 
Institution no blows instructionally dealt— nor even from our hours 
of ease do any such echoes come back to me. Little Cubans and Mex- 
icans, I make out, were not to be vulgarly whacked— in deference, pre- 
sumably, to some latent relic or imputed survival of Castilian pride; 
which would impose withal considerations of quite practical pru- 
dence. Food for reflection and comparison might well have been so 
suggested; interesting at least the element of contrast between such 
opposed conceptions of tone, temper and manner as the passion with- 
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out whacks, or with whacks only of inanimate objects, ruling the 
scene I have described, and the whacks without passion, the grim, 
impersonal, strictly penal applications of the rod, which then gener- 
ally represented what was still involved in our English tradition. It 
was the two theories of sensibility, of personal dignity, that so di- 
verged; but with such other divergences now on top of those that the 
old comparison falls away. We to-day go unwhacked altogether— 
though from a pride other than Castilian: it is difficult to say at least 
what ideal has thus triumphed. In the Vergn^s air at any rate I seem 
myself to have sat unscathed and unterrified— not alarmed even by so 
much as a call to the blackboard; only protected by my insignificance, 
which yet covered such a sense of our dusky squalor. Queer for us the 
whole affair, assuredly; but how much queerer for the poor petits 
pays chauds who had come so far for their privilege. We had come, 
comparatively, but from round the comer— and that left the “state of 
education” and the range of selection all about as quaint enough. 
What could these things then have been in the various native climes 
of the petits pays chauds? 

It was by some strong wave of reaction, clearly, that we were floated 
next into the quieter haven of Mr. Richard Pulling Jenks— where 
cleaner waters, as I feel their coolness still, must have filled a neater 
though, it was true, slightly more contracted trough. Yet the range 
of selection had been even on this higher plane none too strikingly 
exemplified; our jumping had scant compass— we still grubbed with 
a good conscience in Broadway and sidled about Fourth Street. But 
I think of the higher education as having there, from various causes, 
none the less begun to glimmer for us. A diffused brightness, a kind 
of high cross-light of conflicting windows, rests for me at all events 
on the little realm of Mr. Pulling Jenks and bathes it as with posi- 
tively sweet limitations. Limited must it have been, I feel, with our 
couple of middling rooms, front and back, our close packing, our 
large unaccommodating stove, our grey and gritty oilcloth, and again 
our importunate Broadway; from the aggregation of which elements 
there distils itself, without my being able to account for it, a certain 
perversity of romance. I speak indeed here for myself in particular, 
and keen for romance must I have been in such conditions, I admit; 
since the sense of it had crept into a recreational desert even as utter 
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as that of the Institution Vergnfcs. Up out of Broadway we still scram- 
bled— I can smell the steep and cold and dusty wooden staircase; 
straight into Broadway we dropped— I feel again the generalised 
glare of liberation; and I scarce know what tenuity of spirit it argues 
that I should neither have enjoyed nor been aware of missing (speak- 
ing again for myself only) a space wider than the schoolroom floor 
to react and knock about in. I literally conclude that we must have 
knocked about in Broadway, and in Broadway alone, like perfect 
little men of the world; we must have been let loose there to stretch 
our legs and fill our lungs, without prejudice either to our earlier 
and later freedoms of going and coming. I as strictly infer, at the 
same time, that Broadway must have been then as one of the alleys 
of Eden, for any sinister contact or consequence involved for us; a 
circumstance that didn’t in the least interfere, too, as I have noted, 
with its offer of an entrancing interest. The interest verily could have 
been a calculated thing on the part of our dear parents as little as on 
that of Mr. Jenks himself. Therefore let it be recorded as still most 
odd that we should all have assented to such deficiency of landscape, 
such exiguity of sport. I take the true inwardness of the matter to 
have been in our having such short hours, long as they may have ap- 
peared at the time, that the day left margin at the worst for private 
inventions. I think we found landscape, for ourselves— and wherever 
I at least found vision I found such sport as I was capable of— even 
between the front and back rooms and the conflicting windows; even 
by the stove which somehow scorched without warming, and yet 
round which Mr. Coe and Mr. Dolmidge, the drawing-master and 
the writing-master, arriving of a winter’s day, used notedly, and in 
the case of Mr. Coe lamentedly, to draw out their delays. Is the dusty 
golden light of retrospect in this connection an effluence from Mr. 
Dolmidge and Mr. Coe, whose ministrations come back to me as the 
sole directly desired or invoked ones I was to know in my years, such 
as they were, of pupilage? 

I see them in any case as old-world images, figures of an antique 
stamp; products, mustn’t they have been, of an order in which some 
social relativity or matter-of-course adjustment, some transmitted 
form and pressure, were still at work? Mr. Dolmidge, inordinately 
lean, clean-shaved, as was comparatively uncommon then, and in a 



A SMALL BOY AND OTHERS 


117 


swallow-tailed coat and I think a black satin stock, was surely perfect 
in his absolutely functional way, a pure pen-holder of a man, melan- 
choly and mild, who taught the most complicated flourishes— great 
scrolls of them met our view in the form of surging seas and beaked 
and beady-eyed eagles, the eagle being so calligraphic a bird— while 
he might just have taught resignation. He was not at all funny— no 
one out of our immediate family circle, in fact almost no one but 
W. J. himself, who flowered in every waste, seems to have struck me 
as funny in those years; but he was to remain with me a picture of 
somebody in Dickens, one of the Phiz if not the Cruikshank pictures. 
Mr. Coe was another affair, bristling with the question of the "hard,” 
but somehow too with the revelation of the soft, the deeply attach- 
ing; a worthy of immense stature and presence, crowned as with the 
thick white hair of genius, wearing a great gathered or puckered 
cloak, with a vast velvet collar, and resembling, as he comes back to 
me, the General Winfield Scott who lived so much in our eyes then. 
The oddity may well even at that hour have been present to me of its 
taking so towering a person to produce such small "drawing-cards”; 
it was as if some mighty bird had laid diminutive eggs. Mr. Coe, of 
a truth, laid his all over the place, and though they were not of more 
than handy size— very small boys could set them up in state on very 
small desks— they had doubtless a great range of number and effect. 
They were scattered far abroad and I surmise celebrated; they repre- 
sented crooked cottages, feathery trees, browsing and bristling beasts 
and other rural objects; all rendered, as I recall them, in little de- 
tached dashes that were like stories told in words of one syllable, or 
even more perhaps in short gasps of delight. It must have been a 
stammering art, but 1 admired its fluency, which swims for me more- 
over in richer though slightly vague associations. Mr. Coe practised 
on a larger scale, in colour, in oils, producing wondrous neat little 
boards that make me to this day think of them and more particularly 
smell them, when I hear of a "panel” picture: a glamour of greatness 
attends them as brought home by W. J. from the master’s own place 
of instruction in that old University building which partly formed 
the east side of Washington Square and figures to memory, or to fond 
imagination, as throbbing with more ofiices and functions, a denser 
chiaroscuro, than any reared hugeness of to-day, where character is 
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SO lost in quantity. Is there any present structure that plays such a 
part in proportion to its size?— though even as I ask the quesnon 
feel how nothing on earth is proportioned to present sizes. ese 
alone are proportioned— and to mere sky-space and mere amount, 
amount of steel and stone; which is comparatively uninteresting. 
Perhaps our needs and our elements were then absurdly, were then 
provincially few, and that the patches of character in that small grey 
granite compendium were all we had in general to exhibit. Let me 
add at any rate that some of them were exhibitional— even to my 
tender years, I mean; since I respond even yet to my privilege of 
presence at some Commencement or Commemoration, such as might 
be natural, doubtless, to any “university,” where, as under a high 
rich roof, before a Chancellor in a gown and amid serried admirers 
and impressive applause, there was “speaking,” of the finest sort, and 
where above all I gathered in as a dazzling example the rare assur- 
ance of young Winthrop Somebody or Somebody Winthrop, who, 
though still in jackets, held us spellbound by his rendering of 
Serjeant Buzfuz’s exposure of Mr. Pickwick. Long was I to marvel 
at the high sufficiency of young Winthrop Somebody or Somebody 
Winthrop— in which romantic impression it is perhaps after all 
(though with the consecration of one or two of the novels of the 
once-admired Theodore of that name, which so remarkably insists, 
thrown in) the sense of the place is embalmed. 

I must not forget indeed that I throw in also Mr. Coe— even if 
with less assured a hand; by way of a note on those higher flights 
of power and promise that I at this time began to see definitely deter- 
mined in my brother. As I catch W. J.’s image, from far back, at its 
most characteristic, he sits drawing and drawing, always drawing, 
especially under the lamplight of the Fourteenth Street back par- 
lour; and not as with a plodding patience, which I think would less 
have affected me, but easily, freely and, as who should say, infallibly: 
^ways at the stage of finishing off, his head dropped from side to 
side and his tongue rubbing his lower lip. I recover a period during 
which to see him at all was so to see him-the other flights and facul- 
ties removed him from my view. These were a matter of course— he 
recurred, he passed nearer, but in his moments of ease, and I clearly 
quite accepted the ease of his disappearances. Didn't he always when 
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within my view light them up and justify them by renewed and 
enlarged vividness? so that my whole sense of him as formed for 
assimilations scarce conceivable made our gaps of contact too natural 
for me even to be lessons in humility. Humility had nothing to do 
with it— as little even as envy would have had; I was below humility, 
just as we were together outside of competition, mutually “hors 
concours.” His competitions were with others— in which how wasn't 
he, how could he not be, successful? while mine were with nobody, 
or nobody’s with me, which came to the same thing, as heaven 
knows I neither braved them nor missed them. That winter, as I 
recover it, represents him as sufficiently within view to make his 
position or whereabouts in the upper air definite— I must have taken 
it for granted before, but could now in a manner measure it; and the 
freshness of this sense, something serene in my complacency, had 
to do, I divine, with the effect of our moving, with the rest of our 
company, which was not numerous but practically, but appreciably 
“select,” on a higher and fairer plane than ever yet. Predominantly 
of course we owed this benefit to Richard Pulling himself; of whom 
I recall my brother’s saying to me, at a considerably later time, 
and with an authority that affected me as absolute, that he had been 
of all our masters the most truly genial, in fact the only one to whom 
the art of exciting an interest or inspiring a sympathy could be in 
any degree imputed. I take this to have meant that he would have 
adorned a higher sphere— and it may have been, to explain his so 
soon swimming out of our ken, that into a higher sphere he rapidly 
moved; I can account at least for our falling away from him the very 
next year and declining again upon baser things and a lower civilisa- 
tion but by some probability of his flight, just thereafter effected, 
to a greater distance, to one of the far upper reaches of the town. 
Some years must have elapsed and some distinction have crowned 
him when, being briefly in New York together, W. J. and I called 
on him of a Sunday afternoon, to find— what I hadn’t been at all 
sure of— that he still quite knew who we were, or handsomely pre- 
tended to; handsomely in spite of his markedly confirmed identity of 
appearance with the Punch, husband to Judy, of the funny papers 
and the street show. Bald, rotund, of ruddy complexion, with the 
nose, the chin, the arched eye, the paunch and the barbiche, to say 
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nothing of the ferule nursed in his arms and with which, in the 
show, such free play is made, Mr. Jenks yet seems to me to ave 
preserved a dignity as well as projected an image, and in fact ave 
done other things besides. He whacked occasionally— he must have 
been one of the last of the whackers; but I don't remember it as 
ugly or dreadful or droll— don’t remember, that is, either directly 
feeling or reflectively enjoying it: it fails somehow to break the spell 
of our civilisation; my share in which, however, comes back to me 
as merely contemplative. It is beyond measure odd, doubtless, that 
my main association with my “studies,” whether of the infant pr 
the adolescent order, should be with almost anything but the fact 
of learning— of learning, I mean, what I was supposed to learn. 
I could only have been busy, at the same time, with other pursuits— 
which must have borne some superficial likeness at least to the 
acquisition of knowledge of a free irresponsible sort; since I remem- 
ber few either of the inward pangs or the outward pains of a merely 
graceless state. I recognise at the same time that it was perhaps a 
sorry business to be so interested in one didn’t know what. Such 
are, whether at the worst or at the best, some of the aspects of that 
season as Mr. Jenks’s image presides; in the light of which I may 
perhaps again rather wonder at my imputation to the general picture 
of so much amenity. Clearly the good man was a civiliser— whacks 
and all; and by some art not now to be detected. He was a compla- 
cent classic— which was what my brother’s claim for him, I dare say, 
mastly represented; though that passed over the head of my tenth 
year. It was a good note for him in this particular that, deploring 
the facile text-books of Doctor Anthon of Columbia College, in which 
there was even more crib than text, and holding fast to the sterner 
discipline of Andrews and Stoddard and of that other more con- 
servative commentator (he too doubtless long since superseded) whose 
name I blush to forget. I think in fine of Richard Pulling’s small 
but sincere academy as a consistent little protest against its big and 
easy and quite out-distancing rival, the Columbia College school, 
apparently in those days quite the favourite of fortune. 
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I must in some degree have felt it a charm there that we were not, 
under his rule, inordinately prepared for “business," but were on the 
contrary to remember that the taste of Cornelius Nepos in the air, 
even rather stale though it may have been, had lacked the black bit- 
terness marking our next ordeal and that I conceive to have pro- 
ceeded from some rank predominance of the theory and practice 
of book-keeping. It had consorted with this that we found ourselves, 
by I know not what inconsequence, a pair of the “assets” of a firm; 
Messrs. Forest and Quackenboss, who carried on business at the 
northwest corner of Fourteenth Street and Sixth Avenue, having for 
the winter of 1854-5 taken our education in hand. As their estab- 
lishment had the style, so I was conscious at the time of its having 
the general stamp and sense, of a shop— a shop of long standing, 
of numerous clients, of lively bustle and traffic. The structure itself 
was to my recent recognition still there and more than ever a shop, 
with improvements and extensions, but dealing in other wares than 
those anciently and as I suppose then quite freshly purveyed; so 
far at least as freshness was imputable to the senior member of the 
firm, who had come down to our generation from a legendary past 
and with a striking resemblance of head and general air to Benjamin 
Franklin. Mr. Forest, under whose more particular attention I lan- 
guished, had lasted on from a plainer age and, having formed, by 
the legend, in their youth, the taste of two or three of our New York 
uncles— though for what it could have been goodness only knew— 
was still of a trempe to whack in the fine old way at their nephews 
and sons. 1 see him aloft, benevolent and hard, mildly massive, in a 
black dress coat and trousers and a white neckcloth that should have 
figured, if it didn’t, a frill, and on the highest rostrum of our experi- 
ence, whence he comes back to me as the dryest of all our founts of 
knowledge, though quite again as a link with fiir-off manners and 
forms and as the most “historic" figure we had ever had to do with. 
W. J., as I distinguish, had in truth scarcely to do with him— W. J. 
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lost again on upper floors, in higher classes, in real pursuits, and 
connecting me, in an indirect and almost deprecated manner, with 
a strange, curly, glossy, an anointed and bearded, Mr. Quackenboss, 
the junior partner, who conducted the classical department and 
never whacked— only sent down his subjects, with every confidence, 
to his friend. I make out with clearness that Mr. Forest was awful 
and arid, and yet that somehow, by the same stroke, we didn’t, 
under his sway, go in terror, only went exceedingly in want; even it 
in want indeed of I scarce (for myself) know what, since it might we^ 
have been enough for me, in so resounding an air, to escape with 
nothing worse than a failure of thrill. If I didn’t feel that interest 
I must clearly not have inspired it, and I marvel afresh, under these 
memories, at the few points at which I appear to have touched con- 
stituted reality. That, however, is a different connection altogether, 
and I read back into the one I have been noting much of the chill, 
or at least the indifference, of a foreseen and foredoomed detach- 
ment: it was during that winter that I began to live by anticipation 
in another world and to feel our uneasy connection with New York 
loosen beyond recovery. I remember for how many months, when 
the rupture took place, we had been to my particular consciousness 
virtually in motion; though I regain at the same time the impres- 
sion of more experience on the spot than had marked our small 
previous history: this, however, a branch of the matter that I must 
for the moment brush aside. For it would have been meanwhile 
odd enough to hold us in arrest a moment— that quality of our situa- 
tion that could suffer such elements as those I have glanced at to 
take so considerably the place of education as more usually and con- 
ventionally understood, and by that understanding more earnestly 
mapped out; a deficiency, in the whole thing, that I fail at all consis- 
tently to deplore, however— struck as I am with the rare fashion after 
which, in any small victim of life, the inward perversity may work. 

It works by converting to its uses things vain and unintended, 
to the great discomposure of their prepared opposites, which it by 
the same stroke so often reduces to naught; with the result indeed 
that one may most of all see it— so at least have I quite exclusively 
seen it, the little life out for its chance— as proceeding by the invet- 
erate process of conversion. As I reconsider both my own and my 
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brother’s early start— even his too, made under stronger propulsions 
—it is quite for me as if the authors of our being and guardians of 
our youth had virtually said to us but one thing, directed our course 
but by one word, though constantly repeated: Convert, convert, con- 
vertl With which I have not even the sense of any needed appeal 
in us for further apprehension of the particular precious metal our 
chemistry was to have in view. I taste again in that pure air no ghost 
of a hint, for instance, that the precious metal was the refined gold 
of “success”— a reward of effort for which I remember to have heard 
at home no good word, nor any sort of word, ever faintly breathed. 
It was a case of the presumption that we should hear words enough 
abundantly elsewhere; so that any dignity the idea might claim was 
in the first place not worth insisting on, and in the second might 
well be overstated. We were to convert and convert, success— in the 
sense that was in the general air— or no success; and simply every- 
thing that should happen to us, every contact, every impression and 
every experience we should know, were to form our soluble stuff; 
with only ourselves to thank should we remain unaware, by the 
time our perceptions were decently developed, of the substance 
finally projected and most desirable. That substance might be just 
consummately Virtue, as a social grace and value— and as a matter 
furthermore on which pretexts for ambiguity of view and of meas- 
ure were as little as possible called upon to flourish. This last luxury 
therefore quite failed us, and we understood no whit the less what 
was suggested and expected because of the highly liberal way in 
which the pill, if I may call it so, was gilded: it had been made up— 
to emphasise my image— in so bright an air of humanity and gaiety, 
of charity and humour. What I speak of is the medium itself, of 
course, that we were most immediately steeped in— I am glancing 
now at no particular turn of our young attitude in it, and I can 
scarce sufficiently express how little it could have conduced to the 
formation of prigs. Our father’s prime horror was of them— he only 
cared for virtue that was more or less ashamed of itself; and nothing 
could have been of a happier whimsicality than the mixture in him, 
and in all his walk and conversation, of the strongest instinct for the 
human and the liveliest reaction from the literal. The literal played 
in our education as small a part as it perhaps ever played in any. 
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and we wholesomely breathed inconsistenqr and ate and drank con- 
tradictions. The presence of paradox was so bright among us— though 
fluttering ever with as light a wing and as short a flight as need have 
been— that we fairly grew used to allow, from an early time, for the 
so many and odd declarations we heard launched, to the extent of 
happily “discounting” them; the moral of all of which was that we 
need never fear not to be good enough if we were only social 
enough: a splendid meaning indeed being attached to the latter tetnn. 

Thus we had ever the amusement, since I can really call it noth- 
ing less, of hearing morality, or moralism, as it was more invidiously 
worded, made hay of in the very interest of character and conduct; 
these things suffering much, it seemed, by their association with the 
conscience— that is the conscious conscience— the very home of the 
literal, the haunt of so many pedantries. Pedantries, on all this 
ground, were anathema; and if our dear parent had at all minded 
his not being consistent, and had entertained about us generally less 
passionate an optimism (not an easy but an arduous state in him 
moreover,) he might have found it difficult to apply to the promo- 
tion of our studies so free a suspicion of the inhumanity of Method. 
Method certainly never quite raged among us; but it was our fortune 
nevertheless that everything had its turn, and that such indifferences 
were no more pedantic than certain rigours might perhaps have 
been; of all of which odd notes of our situation there would, and 
possibly will, be more to say— my present aim is really but to testify 
to what most comes up for me to-day in the queer educative air 
I have been trying to breathe again. That definite reflection is that 
if we had not had in us to some degree the root of the matter no 
method, however confessedly or aggressively “pedantic,” would much 
have availed for us; and that since we apparently did have it, deep 
down and inert in our small patches of virgin soil, the fashion after 
which it struggled forth was an experience as intense as any other 
and a record of as great a dignity. It may be asked me, I recognise, 
of the root of “what” matter I so complacently speak, and if I say 
“Why, of the matter of our having with considerable intensity 
proved educable, or, if you like better, teachable, that is accessible 
to experience,” it may again be retorted: “That won’t do for a de- 
cent account of a young consciousness; for think of all the things 
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that the failure of method, of which you make so light, didn’t put 
into yours; think of the splendid economy of a real— or at least of a 
planned and attempted education, a ‘regular course of instruction’ 
—and then think of the waste involved in the so inferior substitute 
of which the pair of you were evidently victims.” An admonition this 
on which I brood, less, however, than on the still other sense, rising 
from the whole retrospect, of my now feeling sure, of my having 
mastered the particular history of just that waste— to the point of 
its actually affecting me as blooming with interest, to the point 
even of its making me ask myself how in the world, if the question 
is of the injection of more things into the consciousness (as would 
seem the case,) mine could have “done” with more: thanks to its 
small trick, perhaps vicious I admit, of having felt itself from an 
early time almost uncomfortably stuffed. I see my critic, by whom 
I mean my representative of method at any price, take in this plea 
only to crush it with his confidence— that without the signal effects 
of method one must have had by an inexorable law to resort to 
shifts and ingenuities, and can therefore only have been an artful 
dodger more or less successfully dodging. I take full account of the 
respectability of the prejudice against one or two of the uses to 
which the intelligence may at a pinch be put— the criminal use in 
particular of falsifying its history, of forging its records even, and 
of appearing greater than the traceable grounds warrant. One can 
but bll back, none the less, on the particular untraceability of 
grounds— when it comes to that: cases abound so in which, with 
the grounds all there, the intelligence itself is not to be identified. 
I contend for nothing moreover but the lively interest of the view, 
and above all of the measure, of almost any mental history after the 
fact. Of less interest, comparatively, is that sight of the mind before 
—before the demonstration of the fact, that is, and while still muflled 
in theories and presumptions (purple and fine linen, and as such 
highly becoming though these be) of what shall prove best for it. 

Which doubtless too numerous remarks have been determined by 
my sense of the tenuity of some of my clues: I had begun to count 
our wavering steps from so very far back, and with a lively dispo- 
sition, I confess, not to miss even the vaguest of them. I can scarce 
indeed overstate the vagueness that quite had to attend a great num- 



126 HENRY JAMES: AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

ber in presence of the fact that our father, caring for our spiritual 
decency unspeakably more than for anything else, anything at all 
that might be or might become ours, would have seemed to regard 
this cultivation of it as profession and career enough for us, had 
he but betrayed more interest in our mastery of any art or craft. It 
was not certainly that the profession of virtue would have been 
anything less than abhorrent to him, but that, singular though the 
circumstance, there were times when he might have struck us as 
having after all more patience with it than with this, that or ithe 
other more technical thrifty scheme. Of the beauty of his dissiiilu- 
lated anxiety and tenderness on these and various other suchlike 
heads, however, other examples will arise; for I see him now as fair^^y 
afraid to recognise certain anxieties, fairly declining to dabble in 
the harshness of practical precautions or impositions. The effect of 
his attitude, so little thought out as shrewd or as vulgarly providen- 
tial, but in spite of this so socially and affectionally founded, could 
only be to make life interesting to us at the worst, in default of 
making it extraordinarily “paying.” He had a theory that it would 
somehow or other always be paying enough— and this much less by 
any poor conception of our wants (for he delighted in our wants 
and so sympathetically and sketchily and summarily wanted for us) 
than by a happy and friendly, though slightly nebulous, conception 
of our resources. Delighting ever in the truth while generously con- 
temptuous of the facts, so far as we might make the difference— the 
facts having a way of being many and the truth remaining but one 
—he held that there would always be enough; since the truth, the 
true truth, was never ugly and dreadful, and we didn’t and wouldn’t 
depart from it by any cruelty or stupidity (for he wouldn’t have 
had us stupid,) and might therefore depend on it for due abundance 
even of meat and drink and raiment, even of wisdom and wit and 
honour. It is too much to say that our so preponderantly humanised 
and socialised adolescence was to make us look out for these things 
with a subtle indirectness; but I return to my proposition that there 
may still be a charm in seeing such hazards at work through a 
given, even if not in a systematised, case. My cases are of course 
given, so that economy of observation after the fact, as I have called 
it, becomes inspiring, not less than the amusement, or whatever it 



A SMALL BOY AND OTHERS 


127 


may be, of the question of what might happen, of what in point of 
fact did happen, to several very towny and domesticated little per- 
sons, who were confirmed in their towniness and fairly enriched in 
their sensibility, instead of being chucked into a scramble or exposed 
on breezy uplands under the she-wolf of competition and discipline. 
Perhaps any success that attended the experiment— which was really, 
as I have hinted, no plotted thing at all, but only an accident of 
accidents— proceeded just from the fact that the small subjects, a 
defeated Romulus, a prematurely sacrificed Remus, had in their very 
sensibility an asset, as we have come to say, a principle of life and 
even of “fun.” Perhaps on the other hand the success would have been 
greater with less of that particular complication or facilitation and 
more of some other which I shall be at a loss to identify. What I 
find in my path happens to be the fact of the sensibility, and from 
the light it sheds the curious, as also the common, things that did 
from occasion to occasion play into it seem each to borrow a separate 
and vivifying glow. 

As at the Institution Vergnis and at Mr. Pulling Jenks’s, however 
this might be, so at “Forest’s,” or in other words at the more numer- 
ous establishment of Messrs. Forest and Quackenboss, where we 
spent the winter of 1854, reality, in the form of multitudinous 
mates, was to have swarmed about me increasingly: at Forest’s the 
prolonged roll-call in the morning, as I sit in the vast bright crowded 
smelly smoky room, in which rusty black stove-shafts were the near- 
est hint of architecture, bristles with names, Hoes and Havemeyers, 
Stokeses, Phelpses, Colgates and others, of a subsequently great New 
York salience. It was sociable and gay, it was sordidly spectacular, 
one was then, by an inch or two, a bigger boy— though with crush- 
ing superiorities in that line all round; and when I wonder why 
the scene was sterile (which was what I took it for at the worst) the 
reason glooms out again in the dreadful blight of arithmetic, which 
affected me at the time as filling all the air. The quantity imposed 
may not in fact have been positively gross, yet it is what I most defi- 
nitely remember— not, I mean, that I have retained the dimmest 
notion of the science, but only of the dire image of our being in 
one way or another always supposedly addressed to it. I recall strange 
neighbours and deskfellows who, not otherwise too objectionable, 
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were uncanny and monstrous through their possession, cultivation, 
imitation of ledgers, daybooks, double-entry, tall pages of figures, 
interspaces streaked with oblique ruled lines that weirdly “bal- 
anced," whatever that might mean, and other like horrors. Nothing 
in truth is more distinct to me than the tune to which they were, 
without exception, at their ease on such ground— unless it be my 
general dazzled, humiliated sense, through those years, of the com- 
mon, the baffling, mastery, all round me, of a hundred handy arts 
and devices. Everyone did things and had things— everyone kiciew 
how, even when it was a question of the small animals, the dormice 
and grasshoppers, or the hoards of food and stationery, that they 
kept in their desks, just as they kept in their heads such secrets 
for how to do sums— those secrets that I must even then have fore- 
seen I should even so late in life as this have failed to discover. I may 
have known things, have by that time learnt a few, myself, but I 
didn’t know tAat- what I did know; whereas those who surrounded 
me were all agog, to my vision, with the benefit of their knowledge. 
I see them, in this light, across the years, fairly grin and grimace 
with it; and the presumable vulgarity of some of them, certain scat- 
tered shades of baseness still discernible, comes to me as but one of 
the appearances of an abounding play of genius. Who was it I ever 
thought stupid?— even when knowing, or at least feeling, that sundry 
expressions of life or force, which I yet had no name for, represented 
somehow art without grace, or (what after a fashion came to the 
same thing) presence without type. All of which, I should add, didn’t 
in the least prevent my moving on the plane of the remarkable; so 
that if, as I have noted, the general blank of consciousness, in the 
conditions of that winter, rather tended to spread, this could perhaps 
have but had for its best reason that 1 was fairly gorged with won- 
ders. They were too much of the same kind; the result, that is, of 
everyone’s seeming to know everything— to the effect, a little, that 
everything suffered by it. There was a boy called Simpson my juxta- 
position to whom I recall as uninterruptedly close, and whose origin 
can only have been, I think, quite immediately Irish— and Simpson, 
1 feel sure, was a friendly and helpful character. Yet even he reeked, 
to my Knse, with strange accomplishment— no single show of which 
but was accompanied in him by a smart protrusion of the lower lip. 
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a crude complacency of power, that almost crushed me to sadness. 

It is as if 1 had passed in that sadness most of those ostensibly ani- 
mated months; an eflEect however doubtless in some degree proceed- 
ing, for later appreciation, from the more intelligible nearness of 
the time— it had brought me to the end of my twelfth year; which 
helps not a little to turn it to prose. How I gave to that state, in any 
case, such an air of occupation as to beguile not only myself but my 
instructors— which I infer I did from their so intensely letting me 
alone— I am quite at a loss to say; I have in truth mainly the remem- 
brance of being consistently either ignored or exquisitely considered 
(I know not which to call it;) even if without the belief, which would 
explain it, that I passed for generally “wanting” any more than for 
naturally odious. It was strange, at all events— it could only have 
been— to be so stupid without being more brutish and so perceptive 
without being more keen. Here were a case and a problem to which 
no honest master with other and better cases could have felt justified 
in giving time; he would have had at least to be morbidly curious, 
and I recall from that sphere of rule no instance whatever of the 
least refinement of inquiry. I should even probably have missed one 
of these more flattering shades of attention had I missed attention 
at all; but I think I was never really aware of how little I got or how 
much I did without. I read back into the whole connection indeed 
the chill, or at least the indifference, of a foreseen and foredoomed 
detachment: I have noted how at this desperate juncture the mild 
forces making for our conscious relief, pushing the door to Europe 
definitely open, began at last to be effective. Nothing seemed to mat- 
ter at all but that I should become personally and incredibly ac- 
quainted with Piccadilly and Richmond Park and Ham Common. 
I regain at the same time the impression of more experience on the 
spot than had marked our small previous history. 

Pitiful as it looks to these ampler days the mere little fact that 
a small court for recreation was attached to our academy added 
something of a grace to life. We descended in relays, for “intermis- 
sion,” into a paved and walled yard of the scantest size; the only 
provision for any such privilege— not counting the street itself, of 
which, at the worst of other conditions, we must have had free range 
*-that I recover from those years. The ground is built over now. 
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but I could Still figure, on a recent occasion, our small breathing- 
space; together with my then abject little sense that it richly sufficed 
—or rather, positively, that nothing could have been more romantic. 
For within our limit we freely conversed, and at nothing did I assist 
with more interest than at free conversation. Certain boys hover be- 
fore me, the biggest, the fairest, the most worthy of freedom, domi- 
nating the scene and scattering upon fifty subjects the most surprising 
lights. One of these heroes, whose stature and complexion are , still 
there for me to admire, did tricks of legerdemain, with the scant 
apparatus of a handkerchief, a key, a pocketknife— as to some oni of 
which it is as fresh as yesterday that I ingenuously invited him to 
show me how to do it, and then, on his treating me with scorn, re- 
newed without dignity my fond solicitation. Fresher even than yes- 
terday, fadelessly fresh for me at this hour, is the cutting remark 
thereupon of another boy, who certainly wasn’t Simpson and whose 
identity is lost for me in his mere inspired authority: “Oh, oh, oh, I 
should think you’d be too proud— 1” I had neither been too proud 
nor so much as conceived that one might be, but I remember well 
how it flashed on me with this that I had failed thereby of a high 
luxury or privilege— which the whole future, however, might help 
me to make up for. To what extent it has helped is another matter, 
but so fine was the force of the suggestion that I think I have 
never in all the years made certain returns upon my spirit with- 
out again feeling the pang from the cool little voice of the Four- 
teenth Street yard. Such was the moral exercise it at least al- 
lowed us room for. It also allowed us room, to be just, for an inor- 
dinate consumption of hot waffles retailed by a benevolent black 
“auntie” who presided, with her husband’s aid as I remember, at 
a portable stove set up in a passage or recess opening from the court; 
to which we flocked and pushed, in a merciless squeeze, with all our 
coppers, and the products of which, the oblong farinaceous com- 
pound, faintly yet richly brown, stamped and smoking, not crisp nor 
brittle, but softly absorbent of the syrup dabbed upon it for a finish, 
revealed to me I for a long time, even for a very long time sup- 
posed, the highest pleasure of sense. We stamped about, we freely 
conversed, we ate sticky waffles by the hundred— I recall no worse 
acts of violence unless 1 count as such our intermissional rushes to 
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Pynsent’s of the Avenue, a few doors off, in the particular interest 
of a confection that ran the waffle close, as the phrase is, for popu- 
larity, while even surpassing it for stickiness. Pynsent’s was higher 
up in the row in which Forest’s had its front— other and dearer names 
have dropped from me, but Pynsent’s adheres with all the force of 
the strong saccharine principle. This principle, at its highest, we 
conceived, was embodied in small amber-coloured mounds of 
chopped cocoanut or whatever other substance, if a finer there be; 
profusely, lusciously endued and distributed on small tin trays in 
the manner of haycocks in a field. We acquired, we appropriated, 
we transported, we enjoyed them, they fairly formed perhaps, after 
all, our highest enjoyment; but with consequences to our pockets— 
and 1 speak of those other than financial, with an intimacy, a reci- 
procity of contact at any, or at every, personal point, that I lose 
myself in the thought of. 


XVII 

I lose myself, of a truth, under the whole pressure of the spring of 
memory proceeding from recent revisitings and recognitions— the 
action of the fact that time until lately had spared hereabouts, and 
may still be sparing, in the most exceptional way, by an anomaly or 
a mercy of the rarest in New York, a whole cluster of landmarks, 
leaving me to “spot” and verify, right and left, the smallest pre- 
served particulars. These things, at the pressure, flush together again, 
interweave their pattern and quite thrust it at me, the absurd 
little fusion of images, for a history or a picture of the time— the 
background of which I see after all so much less as the harsh Sixth 
Avenue comer than as many other matters. Those scant shades 
claimed us but briefly and superficially, and it comes back to me that 
oddly enough, in the light of autumn afternoons, our associates, the 
most animated or at any rate the best "put in” little figures of our 
landscape, were not our comparatively obscure schoolmates, who 
seem mostly to have swum out of our ken between any day and its 
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morrow. Our other companions, those we practically knew “at 
home,” ignored our school, having better or worse of their own, but 
peopled somehow for us the social scene, which, figuring there for 
me in documentary vividness, bristles with Van Burens, Van Win- 
kles, De Peysters, Costers, Senters, Norcoms, Robinsons (these last 
composing round a stone-throwing "Eugene,”) Wards, Hunts and 
tutti quanti— to whose ranks I must add our invariable Albert, be- 
fore-mentioned, and who swarm from up and down and east and 
west, appearing to me surely to have formed a rich and various 
society. Our salon, it is true, was mainly the street, loose and i(ude 
and crude in those days at best— though with a rapid increase of re- 
deeming features, to the extent to which the spread of micaceous 
brown stone could redeem: as exhibited especially in the ample face 
of the Scotch Presbyterian church promptly rising just opposite our 
own peculiar row and which it now marks for me somewhat grimly 
a span of life to have seen laboriously rear itself, continuously flour- 
ish and utterly disappear. While in construction it was only less in- 
teresting than the dancing-academy of Mr. Edward Ferrero, slightly 
west of it and forming with it, in their embryonic stage, a large and 
delightfully dangerous adjunct to our playground, though with the 
distinction of coming much to surpass it for interest in the final 
phase. While we clambered about on ladders and toyed with the 
peril of unfloored abysses, while we trespassed and pried and per- 
vaded, snatching a scant impression from sorry material enough, 
clearly, the sacred edifice enjoyed a credit beyond that of the pro- 
fane; but when both were finished and opened we flocked to the 
sound of the fiddle more freely, it need scarce be said, than to that 
of the psalm. “Freely” indeed, in our particular case, scarce expresses 
the latter relation; since our young liberty in respect to church- 
going was absolute and we might range at will, through the great 
city, from one place of worship and one form of faith to another, or 
might on occasion ignore them all equally, which was what we 
mainly did; whereas we rallied without a break to the halls of 
Ferrero, a view of the staringly and, as I supposed dazzlingly, fres- 
coed walls, the internal economy, the high amenity, the general 
aesthetic and social appeal, of which still hangs in its wealth before 
me. Dr. McElroy, uplifting ti^t-closed eyes, strange long-drawn 
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accents and gaunt scraggy chin, squirming and swaying and cushion* 
thumping in his only a shade more chastely adorned temple, is dis- 
tinct enough too— just as we enjoyed this bleak intensity the more, 
to my personal vision, through the vague legend (and no legend was 
too vague for me to cherish) of his being the next pastor in succes- 
sion to the one under whom our mother, thereto predirected by our 
good greatgrandfather, Alexander Robertson already named, who 
was nothing if not Scotch and Presbyterian and authoritative, as his 
brave old portrait by the elder Jarves attests, had “sat” before her 
marriage; the marriage so lamentedly diverting her indeed from this 
tradition that, to mark the rueful rupture, it had invoked, one eve- 
ning, with the aid of India muslin and a wondrous gold headband, 
in the maternal, the Washington Square “parlours,” but the secular 
nuptial consecration of the then Mayor of the city— I think Mr. 
Varick. 

We progeny were of course after this mild convulsion not at all 
in the fold; yet it strikes me as the happy note of a simple age that 
we were practically, of a Sunday at least, wherever we might have 
chosen to enter: since, going forth hand in hand into the sunshine 
(and I connect myself here with my next younger, not with my elder, 
brother, whose orbit was other and larger) we sampled, in modem 
phrase, as small unprejudiced inquirers obeying their inspiration, 
any resort of any congregation detected by us; doing so, I make out 
moreover, with a sense of earnest provision for any contemporary 
challenge. “What church do you go to?”— the challenge took in child- 
ish circles that searching form; of the form it took among our elders 
my impression is more vague. To which I must add as well that our 
"fending” in this fashion for ourselves didn’t so prepare us for in- 
vidious remark— remark I mean upon our pewless state, which in- 
volved, to my imagination, much the same discredit that a house- 
less or a cookless would have done— as to hush in my breast the 
appeal to our parents, not for religious instruction (of which we 
had plenty, and of the most charming and familiar) but simply for 
instruction (a very difEerent thing) as to where we should say we 
“went,” in our world, under cold scrutiny or derisive comment. It 
was colder than any criticism, I recall, to hear our father reply that 
we could plead nothing less than the whole privilege of Christendom 
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and that there was no communion, even that of the Catholics, even 
that of the Jews, even that of the Swedenborgians, from which we 
need find ourselves excluded. With the freedom we enjoyed our 
dilemma clearly amused him; it would have been impossible, he 
affirmed, to be theologically more en regie. How as mere detached 
unaccompanied infants we enjoyed such impunity of range and con- 
fidence of welcome is beyond comprehension save by the light of the 
old manners and conditions, the old local bonhomie, the compiara- 
tively primal innocence, the absence of complications; with the ^v- 
eral notes of which last beatitude my reminiscence surely shines^ It 
was the theory of the time and place that the young, were they put 
young enough, could take publicly no harm; to which adds itself 
moreover, and touchingly enough, all the difference of the old im- 
portances. It wasn’t doubtless that the social, or call it simply the 
human, position of the child was higher than to-day— a circumstance 
not conceivable; it was simply that other dignities and values and 
claims, other social and human positions, were less definite and 
settled, less prescriptive and absolute. A rich sophistication is after 
all a gradual growth, and it would have been sophisticated to fear for 
us, before such bright and vacant vistas, the perils of the way or to 
see us received anywhere even with the irony of patronage. We 
hadn’t in fact seats of honour, but that justice was done us— that is 
that we were placed to our advantage— I infer from my having liked 
so to “go,” even though my grounds may have been but the love 
of the exhibition in general, thanks to which figures, faces, furni- 
ture, sounds, smells and colours became for me, wherever enjoyed, 
and enjoyed most where most collected, a positive little orgy of the 
senses and riot of the mind. Let me at the same time make the point 
that— such may be the snobbery of extreme youth— I not only failed 
quite to rise to the parental reasoning, but made out in it rather 
a certain sophistry; such a prevarication for instance as if we had 
habitually said we kept the carriage we observably didn’t keep, kept 
it because we sent when we wanted one to University Place, where 
Mr. Hathom had his livery-stable: a connection, this last, promoted 
by my father’s frequent need of the aid to circulate (his walks were 
limited through an injury received in youth) and promoting in turn 
and at a touch, to my consciousness, the stir of small, the smallest 
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remembered things. I recall the adventure, no infrequent one, of 
being despatched to Mr. Hathom to bespeak a conveyance, and the 
very air and odour, the genial warmth, at a fine steaming Irish pitch, 
of the stables and their stamping and backing beasts, their resound* 
ing boardedness, their chairs tipped up at such an angle for lifted 
heels, a pair of which latter seek the floor again, at my appeal, as 
those of big bearded Mr. Hathom himself: an impression enriched 
by the drive home in lolling and bumping possession of the great 
vehicle and associated further with Sunday afternoons in spring, 
with the question of distant Harlem and remoter Bloomingdale, 
with the experience at one of these junctures of far-away Hoboken, 
if it wasn’t Williamsburg, which fits in fancifully somewhere; when 
the carriage was reinforced by a ferry and the ferry by something, 
something to my present vision very dim and dusty and archaic, 
something quite ragged and graceless, in the nature of a public tea- 
garden and ices. The finest link here, however, is, for some reason, 
with the New York Hotel, and thereby with Albany uncles; thereby 
also with Mr. Hathom in person waiting and waiting expensively 
on his box before the house and somehow felt as attuned to Albany 
uncles even as Mrs. Cannon had subtly struck me as being. 

Intenser than these vague shades meanwhile is my vision of the 
halls of Ferrero— where the orgy of the senses and even the riot of 
the mind, of which I have just spoken, must quite literally have led 
me more of a dance than anywhere. Let this sketch of a lost order 
note withal that under so scant a general provision for infant exer- 
cise, as distinguished from infant ease, our hopping and sliding 
in tune had to be deemed urgent. It was the sense for this form of 
relief that clearly was general, superseding as the ampler Ferrero 
scene did previous limited exhibitions; even those, for that matter, 
coming back to me in the ancient person of M. Charriau— I guess at 
the writing of his name— whom I work in but confusedly as a profes- 
sional visitor, a subject gaped at across a gulf of fear, in one of our 
huddled schools; all the more that I perfectly evoke him as resem- 
bling, with a difference or two, the portraits of the aged Voltaire, 
and that he had, fiddle in hand and jarret tendu, incited the young 
agility of our mother and aunt. Edward Ferrero was another matter; 
in the prime of life, good-looking, romantic and moustachio'd, he 
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was suddenly to figure, on the outbreak of the Civil War, as a Gen- 
eral of volunteers— very much as if he had been one of Bonaparte’s 
improvised young marshals; in anticipation of which, however, he 
wasn’t at all fierce or superior, to my remembrance, but most kind 
to sprawling youth, in a charming man of the world fashion and as 
if we wanted but a touch to become also men of the world. Remark- 
ably good-looking, as I say, by the measure of that period, and ex- 
traordinarily agile— he could so gracefully leap and bound thit his 
bounding into the military saddle, such occasion offering, had all the 
felicity, and only wanted the pink fleshings, of the circus— he vwas 
still more admired by the mothers, with whom he had to my eyes 
a most elegant relation, than by the pupils; among all of whom, at 
the frequent and delightful soirees, he caused trays laden with lucent 
syrups repeatedly to circulate. The scale of these entertainments, as 
I figured it, and the florid frescoes, just damp though they were with 
newness, and the free lemonade, and the freedom of remark, equally 
great, with the mothers, were the lavish note in him— just as the fact 
that he never himself fiddled, but was followed, over the shining 
parquet, by attendant fiddlers, represented doubtless a shadow the 
less on his later dignity, so far as that dignity was compassed. Dig- 
nity marked in full measure even at the time the presence of his 
sister Madame Dubreuil, a handsome authoritative person who in- 
structed us equally, in fact preponderantly, and who, though com- 
paratively not sympathetic, so engaged, physiognomically, my won- 
dering interest, that I hear to this hour her shrill Franco-American 
accent: “Don’t look at me, little boy— look at my feet.’’ I see them 
now, these somewhat fat members, beneath the uplifted skirt, en- 
cased in "bronzed” slippers, without heels but attached, by graceful 
cross-bands over her white stockings, to her solid ankles— an em- 
phatic sign of the time; not less than I recover my surprised sense 
of their supporting her without loss of balance, substantial as she 
was, in the "first position”; her command of which, her ankles 
clapped close together and her body very erect, was so perfect that 
even with her toes, right and left, fairly turning the corner back- 
ward, she never fell prone on her face. 

It consorted somehow with this wealth of resource in her that she 
appeared at the soirees, or at least at the great fancy-dress soir^ in 
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which the historic truth of my experience, free lemonade and all, is 
doubtless really shut up, as the “genius of California,” a dazzl in g 
vision of white satin and golden flounces— her brother meanwhile 
maintaining that more distinctively European colour which I feel 
to have been for my young presumption the convincing essence of 
the scene in the character of a mousquetaire de Louis Quinze, highly 
consonant with his type. There hovered in the background a flushed, 
full-chested and tawnily short-bearded M. Dubreuil, who, as a singer 
of the heavy order, at the Opera, carried us off into larger things still 
—the Opera having at last about then, after dwelling for years, down 
town, in shifty tents and tabernacles, set up its own spacious pavilion 
and reared its head as the Academy of Music: all at the end, or what 
served hsr the end, of our very street, where, though it wasn’t exactly 
near and Union Square bristled between, I could yet occasionally 
gape at the great bills beside the portal, in which M. Dubreuil al- 
ways so serviceably came in at the bottom of the cast. A subordinate 
artist, a “grand utility” at the best, I believe, and presently to be- 
come, on that scene, slightly ragged I fear even in its freshness, per- 
manent stage-manager or, as we say nowadays, producer, he had yet 
eminently, to my imagination, the richer, the “European” value; 
especially for instance when our air thrilled, in the sense that our 
attentive parents re-echoed, with the visit of the great Grisi and the 
great Mario, and I seemed, though the art of advertisement was 
then comparatively so young and so chaste, to see our personal ac- 
quaintance, as he could almost be called, thickly sandwiched between 
them. Such was one’s strange sense for the connections of things that 
they drew out the halls of Ferrero till these too seemed fairly to re- 
sound with Norma and Lucrezia Borgia, as if opening straight upon 
the stage, and Europe, by the stroke, had come to us in such force 
that we had but to enjoy it on the spot. That could never have been 
more the case than on the occasion of my assuming, for the famous 
fancy-ball- not at the operatic Academy, but at the dancing-school, 
which came so nearly to the same thing— the dress of a d^bardeur, 
whatever that might be, which carried in its puckered folds of dark 
green relieved with scarlet and silver such an exotic fragrance and 
appealed to me by such a legend. The legend had come round to us, 
it was true, by way of Albany, whence we learned at the moment 
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of our need, that one of the adventures, one of the least lamentable, 
of our cousin Johnny had been his figuring as a d^bardeur at some 
Parisian revel; the elegant evidence of which, neatly packed, though 
with but vague instructions for use, was helpfully sent on to us. The 
instructions for use were in fact so vague that I was afterward to be- 
come a bit ruefully conscious of having sadly dishonoured, or at least 
abbreviated, my model. I fell, that is I stood, short of my proper 
form by no less than half a leg; the essence of the d^bardeur b^ing, 
it appeared, that he emerged at the knees, in white silk stocl^ings 
and with neat calves, from the beribboned breeches which I artlessly 
suffered to flap at my ankles. The discovery, after the fact, was dis- 
concerting— yet had been best made withal, too late; for it would 
have seemed, I conceive, a less monstrous act to attempt to lengthen 
my legs than to shorten Johnny’s culotte. The trouble had been that 
we hadn’t really known what a d^bardeur was, and I am not sure 
indeed that I know to this day. It had been more fatal still that even 
fond Albany couldn’t tell us. 


XVIII 

I have nevertheless the memory of a restless relish of all that time— 
by which I mean of those final months of New York, even with so 
scant a record of other positive successes to console me. I had but 
one success, always— that of endlessly supposing, wondering, admir- 
ing: I was sunk in that luxury, which had never yet been so great, 
and it might well make up for anything. It made up perfectly, and 
more particularly as the stopgap as which I have already defined it, 
for the scantness of the period immediately round us; since how 
could I have wanted richer when the limits of reality, as 1 advanced 
upon them, seemed ever to recede and recede? It is true that but 
the other day, on the scene revisited, I was to be struck rather as by 
their weird immobility: there on the north side, still untenanted 
after sixty years, a tremendous span in the life of New York, was 
the vacant lot, undiminished, in which a friendly goat or two used to 
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browse, whom we fed perversely with scraps of paper, just as per- 
versely appreciated indeed, through the relaxed wooden palings. 
There hovers for me an impression of the glass roofs of a florist, a 
suffered squatter for a while; but florists and goats have alike disap- 
peared and the barrenness of the place is as sordid as only untended 
gaps in great cities can seem. One of its boundaries, however, still 
breathes associations— the home of the Wards, the more eastward 
of a pair of houses then and still isolated has remained the same 
through all vicissitudes, only now quite shabbily mellow and, like 
everything else, much smaller than one had remembered it; yet this 
too without prejudice to the large, the lustrous part played in our 
prospect by that interesting family. I saddle their mild memory a 
bit “subjectively” perhaps with the burden of that character— mak- 
ing out that they were interesting really in spite of themselves and 
as unwittingly as M. Jourdain expressed himself in prose; owing 
their wild savour as they did to that New England stamp which we 
took to be strong upon them and no other exhibition of which we 
had yet enjoyed. It made them different, made them, in their homely 
grace, rather aridly romantic: I pored in those days over the fresh- 
ness of the Franconia Stories of the brothers Abbott, then imme- 
diately sequent to the sweet Rollo series and even more admired; 
and there hung about the Wards, to my sense, that atmosphere of 
apples and nuts and cheeses, of pies and jack-knives and “squrruls,” 
of domestic Bible-reading and attendance at “evening lecture,” of 
the fear of parental discipline and the cultivated art of dodging it, 
combined with great personal toughness and hardihood, an almost 
envied liability to warts on hard brown hands, a familiarity with 
garments domestically wrought, a brave rusticity in short that yet 
hadn’t prevented the annexation of whole tracts of town life unex- 
plored by ourselves and achieved by the brothers since their rela- 
tively recent migration from Connecticut— which State in general, 
with the city of Hartford in particular, hung as a hazy, fruity, rivery 
background, the very essence of Indian summer, in the rear of their 
discourse. Three in number, Johnny and Charley and Freddy, with 
castigating elders, even to the second and third generation back, 
dimly discerned through closed window-panes, they didn’t at all 
haunt the halls of Ferrero— it was a part of their homely grace and 
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their social tone, if not of their want of the latter, that this couldn’t 
in the least be in question for them; on the other hand they fre- 
quented, Charley and Freddy at least, the Free School, which was 
round in Thirteenth Street— Johnny, the eldest, having entered the 
Free Academy, an institution that loomed large to us and that I see 
as towered or castelated or otherwise impressively embellished in 
vague vignettes, in stray representations, perhaps only of the grey 
schoolbook order, which are yet associated for me with those fond 
images of lovely ladies, “hand-painted,” decorating at either end the 
interior of the old omnibusses. We must have been in relation ijwith 
no other feeders at the public trough of learning— I can’t account 
otherwise for the glamour as of envied privilege and strange exjieri- 
ence that surrounded the Wards; they mixed, to the great sharpen- 
ing of the edge of their wit, in the wild life of the people, beside 
which the life at Mr. Pulling Jenks’s and even at the Institution 
Vergn^s was colourless and commonplace. Somehow they were of 
the people, and still were full of family forms— which seemed, one 
dimly made out through the false perspective of all the cousinships, 
the stronger and clearer note of New England; the note that had 
already determined a shy yearning under perusal of the Rollo and 
Franconia chronicles. The special mark of these friends was per- 
haps however that of being socially young while they were annually 
old; little Freddy in particular, very short, very inured and very 
popular, though less curiously wrinkled about eyes and mouth 
than Charley, confessed to monstrous birthdays even while crouch- 
ing or hopping, even while racing or roaring, as a high superiority 
in the games of the street prescribed. It was to strike me later on, 
when reading or hearing of young Americans of those parts who had 
turned "hard” or reckless by reaction from excessive discipline, theo- 
logic and economic, and had gone to sea or to California or to the 
“bad,” that Freddy and Charley were typical of the race, even if 
their fortunes had taken, as I hoped, a happier form. That, I said 
to myself for the interest of it, that, the stuff of the Wards, their 
homely grace, was all New England— so far at least as New England 
wasn’t Emerson and Margaret Fuller and Mr. Channing and the 
“best Boston” hunilies. Such, in small very plastic minds, is the 
intensity, if not the value, of early impressions. 
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And yet how can such visions not have paled in the southern glow 
of the Norcoms, who had lately arrived en masse from Louisville and 
had improvised a fine old Kentucky home in the last house of our 
row— the one to be occupied so differently, after their strange and 
precipitate flight, as I dimly make out, by the Ladies of the Sacred 
Heart; those who presently, if I mistake not, moved out to Blooming- 
dale, if they were not already in part established there. Next us west- 
ward were the Ogdens, three slim and fair sisters, who soared far 
above us in age and general amenity; then came the Van Winkles, 
two sisters, I think, and a brother— he much the most serious and 
judicious, as well as the most educated, of our friends; and so at last 
the Norcoms, during their brief but concentrated, most vivid and 
momentous, reign, a matter, as I recall it, of a couple of breathless 
winters. We were provided by their presence with as happy a foil 
as we could have wished to the plainness and dryness of the Wards; 
their homely grace was all their own and was also embodied in three 
brothers, Eugene, Reginald, Albert, whose ages would have corre- 
sponded, I surmise, with those of Johnny, Charley and Freddy if 
these latter hadn’t, in their way, as I have hinted, defied any close 
notation. Elder sons— there were to my recollection no daughters— 
moved too as with their heads in the clouds; notably “Stiffy,” eldest 
of all, whom we supposed gorgeous, who affected us as sublime 
and unapproachable and to whom we thus applied the term in 
use among us before we had acquired for reference to such types 
the notion of the nuance, the dandy, the dude, the masher. (Divided 
I was, I recall, between the dread and the glory of being so greeted, 
“Well, Stiffy— 1*’ as a penalty of the least attempt at personal adorn- 
ment.) The higher intensity for our sense of the Norcoms came from 
the large, the lavish, ease of their hospitality; whereas our inter- 
course with the Wards was mainly in the street or at most the “yard” 
—and it was a wonder how intimacy could to that degree consort 
with publicity. A glazed southern gallery, known to its occupants 
as the “poo’ch” and to the rake of which their innermost penetralia 
seemed ever to stand open, encompasses my other memories. Every- 
thing took place on the poo’ch, including the free, quite the pro- 
fuse, consumption of hot cakes and mola»es, including even the do- 
mestic manufacture of sausage, testified to by a strange machine 
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that was worked like a hand-organ and by the casual halves, when 
not the wholes, of stark stifiE hogs fresh from Kentucky stores. We 
must have been for a time constantly engaged with this delightful 
group, who never ceased to welcome us or to feed us, and yet of the 
presence of whose members under other roofs than their own, by a 
return of hospitality received, I retain no image. They didn’t count 
and didn’t grudge— the sausage-mill kept turning and the molasses 
flowing for all who came; that was the expression of their southern 
grace, especially embodied in Albert, my exact contemporary and 
chosen friend (Reggie had but crushed my fingers under the pinge 
of a closing door, the mark of which act of inadvertence I Was to 
carry through life,) who had profuse and tightly-crinkled hair, and 
the moral of whose queer little triangular brown teeth, casting verily 
a shade on my attachment to him, was pointed for me, not by him- 
self, as the error of a Kentucky diet. 

The great Kentucky error, however, had been the introduction into 
a free State of two pieces of precious prop>erty which our friends were 
to fail to preserve, the pair of affectionate black retainers whose pres- 
ence contributed most to their exotic note. We revelled in the fact 
that Davy and Aunt Sylvia (pronounced An’silvy,) a light-brown lad 
with extraordinarily shining eyes and his straight, grave, deeper- 
coloured mother, not radiant as to anything but her vivid turban, 
had been bom and kept in slavery of the most approved pattern 
and such as this intensity of their condition made them a joy, a joy 
to the curious mind, to consort with. Davy mingled in our sports 
and talk, he enriched, he adorned them with a personal, a pictorial 
lustre that none of us could emulate, and servitude in the absolute 
thus did more for him socially than we had ever seen done, above 
stairs or below, for victims of its lighter forms. What was not our 
dismay therefore when we suddenly learnt— it must have blown right 
up and down the street— that mother and son had fled, in the dead 
of night, from bondage? had taken advantage of their visit to the 
North simply to leave the house and not return, covering their 
tracks, successfully disappearing. They had never been for us so 
beautifully slaves as in this achievement of their freedom; for they 
did brilliantly achieve it— they escaped, on northern soil, beyond 
recall or recovery. I think we had already then, on the spot, the 
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sense of some degree of presence at the making of history; the ques- 
tion of what persons of colour and of their condition might or 
mightn’t do was intensely in the air; this was exactly the season of 
the freshness of Mrs. Stowe’s great novel. It must have come out at 
the moment of our fondest acquaintance with our neighbours, 
though I have no recollection of hearing them remark upon it— 
any remark they made would have been sure to be so strong. I sus- 
pect they hadn’t read it, as they certainly wouldn’t have allowed it 
in the house; any more indeed than they had read or were likely ever 
to read any other work of fiction; I doubt whether the house con- 
tained a printed volume, unless its head had had in hand a law- 
book or so: I to some extent recover Mr. Norcom as a lawyer who 
had come north on important, difficult business, on contentious, pre- 
carious grounds— a large bald political-looking man, very loose and 
ungirt, just as his wife was a desiccated, depressed lady who mysti- 
fied me by always wearing her nightcap, a feebly-frilled but tightly- 
tied and unmistakable one, and the compass of whose maternal fig- 
ure beneath a large long collarless cape or mantle defined imper- 
fectly for me of course its connection with the further increase of 
Albert’s little brothers and sisters, there being already, by my im- 
pression, two or three of these in the background. Had Davy and 
An’silvy at least read Uncle Tom?— that question might well come 
up for us, with the certainty at any rate that they ignored him less 
than their owners were doing. These latter good people, who had 
been so fond of their humble dependents and supposed this affection 
returned, were shocked at such ingratitude, though I remember tak- 
ing a vague little inward Northern comfort in their inability, in 
their discreet decision, not to raise the hue and cry. Wasn’t one even 
just dimly aware of the heavy hush that, in the glazed gallery, 
among the sausages and the johnny-cakes, had followed the first gasp 
of resentment? I think the honest Norcoms were in any case aston- 
ished, let alone being much incommoded; just as we were, for that 
matter, when the genial family itself, installed so at its ease, failed us 
with an effect of abruptness, simply ceased, in their multitude, to 
be there. I don’t remember their going, nor any pangs of parting; I 
remember only knowing with wonderment that they had gone, that 
obscurity had somehow engulfed them; and how aherwards, in the 
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light of later things, memory and fanqr attended them, figured their 
history as the public complication grew and the great intersectional 
plot thickened; felt even, absurdly and disproportionately, that they 
had helped one to “know Southerners.” The slim, the sallow; the 
straight-haired and dark-eyed Eugene in particular haunted my 
imagination; he had not been my comrade of election— he was too 
much my senior; but I cherished the thought of the fine.iearless 
young fire-eater he would have become and, when the War had 
broken out, I know not what dark but pitying vision of him sketched 
stark after a battle. \ 

All of which sounds certainly like a meagre range— which I^eaven 
knows it was; but with a plea for the several attics, already glanced 
at, and the positive aesthetic reach that came to us through those 
dim resorts, quite worth making. They were scattered and they con- 
stituted on the part of such of our friends as had license to lead us 
up to them a ground of authority and glory proportioned exactly to 
the size of the field. This extent was at cousin Helen’s, with a large 
house and few inmates, vast and free, so that no hospitality, under 
the eaves, might have matched that offered us by the young Albert— 
if only that heir of all the ages had had rather more imagination. He 
had, I think, as little as was possible— which would have counted in 
fact for an unmitigated blank had not W. J., among us, on that 
spot and elsewhere, supplied this motive force in any quantity re- 
quired. He imagined— that was the point— the comprehensive com- 
edies we were to prepare and to act; comprehensive by the fact that 
each one of us, even to the God-fearing but surreptitiously law- 
breaking Wards, was in fairness to be enabled to figure. Not one of 
us but was somehow to be provided with a part, though I recall my 
brother as the constant comic star. The attics were thus in a word 
our respective temples of the drama— temples in which the stage, the 
greenroom and the wardrobe, however, strike me as having con- 
sumed most of our margin. I remember, that is, up and down the 
street— and the association is mainly with its far westward reaches— 
so much more preparation than performance, so much more con- 
versation and costume than active rehearsal, and, on the part of 
some of us, especially doubtless on my own, so much more eager 
denudation, both of body and mind, than of achieved or inspired 
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assumption. We shivered unclad and impatient both as to our per- 
sons and to our aims, waiting alike for ideas and for breeches; wc 
were supposed to make our dresses no less than to create our char- 
acters, and our material was in each direction apt to run short. I 
remember how far ahead of us my brother seemed to keep, an- 
nouncing a “motive,” producing a figure, throwing off into space 
conceptions that I could stare at across the interval but couldn’t ap- 
propriate; so that my vision of him in these connections is not so 
much of his coming toward me, or toward any of us, as of his moving 
rapidly away in fantastic garb and with his back turned, as if to per- 
form to some other and more assured public. There were indeed 
other publics, publics downstairs, who glimmer before me seated at 
the open folding-doors of ancient parlours, but all from the point 
of view of an absolute supernumerary, more or less squashed into 
the wing but never coming on. Who were the copious Hunts?— 
whose ample house, on the north side, toward Seventh Avenue, still 
stands, next or near that of the De Peysters, so that I perhaps con- 
found some of the attributes of each, though clear as to the blond 
Beekman, or “Beek,” of the latter race, not less than to the robust 
George and the stout, the very stout, Henry of the former, whom I 
see bounding before a gathered audience for the execution of a pas 
seul, clad in a garment of “Turkey red” fashioned by his own hands 
and giving way at the seams, to a complete absence of dessous, un- 
der the strain of too fine a figure: this too though I make out in those 
connections, that is in the twilight of Hunt and De Peyster garrets, 
our command of a comparative welter of draperies; so that I am re- 
duced to the surmise that Henry indeed had contours. 

I recover, further, some sense of the high places of the Van Win- 
kles, but think of them as pervaded for us by the upper air of the 
proprieties, the proprieties that were so numerous, it would appear, 
when once one had had a glimpse of them, rather than by the crude 
fruits of young improvisation. Wonderful must it clearly have been 
still to feel amid laxities and vaguenesses such a difference of milieux 
and, as they used to say, of atmospheres. This was a word of those 
days— atmospheres were a thing to recognise and cultivate, for peo- 
ple really wanted them, gasped for them; which was why they took 
them, on the whole, on easy terms, never e:q>osing them, under an 
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apparent flush, to the last analysis. Did we at any rate really vibrate 
to one social tone after another, or are these adventures for me now 
but fond imaginations? No, we vibrated— or I’ll be hanged, as I may 
say, if I didn’t; little as I could tell it or may have known it, little as 
anyone else may have known. There were shades, after all, in our 
democratic order; in fact as I brood back to it I recognise opposi- 
tions the sharpest, contrasts the most intense. It wasn’t given to us 
all to have a social tone, but the Costers surely had one and kept it 
in constant use; whereas the Wards, next door to them, weie pos- 
sessed of no approach to any, and indeed had the case been Ipther, 
had they had such a consciousness, would never have employed it, 
would have put it away on a high shelf, as they put the last-b^ked 
pie, out of Freddy’s and Charley’s reach— heaven knows what they 
two would have done with it. The Van Winkles on the other hand 
were distinctly so provided, but with the special note that their pro- 
vision was one, so to express it, with their educational, their infor- 
mational, call it even their professional: Mr. Van Winkle, if I mis- 
take not, was an eminent lawyer, and the note of our own house 
was the absence of any profession, to the quickening of our general 
as distinguished from our special sensibility. There was no Turkey 
red among those particular neighbours at all events, and if there had 
been it wouldn’t have gaped at the seams. I didn’t then know it, but 
I sipped at a fount of culture; in the sense, that is, that, our connec- 
tion with the house being through Edgar, he knew about things— 
inordinately, as it struck me. So, for that matter, did little public 
Freddy Ward; but the things one of them knew about differed 
wholly from the objects of knowledge of the other: all of which was 
splendid for giving one exactly a sense of things. It intimated more 
and more how many such there would be altogether. And part of 
the interest was that while Freddy gathered his among the wild 
wastes Edgar walked in a regular maze of culture. I didn’t then 
know about culture, but Edgar must promptly have known. This 
impression was promoted by his moving in a distant, a higher sphere 
of study, amid scenes vague to me; I dimly descry him as appearing 
at Jenks’s and vanishing again, as if even that hadn’t been good 
enough— though I may be here at fault, and indeed can scarce say on 
what arduous heights 1 supposed him, as a day-scholar, to dwelL 1 
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took the unknown always easily for the magnificent and was sure 
only of the limits of what I saw. It wasn’t that the boys swarming 
for us at school were not often, to my vision, unlimited, but that 
those peopling our hours of ease, as I have already noted, were 
almost inveterately so— they seemed to describe always, out of view, 
so much larger circles. I linger thus on Edgar by reason of its having 
somehow seemed to us that he described— was it at Doctor Anthon’s? 
—the largest of all. If there was a bigger place than Doctor Anthon’s 
it was there he would have been. I break down, as to the detail of 
the matter, in any push toward vaster suppositions. But let me cease 
to stir this imponderable dust. 


XIX 

I try at least to recover here, however, some closer notation of W. 
J.’s aspects— yet only with the odd effect of my either quite losing 
him or but apprehending him again at seated play with his pencil 
under the lamp. When I see him he is intently, though summarily, 
rapidly drawing, his head critically balanced and his eyebrows work- 
ing, and when I don’t see him it is because I have resignedly relin- 
quished him. I can’t have been often for him a deprecated, still less 
an actively rebuffed suitor, because, as I say again, such aggressions 
were so little in order for me; but I remember that on my once of- 
fering him my company in conditions, those of some planned ex- 
cursion, in which it wasn’t desired, his putting the question of our 
difference at rest, with the minimum of explanation, by the re- 
sponsible remark: "I play with boys who curse and swearl” I had 
sadly to recognise that I didn’t, that I couldn’t pretend to have 
come to that yet— and truly, as I look back, either the unadvisedness 
and inexpertness of my young contemporaries on all that ground 
must have been complete (an interesting note on our general man- 
ners after all,) or my personal failure to grasp must have been. Be- 
sides which I wonder scarce less now than I wondered then in just 
what company my brother’s privilege was exercised; though if he 
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had but richly wished to be discouraging he quite succeeded. It 
wasn’t that I mightn’t have been drawn to the boys in question, but 
that I simply wasn’t qualified. All boys, I rather found, were difl&cult 
to play with— unless it was that they rather found me; but who 
would have been so difficult as these? They account but little, more- 
over, I make out, for W. J.’s eclipses; so that I take refuge easily 
enough in the memory of my own pursuits, absorbing enoi|gh at 
times to have excluded other views. I also plied the pencil, or\to be 
more exact the pen— even if neither implement critically, rapidly or 
summarily. I was so often engaged at that period, it strikes me, in 
literary— or, to be more precise in dramatic, accompanied by pic- 
torial composition— that 1 must again and again have delightfully 
lost myself. I had not on any occasion personally succeeded, amid 
our theatric strife, in reaching the footlights; but how could I have 
doubted, nevertheless, with our large theatrical experience, of the 
nature, and of my understanding, of the dramatic form? I sacrificed 
to it with devotion— by the aid of certain quarto sheets of ruled 
paper bought in Sixth Avenue for the purpose (my father’s store, 
though I held him a great fancier of the article in general, supplied 
but the unruled;) grateful in particular for the happy provision by 
which each fourth page of the folded sheet was left blank. When 
the drama itself had covered three pages the last one, over which I 
most laboured, served for the illustration of what I had verbally 
presented. Every scene had thus its explanatory picture, and as each 
act— though I am not positively certain I arrived at acts— would have 
had its vivid climax. Addicted in that degree to fictive evocation, I 
yet recall, on my part, no practice whatever of narrative prose or any 
sort of verse. I cherished the "scene”— as I had so vibrated to the 
idea of it that evening at Linwood; I thought, I lisped, at any rate I 
composed, in scenes; though how much, or how far, the scenes 
“came” is another affair. Entrances, exits, the indication of “busi- 
ness,” the animation of dialogue, the multiplication of designated 
characters, were things delightful in themselves— while I panted to- 
ward the canvas on which I should fling my figures; which it took me 
longer to fill than it had taken me to write what went with it, but 
which had on the other hand something of the interest of the dram- 
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atist’s casting of his personae, and must have helped me to believe in 
the validity of my subject. 

From where on these occasions that subject can have dropped for 
me I am at a loss to say, and indeed have a strong impression that 
I didn’t at any moment quite know what I was writing about: I am 
sure I couldn’t otherwise have written so much. With scenes, when 
I think, what certitude did I want more?— scenes being the root of 
the matter, especially when they bristled with proper names and 
noted movements; especially, above all, when they flowered at every 
pretext into the very optic and perspective of the stage, where the 
boards diverged correctly, from a central point of vision, even as 
the lashes from an eyelid, straight down to the footlights. Let this 
reminiscence remind us of how rarely in those days the real stage 
was carpeted. The difficulty of composition was naught; the one diffi- 
culty was in so placing my figures on the fourth page that these radia- 
tions could be marked without making lines through them. The odd 
part of all of which was that whereas my cultivation of the picture 
was maintained my practice of the play, my addiction to scenes, pres- 
ently quite dropped. I was capable of learning, though with inor- 
dinate slowness, to express ideas in scenes, and was not capable, with 
whatever patience, of making proper pictures; yet I aspired to this 
form of design to the prejudice of any other, and long after those 
primitive hours was still wasting time in attempts at it. I cared so 
much for nothing else, and that vaguely redressed, as to a point, 
my general failure of acuteness. I nursed the conviction, or at least I 
tried to, that if my clutch of the pencil or of the watercolour brush 
should once become intense enough it would make up for other 
weaknesses of grasp— much as that would certainly give it to do. 
This was a very false scent, which had however the excuse that my 
brother’s example really couldn’t but act upon me— the scent was ap- 
parently so true for him; from the moment my small “interest in 
art," that is my bent for gaping at illustrations and exhibitions, was 
absorbing and genuine. There were elements in the case that made 
it natural: the picture, the representative design, directly and 
strongly appealed to me, and was to appeal all my days, and I was 
only slow to recognise the kind, in this order, that appealed most. 
My ffice was turned from the first to the idea of represenution— that 
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of the gain of charm, interest, mystery, dignity, distinction, gain of 
importance in fine, on the part of the represented thing (over the 
thing of accident, of mere actuality, still unappropriated;) but in the 
house of representation there were many chambers, each with its 
own lock, and long was to be the business of sorting and trying the 
keys. When I at last found deep in my pocket the one I could more 
or less work, it was to feel, with reassurance, that the picture was stijl 
after all in essence one’s aim. So there had been in a manner con- 
tinuity, been not so much waste as one had sometimes ruefully fi^ 
ured; so many wastes are sweetened for memory as by the taste of 
the economy they have led to or imposed and from the vantage of\ 
which they could scarce look better if they had been current and 
blatant profit. Wasn’t the very bareness of the field itself moreover 
a challenge, in a degree, to design?— not, I mean, that there seemed 
to one’s infant eyes too few things to paint: as to that there were 
always plenty— but for the very reason that there were more than 
anyone noticed, and that a hunger was thus engendered which one 
cast about to gratify. The gratification nearest home was the imi- 
tative, the emulative— that is on my part: W. J., I see, needed no 
reasons, no consciousness other than that of being easily able. So 
he drew because he could, while I did so in the main only because 
he did; though I think we cast about, as I say, alike, making the 
most of every image within view. I doubt if he made more than 1 
even then did, though earlier able to account for what he made. 
Afterwards, on other ground and in richer air, I admit, the chal- 
lenge was in the fulness and not in the bareness of aspects, with 
their natural result of hunger appeased; exhibitions, illustrations 
abounded in Paris and London— the reflected image hung every- 
where about; so that if there we daubed afresh and with more confi- 
dence it was not because no-one but because everyone did. In fact 
when I call our appetite appeased I speak less of our browsing vision, 
which was tethered and insatiable, than of our sense of the 
quite normal character of our own proceedings. In Europe we 
knew there was Art, just as there were soldiers and lodgings 
and concierges and little boys in the streets who stared at us, espe- 
cially at our hats and boots, as at things of derision— just as, to put it 
negatively, there were practically no hot rolls and no iced water. 
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Perhaps too, I should add, we didn’t enjoy the works of Mr, Ben- 
jamin Haydon, then clustered at the Pantheon in Oxford Street, 
which in due course became our favourite haunt, so infinitely more, 
after all, than we had enjoyed those arrayed at the Dusseldorf collec- 
tion in Broadway; whence the huge canvas of the Martyrdom of John 
Huss comes back to me in fact as a revelation of representational 
brightness and charm that pitched once for all in these matters my 
young sense of what should be. 

Ineffable, unsurpassable those hours of initiation which the Broad- 
way of the ’fifties had been, when all was said, so adequate to sup- 
ply. If one wanted pictures there were pictures, as large, I seem to 
remember, as the side of a house, and of a bravery of colour and 
lustre of surface that I was never afterwards to see surpassed. We 
were shown without doubt, under our genial law here too, every- 
thing there was, and as I cast up the items I wonder, I confess, what 
ampler fare we could have dealt with. The Dusseldorf school com- 
manded the market, and I think of its exhibition as firmly seated, 
going on from year to year— New York, judging now to such an- 
other tune, must have been a brave patron of that manufacture; I 
believe that scandal even was on occasion not evaded, rather was 
boldly invoked, though of what particular sacrifices to the pure plas- 
tic or undraped shocks to bourgeois prejudice the comfortable Ger- 
man genius of that period may have been capable history has kept 
no record. New accessions, at any rate, vividly new ones, in which 
the freshness and brightness of the paint, particularly lustrous in 
our copious light, enhanced from time to time the show, which I 
have the sense of our thus repeatedly and earnestly visiting and 
which comes back to me with some vagueness as installed in a disaf- 
fected church, where gothic excrescences and an ecclesiastical roof of 
a mild order helped the importance. No impression here, however, 
was half so momentous as that of the epoch-making masterpiece of 
Mr. Leutze, which showed us Washington crossing the Delaware in 
a wondrous flare of projected gaslight and with the effect of a revela- 
tion to my young sight of the capacity of accessories to “stand out." I 
live again in the thrill of that evening— which was the greater of 
course for my feeling it, in my parents’ company, when I should 
otherwise have been in bed. We went down, after dinner, in the 
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Fourteenth Street stage, quite as if going to the theatre; the scene of 
exhibition was near the Stuyvesant Institute (a circumstance stirring 
up somehow a swarm of associations, echoes probably of lectures dis- 
cussed at home, yet at which my attendance had doubtless conveni- 
ently lapsed,) but Mr. Leutze’s drama left behind any paler pro- 
scenium. We gaped responsive to every item, lost in the marvel of 
the wintry light, of the sharpness of the ice-blocks, of the sickneu 
of the sick soldier, of the protrusion of the minor objects, that of 
the strands of the rope and the nails of the boots, that, I say, on the 
part of everything, of its determined purpose of standing out; but\ 
that, above all, of the profiled national hero’s purpose, as might \ 
be said, of standing up, as much as possible, even indeed of doing it 
almost on one leg, in such difficulties, and successfully balancing. So 
memorable was that evening to remain for me that nothing could be 
more strange, in connection with it, than the illustration by the ad- 
mired work, on its in after years again coming before me, of the cold 
cruelty with which time may turn and devour its children. The pic- 
ture, more or less entombed in its relegation, was lividly dead— and 
that was bad enough. But half the substance of one’s youth seemed 
buried with it. There were other pictorial evenings, I may add, not 
all of which had the thrill. Deep the disappointment, on my own 
part, I remember, at Bryan’s Gallery of Christian Art, to which also, 
as for great emotions, we had taken the omnibus after dinner. It 
cast a chill, this collection of worm-eaten diptychs and triptychs, of 
angular saints and seraphs, of black Madonnas and obscure Bam- 
binos, of such marked and approved “primitives” as had never yet 
been shipped to our shores. Mr. Bryan’s shipment was presently to 
fall, I believe, under grave suspicion, was to undergo in fact fatal 
exposure; but it appealed at the moment in apparent good faith, 
and I have not forgotten how, conscious that it was fresh from Eu- 
rope— “fresh” was beautiful in the connection!— I felt that my yearn- 
ing should all have gone out to it. With that inconsequence to han- 
dle I doubt whether I proclaimed that it bored me— any more than 
I have ever noted till now that it made me begin badly with Christian 
art. I like to think that the collection consisted without abatement 
of frauds and “fakes” and that if these had been honest things my 
perception wouldn’t so have slumbered; yet the principle of interest 
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had been somehow compromised, and I think I have never since 
stood before a real Primitive, a primitive of the primitives, with- 
out having first to shake off the grey mantle of that night. The main 
disconcertment had been its ugly twist to the name of Italy, already 
sweet to me for all its dimness— even could dimness have prevailed 
in my felt measure of the pictorial testimony of home, testimony 
that dropped for us from the ample canvas of Mr. Cole, ‘‘the Amer- 
ican Turner,” which covered half a side of our front parlour, and 
in which, though not an object represented in it began to stand out 
after the manner of Mr. Leutze, I could always lose myself as soon 
as look. It depicted Florence from one of the neighbouring hills— I 
have often since wondered which, the picture being long ago lost to 
our sight; Florence with her domes and towers and old walls, the 
old walls Mr. Cole had engaged for, but which I was ruefully to 
miss on coming to know and love the place in after years. Then it 
was I felt how long before my attachment had started on its course— 
that closer vision was no beginning, it only took up the tale; 
just as it comes to me again to-day, at the end of time, that the con- 
templative monk seated on a terrace in the foreground, a constant 
friend of my childhood, must have been of the convent of San Min- 
iato, which gives me the site from which the painter wrought. We 
had Italy again in the corresponding room behind— a great abun- 
dance of Italy I was free to think while I revolved between another 
large landscape over the sofa and the classic marble bust on a pedes- 
tal between the two back windows, the figure, a part of the figure, 
of a lady with her head crowned with vine-leaves and her hair dis- 
posed with a laxity that was emulated by the front of her dress, as 
my next younger brother exposed himself to my derision by calling 
the bit of brocade (simulated by the chisel) that, depending from a 
single shoulder-strap, so imperfectly covered her. This image was 
known and admired among us as the Bacchante; she had come to us 
straight from an American studio in Rome, and I see my horizon 
flush again with the first faint dawn of conscious appreciation, or in 
other words of the critical spirit, while two or three of the more re- 
strictive friends of the house find our marble lady very “cold” for 
a Bacchante. Cold indeed she must have been— quite as of the tomb- 
stone temperament; but that objection would drop if she might only 
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be called a Nymph, since nymphs were mild and moderate, and 
since discussion of a work of art mainly hung in those days on that 
issue of the producible name. I fondly recall, by the same token, 
that playing on a certain occasion over the landscape above the sofa, 
restrictive criticism, uttered in my indulged hearing, introduced me 
to what had probably been my very first chance, on such ground, for 
active participation. The picture, from the hand of a French painteiL 
M. Leftvre, and of but slightly scanter extent than the work of Mri 
Cole, represented in frank rich colours and as a so-called "view in\ 
Tuscany” a rural scene of some exuberance, a broken and precip- \ 
itous place, amid mountains and forests, where two or three bare- 
legged peasants or woodmen were engaged, with much emphasis of 
posture, in felling a badly gashed but spreading oak by means of a 
tense rope attached to an upper limb and at which they pulled to- 
gether. “Tuscany?— are you sure it’s Tuscany?” said the voice of re- 
strictive criticism, that of the friend of the house who in the golden 
age of the precursors, though we were still pretty much precursors, 
had lived longest in Italy. And then on my father’s challenge of this 
demur: “Oh in Tuscany, you know, the colours are much softer— 
there would be a certain haze in the atmosphere.” “Why, of course,” 

I can hear myself now blushingly but triumphantly intermingle— 
“the softness and the haze of our Florence there: isn’t Florence in 
Tuscany?” It had to be parentally admitted that Florence was— 
besides which our friend had been there and knew; so that there- 
after, within our walls, a certain malaise reigned, for if the Flor- 
ence was “like it” then the Lefivre couldn’t be, and if the Lef^vre 
was like it then the Florence couldn’t: a lapse from old convenience 
—as from the moment we couldn’t name the Lef^vre where were we? 
All of which it might have been open to me to feel I had uncannily 
promoted. 
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XX 

My own sense of the great matter, meanwhile— that is of our possi- 
bilities, still more than of our actualities, of Italy in general and of 
Florence in particular— was a perfectly recoverable little awareness, 
as I find, of certain mild soft irregular breathings thence on the part of 
an absent pair in whom our parents were closely interested and whose 
communications, whose Roman, Sorrentine, Florentine letters, let- 
ters in especial from the Baths of Lucca, kept open, in our air, more 
than any other sweet irritation, that “question of Europe” which 
was to have after all, in the immediate years, so limited, so shortened, 
a solution. Mary Temple the elder had, early in our Fourteenth 
Street period, married Edmund Tweedy, a haunter of that neigh- 
bourhood and of our house in it from the first, but never more than 
during a winter spent with us there by that quasi-relative, who, by 
an extension of interest and admiration— she was in those years quite 
exceedingly handsome— ranked for us with the Albany aunts, adding 
so a twist, as it were, to our tie with the Temple cousins, her own 
close kin. This couple must have been, putting real relatives aside, 
my parents’ best friends in Europe, twitching thereby hardest the 
fine firm thread attached at one end to our general desire and at the 
other to their supposed felicity. The real relatives, those planted out 
in the same countries, are a chapter by themselves, whose effect on 
us, whose place in our vision, I should like to trace: that of the 
Kings, for instance, of my mother’s kin, that of the Masons, of my 
father’s— the Kings who cultivated, for years, the highest instruc- 
tional, social and moral possibilities at Geneva, the Masons, above 
all, less strenuous but more sympathetic, who reported themselves 
to us hauntingly, during a considerable period, as enjoying every 
conceivable agriment at Tours and at the then undeveloped Trou- 
ville, even the winter Trouville, on the lowest possible terms. Fain 
would I, as for the "mere pleasure” of it, under the temptation to 
delineate, gather into my loose net the singularly sharp and rounded 
image of our cousin Charlotte of the former name, who figured for 
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US, on the field of Europe, wherever we looked, and all the rest of 
time, as a character of characters and a marvel of placid consistency; 
through my vague remembrance of her return from China after the 
arrest of a commercial career there by her husband's death in the 
Red Sea— which somehow sounded like a dreadful form of death, 
and my scarce less faint recovery of some Christmas treat of oir 
childhood under her roof in Gramercy Park, amid dim chinoiseriies 
and, in that twilight of time, dimmer offspring, Vernon, Ann& 
Arthur, marked to us always, in the distincter years, as of all oue 
young relatives the most intensely educated and most pointedly; 
proper— an occasion followed by her permanent and invidious with- 
drawal from her own country. I would keep her in my eye through 
the Genevese age and on to the crisis of the Civil War, in which 
Vernon, unforgiven by her stiff conservatism for his Northern loy- 
alty, laid down before Petersburg a young life of understanding 
and pain, uncommemorated as to the gallantry of its end— he had 
insistently returned to the front, after a recovery from first wounds, 
as under his mother’s malediction— on the stone beneath which he 
lies in the old burial ground at Newport, the cradle of his father’s 
family. 1 should further pursue my subject through other periods 
and places, other constantly “quiet” but vivid exhibitions, to the 
very end of the story— which for myself was the impression, first, of 
a little lonely, soft-voiced, gentle, relentless lady, in a dull Surrey 
garden of a summer afternoon, more than half blind and all de- 
pendent on the dame de compagnie who read aloud to her that Sat- 
urday Review which had ever been the prop and mirror of her opin- 
ions and to which she remained faithful, her children estranged and 
outworn, dead and ignored; and the vision, second and for a cli- 
max, of an old-world rez-de-chauss^e at Versailles, goal of my final 
pilgrimage, almost in presence of the end (end of her very personal 
career, I mean, but not of her perfectly firm spirit or of her charm- ' 
ingly smooth address). 

I confess myself embarrassed by my very ease of re-capture of my 
young consciousness; so that I perforce try to encourage lapses and 
keep my abundance down. The place for the lapse consents with 
difficulty, however, to be any particular point of the f>ast at which I 
catch myself (easily caught as I am) looking about me; it has cer- 
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tainly nothing in common with that coign of vantage enjoyed by me 
one June afternoon of 1855 in the form of the minor share of the 
box of a carriage that conveyed us for the first time since our baby- 
hood, W. J.’s and mine, through so much of a vast portentous Lon- 
don. I was an item in the overflow of a vehicle completely occupied, 
and I thrilled with the spectacle my seat beside the coachman so 
amply commanded— without knowing at this moment why, amid 
other claims, I had been marked for such an eminence. I so far 
justify my privilege at least as still to feel that prime impression, 
of extreme intensity, underlie, deep down, the whole mass of later 
observation. There are London aspects which, so far as they still 
touch me, after all the years, touch me as just sensible reminders of 
this hour of early apprehension, so penetrated for me as to have kept 
its ineffaceable stamp. For at last we had come to Europe— we had 
disembarked at Liverpool, but a couple of days before, from that 
steamer Atlantic, of the Collins line, then active but so soon to be 
utterly undone, of which I had kept a romantic note ever since a cer- 
tain evening of a winter or two before. I had on that occasion as- 
sisted with my parents at a varied theatrical exhibition— the theatre 
is distinct to me as Brougham’s— one of the features of which was the at 
that time flourishing farce of Betsy Baker, a picture of some predica- 
ment, supposed droll, of its hero Mr. Mouser, whose wife, if 1 am 
correct, carries on a laundry and controls as she may a train of 
young assistants. A feature of the piece comes back to me as the 
pursuit of Mr. Mouser round and round the premises by the troop 
of laundresses, shouting his name in chorus, capture by them being 
abject, though whether through fear of their endearments or of 
their harsher violence I fail to remember. It was enough that the 
public nerve had at the moment been tried by the non-arrival of the 
Atlantic, several days overdue, to the pitch at last of extreme anxiety; 
so that, when after the fall of the curtain on the farce the distracted 
Mr. Mouser, still breathless, reappeared at the footlights, where I 
can see him now abate by his plight no jot of the dignity of his an- 
nouncement, "Ladies and gentlemen, I rejoice to be able to tell you 
that the good ship Atlantic is safel” the house broke into such 
plaudits, so huge and prolonged a roar of relief, as I had never heard 
the like of and which gave me my first measure of a great immediate 
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public emotion— even as the incident itself to-day reminds me of the 
family-party smallness of the old New York, those happy limits that 
could make us all care, and care to fond vociferation, for the same 
thing at once. It was a moment of the golden age— representing too 
but a snatch of elation, since the wretched Arctic had gone dowi^ 
in mortal woe and her other companion, the Pacific, leaving Engi 
land a few months later and under the interested eyes of our family\ 
group, then temporarily settled in London, was never heard of more. ^ 
Let all of which show again what traps are laid about me for un- 
guarded acute reminiscence. 

I meet another of these, though I positively try to avoid it, in the 
sense of a day spent on the great fusty curtained bed, a mediaeval 
four-poster such as I had never seen, of the hotel at the London 
and North-Western station, where it appeared, to our great incon- 
venience, that 1 had during the previous months somewhere per- 
versely absorbed (probably on Staten Island upwards of a year be- 
fore) the dull seed of malaria, which now suddenly broke out in 
chills and fever. This condition, of the intermittent order, ham- 
pered our movements but left alternate days on which we could 
travel, and as present to me as ever is the apprehended interest of 
my important and determinant state and of our complicated pros- 
pect while I lay, much at my ease— for I recall in particular certain 
short sweet times when I could be left alone— with the thick and 
heavy suggestions of the London room about me, the very smell 
of which was ancient, strange and impressive, a new revelation 
altogether, and the window open to the English June and the far 
off hum of a thousand possibilities. I consciously took them in, these 
last, and must then, I think, have first tasted the very greatest pleas- 
ure perhaps I was ever to know— that of almost holding my breath 
in presence of certain aspects to the end of so taking in. It was as 
if in those hours that precious fine art had been disclosed to me— 
scantly as the poor place and the small occasion might have seemed 
of an order to promote it. We seize our property by an avid instinct 
wherever we find it, and I must have kept seizing mine at the ab- 
surdest little rate, and all by this deeply dissimulative process of 
taking in, through the whole succession of those summer days. The 
next application of it that stands out for me, or the next that I make 
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room for here, since I note after all so much less than I remember, 
is the intensity of a fond apprehension of Paris, a few days later, 
from the balcony of an hotel that hung, through the soft summer 
night, over the Rue de la Paix. I hung with the balcony, and doubt* 
less with my brothers and my sister, though I recover what I felt as 
so much relation and response to the larger, the largest appeal only, 
that of the whole perfect Parisianism I seemed to myself always to 
have possessed mentally— even if I had but just turned twelvel— and 
that now filled out its frame or case for me from every lighted win- 
dow, up and down, as if each of these had been, for strength of sense, 
a word in some immortal quotation, the very breath of civilised lips. 
How I had anciently gathered such stores of preconception is more 
than I shall undertake an account of— though I believe I should be 
able to scrape one together; certain it is at any rate that half the 
beauty of the whole exposed second floor of a modiste just opposite, 
for instance, with the flittings and hgurings, as well as the intent im- 
mobilities, of busy young women descried through frank, and, as 
it were, benignant apertures, and of such bright fine strain that they 
but asked to work far into the night, came from the effect on the 
part of these things of so exactly crowning and comforting I couldn’t 
have said what momentous young dream. I might have been right to 
myself— as against some danger of being wrong, and if I had uttered 
my main comment on it all this must certainly have been “I told 
you so, I told you sol” What I had told myself was of course that the 
impression would be of the richest and at the same time of the most 
insinuating, and this after all didn’t sail very close; but I had had 
before me from far back a picture (which might have been hung 
in the very sky,) and here was every touch in it repeated with a 
charm. Had I ever till then known what a charm a;aj?— a large, a 
local, a social charm, leaving out that of a few individuals. It was 
at all events, this mystery, one’s property— that of one’s mind; and 
so, once for all, I helped myself to it from my balcony and tucked 
it away. It counted all immensely for practice in taking in. 

I profited by that, no doubt, still a few days later, at an hour that 
has never ceased to recur to me all my life as crucial, as supremely 
determinant. The travelling<arriage had stopped at a village on the 
way from Lyons to Geneva, between which places there was then no 
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railway: a village now nameless to me and which was not yet Nantua, 
in the Jura, where we were to spend the night. I was stretched at 
my ease on a couch formed by a plank laid from seat to seat and cov- 
ered by a small mattress and other draperies; an indulgence founded 
on my visitation of fever, which, though not now checking our prog- / 
ress, assured me, in our little band, these invidious luxuries. It may I 
have been that as my body was pampered so I was moved equally to ' 
pamper my spirit, for my appropriative instinct had neglected no 
item of our case from the first— by which I mean from the moment 
of our getting under way, that morning, with much elaboration, in 
the court of the old H6tel de I’Univers at Lyons, where we had ar- 
rived two days before and awaited my good pleasure during forty- 
eight hours that overflowed for us perhaps somewhat less than any 
pair of days yet, but as regards which it was afterwards my compla- 
cent theory that my contemplative rest at the ancient inn, with all 
the voices and graces of the past, of the court, of the French scheme 
of manners in general and of ancient inns, as such, in particular, had 
prepared me not a little, when I should in due course hear of it, 
for what was meant by the vie de province— that expression which 
was to become later on so toned, as old fine colour and old fine 
opinion are toned. It was the romance of travel, and it was the sug- 
gested romance, flushed with suppositions and echoes, with implica- 
tions and memories, memories of one’s “reading,” save the mark! 
all the more that our proper bestowal required two carriages, in 
which we were to “post,” ineffable thought, and which bristled with 
every kind of contradiction of common experience. The postilion, 
in a costume rather recalling, from the halls of Ferrero, that of my 
d^bardeur, bobbed up and down, the Italian courier, Jean Nadali, 
black-whiskered and acquired in London, sat in the rumble along 
with Annette Godefroi of Metz, fresh-coloured, broad-faced and 
fair-braided, a “bonne Lorraine” if ever there was, acquired in New 
York; I enjoy the echo of their very names, neither unprecedented 
nor irreproducible, yet which melt together for me, to intensifica- 
tion, with all the rest; with the recovered moment, above all, of 
our pause at the inn-door in the cool sunshine— we had mounted 
and mounted— during which, in my absurdly cushioned state, I took 
in, as I have hinted, by a long slow swig that testified to some power 
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of elbow, a larger draught of the wine of perception than any I had 
ever before owed to a single throb of that faculty. The village street, 
which was not as village streets hitherto known to me, opened out, 
beyond an interval, into a high place on which perched an object 
also a fresh revelation and that I recognised with a deep joy— though 
a joy that was doubtless partly the sense of fantastic ease, of abated 
illness and of cold chicken— as at once a castle and a ruin. The only 
castle within my ken had been, by my impression, the machicolated 
villa above us the previous summer at New Brighton, and as I had 
seen no structure rise beyond that majesty so I had seen none abased 
to the dignity of ruin. Loose boards were no expression of this latter 
phase, and I was already somehow aware of a deeper note in the 
crumbled castle than any note of the solid one— little experience as I 
had had either of solidity. At a point in the interval, at any rate, be- 
low the slope on which this memento stood, was a woman in a black 
bodice, a white shirt and a red petticoat, engaged in some sort of 
field labour, the effect of whose intervention just then is almost 
beyond my notation. I knew her for a peasant in sabots— the first 
peasant I had ever beheld, or beheld at least to such advantage. She 
had in the whole aspect an enormous value, emphasising with her 
petticoat’s tonic strength the truth that sank in as I lay— the truth 
of one’s embracing there, in ail the presented character of the scene, 
an amount of character I had felt no scene present, not even the one 
I had raked from the H6tel Westminster; the sort of thing that, even 
as mere fulness and mere weight, would sit most warmly in the mind. 
Supremely, in that ecstatic vision, was “Europe,” sublime synthesis, 
expressed and guaranteed to me— as if by a mystic gage, which spread 
all through the summer air, that I should now, only now, never lose 
it, hold the whole consistency of it: up to that time it might have 
been but mockingly whisked before me. Europe mightn’t have been 
flattered, it was true, at my finding her thus most signified and sum- 
marised in a sordid old woman scraping a mean living and an unin- 
habitable tower abandoned to the owls; that was but the momentary 
measure of a small sick boy, however, and the virtue of the impres- 
sion was proportioned to my capacity. It made a bridge over to more 
things than I then knew. 
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XXI 

How shall I render certain other impressions coming back to me' 
from that summer, which were doubtless involved in my having still ' 
for a time, on the alternate days when my complaint was active, to 
lie up on various couches and, for my main comfort, consider the 
situation? I considered it best, 1 think, gathering in the fruits of a 
quickened sensibility to it, in certain umbrageous apartments in 
which my parents had settled themselves near Geneva; an old house, 
in ample grounds and among great spreading trees that pleasantly 
brushed our windows in the summer heats and airs, known, if I am 
not mistaken, as the Campagne Gerebsoff— which its mistress, an 
invalid Russian lady, had partly placed at our disposition while she 
reclined in her own quarter of the garden, on a chaise longue and 
under a mushroom hat with a green veil, and I, in the course of the 
mild excursions appointed as my limit, considered her from afar 
in the light of the legends supplied to me, as to her identity, his- 
tory, general practices and proceedings, by my younger brother 
Wilky, who, according to his nature, or I may say to his genius, had 
made without loss of time great advances of acquaintance with her 
and quickened thereby my sense of his superior talent for life. 
Wilky’s age followed closely on mine, and from that time on we 
conversed and consorted, though with lapses and disparities; I being 
on the whole, during the succession of those years, in the grateful, 
the really fortunate position of having one exposure, rather the 
northward, as it were, to the view of W. J,, and the other, perhaps 
the more immediately sunned surface, to the genial glow of my 
junior. Of this I shall have more to say, but to meet in memory 
meanwhile even this early flicker of him is to know again something 
of the sense that I attached all along our boyhood to his successful 
sociability, his instinct for intercourse, his genius (as I have used 
the word) for making friends. It was the only genius he had, de- 
claring itself from his tenderest years, never knowing the shadow 
of defeat, and giving me, above all, from as far back and by the very 
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radiation of the fact, endlessly much to think of. For I had in a 
manner, thanks to the radiation, much of the benefit; his geniality 
was absolutely such that the friends he made were made almost less 
for himself, so to speak, than for other friends— of whom indeed we, 
his own adjuncts, were easily first— so far at least as he discriminated. 
At night all cats are grey, and in this brother’s easy view all his 
acquaintance were his family. The trail of his sociability was over 
us all alike— though it here concerns me but to the effect, as I re- 
cover it, of its weight on my comparatively so indirect faculty for 
what is called taking life. I must have already at the Campagne 
Gerebsoff begun to see him take it with all his directness— begun 
in fact to be a trifle tormentedly aware that, though there might be 
many ways of so doing, we are condemned practically to a choice, 
not made free of them all; reduced to the use of but one, at the best, 
which it is to our interest to make the most of, since we may indeed 
sometimes make much. There was a small sad charm, I should doubt- 
less add, in this operation of the contrast of the case before me 
with my own case; it was positively as if Wilky’s were supplying me 
on occasion with the most immediate matter for my own. That was 
particularly marked after he had, with our elder brother, been 
placed at school, the Pensionnat Roediger, at Chatelaine, then much 
esteemed and where I was supposedly to join them on my complete 
recovery: I recall sociable, irrepressibly sociable sorties thence on 
the part of the pair as promptly breaking out, not less than I recall 
sociable afternoon visits to the establishment on the part of the 
rest of us: it was my brothers’ first boarding school, but as we had in 
the New York conditions kept punaually rejoining our family, so 
in these pleasant Genevese ones our family returned the attention. 
Of this also more anon; my particular point is just the wealth of 
Wilky’s contribution to my rich current consciousness— the con- 
sciousness fairly made rich by my taking in, as aforesaid, at reflec- 
tive hours, hours when I was in a manner alone with it, our roomy 
and shadowy, our almost haunted interior. 

Admirable the scale and solidity, in general, of the ancient villas 
planted about Geneva, and our house affected me as so massive and 
so spacious that even our own half of it seemed vast. I had never 
before lived so long in anythii^ so old and, as 1 somehow felt, so 
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deep; depth, depth upon depth, was what came out for me at certain 
times of my waiting above, in my immense room of thick em- 
brasures and rather prompt obscurity, while the summer afternoon 
waned and my companions, often below at dinner, lingered and left 
me just perhaps a bit overwhelmed. That was the sense of it— the 
character, in the whole place, pressed upon me with a force I hadn’t 
met and that was beyond my analysis— which is but another way of 
saying how directly notified I felt that such material conditions as 
I had known could have had no depth at all. My depth was a vague 
measure, no doubt, but it made space, in the twilight, for an occa- 
sional small sound of voice or step from the garden or the rooms of 
which the great homely, the opaque green shutters opened there softly 
to echo in— mixed with reverberations finer and more momentous, per- 
sonal, experimental, if they might be called so; which I much en- 
couraged (they borrowed such tone from our new surrounding me- 
dium) and half of which were reducible to Wilky’s personalities and 
Wilky’s experience: these latter, irrepressibly communicated, being 
ever, enviably, though a trifle bewilderingly and even formidably, of 
personalities. There was the difference and the opposition, as I 
really believe I was already aware— that one way of taking life was 
to go in for everything and everyone, which kept you abundantly 
occupied, and the other way was to be as occupied, quite as occu- 
pied, just with the sense and the image of it all, and on only a fifth 
of the actual immersion: a circumstance extremely strange. Life was 
taken almost equally both ways— that, I mean, seemed the strange- 
ness; mere brute quantity and number being so much less in one 
case than the other. These latter were what I should have liked to go 
m for, had I but had the intrinsic faculties; that more than ever 
came home to me on those occasions when, as I could move further 
and stay out longer, I accompanied my parents on afternoon visits to 
Ch&telaine and the Campagne Roediger, a scene that has remained 
with me as nobly placid and pastoral. The great trees stood about, 
casting afternoon shadows; the old thick-walled green-shuttered villa 
and its d^pendances had the air of the happiest home; the big 
bearded bonhomie of M. Roediger among his little polyglot charges 
-no petits pays chauds these— appeared to justify, and more, ^e 
fond New York theory of Swiss education, the kind d la portie of 
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young New Yorkers, as a beautifully genialised, humanised, civilised, 
even romanticised thing, in which, amid lawny mountain slopes, 
"the languages” flowed into so many beaming recipients on a stream 
of milk and honey, and “the relation,” above all, the relation from 
master to pupil and back again, was of an amenity that wouldn’t 
have been of this world save for the providential arrangement of a 
perfect pedagogic Switzerland. “Did you notice the relation— how 
charming it was?” our parents were apt to say to each other after 
these visits, in reference to some observed show of confidence be- 
tween instructor and instructed; while, as for myself, I was lost in 
the wonder of all the relations— my younger brother seemed to live, 
and to his own ingenuous relish as well, in such a happy hum of 
them. The languages had reason to prosper— they were so copiously 
represented; the English jostled the American, the Russian the 
German, and there even trickled through a little funny French. 

A great Geneva school of those days was the Institution Haccius, 
to which generations of our young countrymen had been dedicated 
and our own faces first turned— under correction, however, by the 
perceived truth that if the languages were in question the American 
reigned there almost unchallenged. The establishment chosen for 
our experiment must have appealed by some intimate and insinu- 
ating side, and as less patronised by the rich and the sophisticated 
—for even in those days some Americans were rich and several so- 
phisticated; little indeed as it was all to matter in the event, so 
short a course had the experiment just then to run. What it mainly 
brings back to me is the fine old candour and queerness of the New 
York state of mind, begotten really not a little, I think, under our own 
roof, by the mere charmed perusal of Rodolphe Toeppfer’s Voyages en 
Zigzag, the two goodly octavo volumes of which delightful work, an 
adorable book, taken with its illustrations, had come out early in the 
’fifties and had engaged our fondest study. It is the copious chronicle, 
by a schoolmaster of endless humour and sympathy— of what degree 
and form of “authority” it never occurred to one even to ask— of his 
holiday excursions with his pupils, mainly on foot and with staff and 
knapsack, through the incomparable Switzerland of the time before 
the railways and the “rush,” before the monster hotels, the desecrated 
summits; the vulgarised valleys, the circular tours, the perforating 
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tubes, the funiculars, the hordes, the horrors. To turn back to 
Toeppfer’s pages to-day is to get the sense of a lost paradise, and 
the effect for me even yet of having pored over them in my child- 
hood is to steep in sweetness and quaintness some of the pictures— 
his own illustrations are of the pleasantest and drollest, and the as- 
sociation makes that faded Swiss master of landscape Calame, of j 
the so-called calamit^s, a quite sufficient Ruysdael. It must have ^ 
been conceived for us that we would lead in these conditions— 
always in pursuit of an education— a life not too dissimilar to that of 
the storied exiles in the forest of Arden; though one would fain not 
press, after all, upon ideals of culture so little organised, so little 
conscious, up to that moment, of our ferocities of comparison and 
competition, of imposed preparation. This particular loose ideal 
reached out from the desert— or what might under discouragement 
pass for such; it invoked the light, but a simplicity of view which 
was somehow one with the beauty of other convictions accompanied 
its effort; and though a glance at the social “psychology” of some 
of its cheerful estimates, its relative importances, assumed and acted 
upon, might here seem indicated, there are depths of the ancient 
serenity that nothing would induce me to sound. 

I need linger the less, moreover, since we in fact, oddly enough, 
lingered so little; so very little, for reasons doubtless well known to 
ourselves at the time but which I at present fail to recapture, that 
what next stands vividly out for me is our renewed passage through 
Paris on the way to London for the winter; a turn of our situation 
invested at the time with nothing whatever of the wonderful, yet 
which would again half prompt me to soundings were I not to recog- 
nise in it that mark of the fitful, that accent of the improvised, that 
general quality of earnest and reasoned, yet at the same time almost 
passionate, impatience which was to devote us for some time to 
variety, almost to incoherency, of interest. We had fared across the 
sea under the glamour of the Swiss school in the abstract, but the 
Swiss school in the concrete soon turned stale on our hands; a fact 
over which I remember myself as no further critical than to feel, 
not without zest, that, since one was all eyes and the world decidedly, 
at such a pace, all images, it ministered to the panoramic. It minis- 
tered, to begin with, through our very early start for Lyons again 
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in the October dawn— without Nadali or the carriages this time, but 
on the basis of the malle-poste, vast, yellow and rumbling, which 
we availed wholly to fill and of which the high haughtiness was 
such that it could stop, even for an instant, only at appointed and 
much dissevered places— to the effect, I recall, of its vainly attempted 
arrest by our cousin Charlotte King, beforementioned, whom I see 
now suddenly emerge, fresh, confident and pretty, from some rural 
retreat by the road, a scene of simple villeggiatura, “rien que pour 
saluer ces dames,” as she pleaded to the conductor; whom she prac- 
tically, if not permittedly, overmastered, leaving with me still the 
wonder of her happy fusion of opposites. The coach had not, in the 
event, paused, but so neither had she, and as it ignored flush and 
flurry quite as it defied delay, she was equally a match for it in these 
particulars, blandly achieving her visit to us while it rumbled on, 
making a perfect success and a perfect grace of her idea. She dropped 
as elegantly out as she had gymnastically floated in, and “ces dames” 
must much have wished they could emulate her art. Save for this 
my view of that migration has faded, though to shine out again to 
the sense of our early morning arrival in Paris a couple of days 
later, and our hunt there, vain at first, for an hotel that would put 
us numerously up; vain till we had sat awhile, in the Rue du Helder, 

I think, before that of an Albany uncle, luckily on the scene and 
finally invoked, who after some delay descended to us with a very 
foreign air, I fancied, and no possibility, to his regret, of placing us 
under his own roof; as if indeed, I remember reflecting, we could, 
such as we were, have been desired to share his foreig^n interests— 
such as they were. He espoused our cause, however, with gay good- 
nature — while I wondered, in my admiration for him and curiosity 
about him, how he really liked us, and (a bit doubtfully) whether I 
should have liked us had I been in his place; and after some further 
adventure installed us at the H6tel de la Ville de Paris in the Rue 
de la Ville-l’Ev^que, a resort now long since extinct, though it lin- 
gered on for some years, and which I think of as rather huddled and 
disappointingly private, to the abatement of spectacle, and standing 
obliquely beyond a wall, a high gjateway and a more or less cobbled 
court. 
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Little else of that Parisian passage remains with me— it was probably 
of the briefest; I recover only a visit with my father to the Palais 
de rindustrie, where the first of the great French Exhibitions, on the 
model, much reduced, of the English Crystal Palace of 1851, was 
still open, a fact explaining the crowded inns; and from that visit 
win back but the department of the English pictures and our stop- 
ping long before The Order of Release of a young English painter, 
J. E. Millais, who had just leaped into fame, and my impression of 
the rare treatment of whose baby’s bare legs, pendent from its moth- 
er’s arms, is still as vivid to me as if from yesterday. The vivid yields 
again to the vague— I scarce know why so utterly— till consciousness, 
waking up in London, renews itself, late one evening and very 
richly, at the Gloucester Hotel (or Coffee-House, as I think it was 
then still called,) which occupied that corner of Piccadilly and Berke- 
ley Street where more modern establishments have since succeeded 
it, but where a fatigued and famished American family found on 
that occasion a fine old British virtue in cold roast beef and bread 
and cheese and ale; their expert acclamation of which echoes even 
now in my memory. It keeps company there with other matters 
equally British and, as we say now, early Victorian; the thick gloom 
of the inn rooms, the faintness of the glimmering tapers, the blest 
inexhaustibility of the fine joint, surpassed only by that of the grave 
waiter’s reserve— plain, immutably plain fare all, but prompting in 
our elders an emphasis of relief and relish, the “There’s nothing 
like it after all!’’ tone, which re-excited expectation, which in fact 
seemed this time to re-announce a basis for faith and joy. 

That basis presently shrank to the scale of a small house hard by 
the hotel, at the entrance of Berkeley Square— expeditiously lighted 
an, it would thus appear, which again has been expensively super- 
seded, but to the ancient little facts of which 1 fon^y revert, since 
I owe them what I feel to have been, in the far past, the prime faint 
revelation, the small broken expression, of the London I was after- 
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wards to know. The place wears on the spot, to this day, no very 
different face; the house that has risen on the site of ours is still 
immediately neighboured at the left by the bookseller, the circu- 
lating-librarian and news-agent, who modestly flourished in our timp 
under the same name; the great establishment of Mr. Gunter, just 
further along, is as soberly and solidly seated; the mews behind the 
whole row, from the foot of Hay Hill at the right, wanders away to 
Bruton Street with the irregular grace that spoke to my young 
fancy; Hay Hill itself is somehow less sharply precipitous, besides 
being no longer paved, as I seem to recall its having been, with big 
boulders, and I was on the point of saying that its antique charm in 
some degree abides. Nothing, however, could be further from the 
truth; its antique charm quite succumbed, years ago, to that erec- 
tion of lumpish “mansions” which followed the demolition of the 
old-world town-residence, as the house-agents say, standing, on the 
south side, between court and I suppose garden, where Dover 
Street gives way to Grafton; a house of many histories, of vague im- 
portances and cold reserves and deep suggestions, I used to think 
after scaling the steep quite on purpose to wonder about it. A whole 
chapter of life was condensed, for our young sensibility, I make out, 
into the couple of months— they can scarce have been more— spent 
by us in these quarters, which must have proved too narrow and too 
towny; but it can have had no passage so lively as the occurrences 
at once sequent to my father’s having too candidly made known in 
some public print, probably The Times, that an American gentle- 
man, at such an address, desired to arrange with a competent young 
man for the tuition at home of his three sons. The effect of his rash 
failure to invite application by letter only was the assault of an 
army of visitors who filled us with consternation; they hung about 
the door, cumbered the hall, choked the staircase and sat grimly 
individual in odd corners. How they were dealt with, given my 
father’s precipitate and general charity, I can but feebly imagine; 
our own concern, in the event, was with a sole selected presence, 
that of Scotch Mr. Robert Thompson, who gave us his care from 
breakfast to luncheon each morning that winter, who afterwards 
carried on a school at Edinburgh, and whom, in years long subse- 
quent, I happened to help R. L. Stevenson to recognise gaily as his 
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early pedagc^e. He was so deeply solicitous, yet withal so mild and 
kind and shy, with no harsher injunction to us ever than “Come 
now, be getting onl” that one could but think well of a world in 
which so gentle a spirit might flourish; while it is doubtless to the 
credit of his temper that remembrance is a blank in respect to his 
closer ministrations. I recall vividly his fresh complexion, his very/ 
round clear eyes, his tendency to trip over his own legs or feet whilel 
thoughtfully circling about us, and his constant dress-coat, worn with\ 
trousers of a lighter hue, which was perhaps the prescribed uniform i 
of a daily tutor then; but I ask myself in vain what I can have 
“studied” with him, there remaining with me afterwards, to testfy— 
this putting any scrap of stored learning aside— no single textbook 
save the Lambs’ Tales from Shakespeare, which was given me as (of 
all things in the world) a reward. A reward for what I am again at 
a loss to say— not certainly for having “got on” to anything like the 
tune plaintively, for the most part, piped to me. It is a very odd and 
yet to myself very rich and full reminiscence, though I remember 
how, looking back at it from after days, W. J. denounced it to me, 
and with it the following year and more spent in Paris, as a poor and 
arid and lamentable time, in which, missing such larger chances and 
connections as we might have reached out to, we had done nothing, 
he and I, but walk about together, in a state of the direst propriety, 
little “high” black hats and inveterate gloves, the childish costume of 
the place and period, to stare at grey street-scenery (that of early Vic- 
torian London had tones of a neutrality!) dawdle at shop-windows 
and buy watercolours and brushes with which to bedaub eternal 
drawing-blocks. We might, I dare say, have felt higher impulses 
and carried out larger plans— though indeed present to me for this, 
on my brother’s so expressing himself, is my then quick recognition 
of the deeper stirrings and braver needs he at least must have known, 
and my perfect if rueful sense of having myself had no such quarrel 
with our conditions: embalmed for me did they even to that shorter 
restrospect appear in a sort of fatalism of patience, spiritless in a 
manner, no doubt, yet with an inwardly active, productive and in- 
genious side. 

It was just the feet of our having so walked and dawdled and 
dodged that made the charm of memory; in addition to which what 
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could one have asked more than to be steeped in a medium so 
dense that whole elements of it, forms of amusements, interest and 
wonder, soaked through to some appreciative faculty and made one 
fail at the most of nothing but one’s lessons? My brother was right 
in so far as that my question— the one I have just reproduced— could 
have been asked only by a person incorrigible in throwing himself 
back upon substitutes for lost causes, substitutes that might tem- 
porarily have appeared queer and small; a person so haunted, even 
from an early age, with visions of life, that aridities, for him, were 
half a terror and half an impossibility, and that the said substitutes, 
the economies and ingenuities that protested, in their dumb vague 
way, against weakness of situation or of direct and applied faculty, 
were in themselves really a revel of spirit and thought. It had in- 
deed again an effect of almost pathetic incoherence that our brave 
quest of “the languages,” suffering so prompt and for the time at 
least so accepted and now so inscrutably irrecoverable a check, 
should have contented itself with settling us by that Christmas in a 
house, more propitious to our development, in St. John’s Wood, 
where we enjoyed a considerable garden and wistful view, though 
by that windowed privilege alone, of a large green expanse in which 
ladies and gentlemen practised archery. Just that— and not the art 
even, but the mere spectacle— might have been one of the substi- 
tutes in question; if not for the languages at least for one or another 
of the romantic connections we seemed a little to have missed: it 
was such a whiff of the old world of Robin Hood as we could never 
have looked up from the mere thumbed “story,” in Fourteenth 
Street at any rate, to any soft confidence of. More than I can begin 
to say, that is by a greater number of queer small channels, did the 
world about us, thus continuous with the old world of Robin Hood, 
steal into my sense— a constant state of subjection to which fact is 
no bad instance of those refinements of surrender that I just named 
as my fond practice I seem to see to-day that the London of the ’fifties 
was even to the weak perception of childhood a much less gen- 
eralised, a much more eccentrically and variously characterised 
place, than the present great accommodated and accommodat- 
ing city; it had fewer resources but it had many more features, 
scarce one of which failed to help the whole to bristle with what a 
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little gaping American could take for an intensity of difference from 
his supposed order. It was extraordinarily the picture and the scene 
of Dickens, now so changed and superseded; it offered to my pre- 
sumptuous vision still more the reflection of Thackeray— and where 
is the detail of the reflection of Thackeray now?— so that as I trod 
the vast length of Baker Street, the Thackerayan vista of other daysi 
I throbbed with the pride of a vastly enlarged acquaintance. I 

I dare say our perambulations of Baker Street in our little "top” ; 
hats and other neatnesses must have been what W. J. meant by our 
poverty of life— whereas it was probably one of the very things most 
expressive to myself of the charm and the colour of history and 
(from the point of view of the picturesque) of society. We were 
often in Baker Street by reason of those stretched-out walks, at the 
remembered frequency and long-drawn push of which I am to-day 
amazed; recalling at the same time, however, that save for Robert 
Thompson’s pitching ball with us in the garden they took for us 
the place of all other agilities. I can’t but feel them to have been 
marked in their way by a rare curiosity and energy. Good Mr. 
Thompson had followed us in our move, occupying quarters, not far 
off, above a baker’s shop on a Terrace— a group of objects still un- 
touched by time— where we occasionally by way of change attended 
for our lessons and where not the least of our inspirations was the 
confidence, again and again justified, that our mid-morning “break” 
would determine the appearance of a self-conscious stale cake, 
straight from below, received by us all each time as if it had been a 
sudden happy thought, and ushered in by a little girl who might 
have been a Dickens foundling or "orfling.” Our being reduced to 
mumble cake in a suburban lodging by way of reaction from the 
strain of study would have been perhaps a pathetic picture, but we 
had field-days too, when we accompanied our excellent friend to the 
Tower, the Thames Tunnel, St. Paul’s and the Abbey, to say noth- 
ing of the Zoological Gardens, almost close at hand and with which 
we took in that age of lingering forms no liberty of abbreviation; 
to say nothing either of Madame Tussaud’s, then in our inter- 
minable but so amiable Baker Street, the only shade on the amia- 
bility of which was just that gruesome association with the portal of 
the Bazaar— since Madame Tussaud had, of all her treasures, most 
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vividly revealed to me the Mrs. Manning and the Burke and Hare 
of the Chamber of Horrors which lurked just within it; whom, for 
days after making their acquaintance (and prolonging it no further 
than our conscientious friend thought advisable) I half expected, 
when alone, to meet quite dreadfully on the staircase or on opening 
a door. All this experience was valuable, but it was not the lan- 
guages-save in so far indeed as it was the English, which we hadn’t 
in advance so much aimed at, yet which more or less, and very inter- 
estingly, came; it at any rate perhaps broke our fall a little that 
French, of a sort, continued to be with us in the remarkably erect 
person of Mademoiselle Cusin, the Swiss governess who had accom- 
panied us from Geneva, whose quite sharply extrusive but on the 
whole exhilarating presence I associate with this winter, and who 
led in that longish procession of more or less similar domesticated 
presences which was to keep the torch, that is the accent, among 
us, fairly alight. The variety and frequency of the arrivals and 
departures of these ladies— whose ghostly names, again, so far as I 
recall them, I like piously to preserve, Augustine Danse, Amalie 
Fortin, Marie Guyard, Marie Bonningue, Felicie Bonningue, 
Clarisse Bader— mystifies me in much the same degree as our own 
academic vicissitudes in New York; I can no more imagine why, 
sociable and charitable, we so often changed governesses than I had 
contemporaneously grasped the principle of our succession of 
schools; the whole group of phenomena reflected, I gather, as a rule, 
much more the extreme promptitude of the parental optimism than 
any disproportionate habit of impatience. The optimism begot 
precipation, and the precipitation had too often to confess itself. 
What is instructive, what is historic, is the probability that young 
persons offering themselves at that time as guides and communi- 
cators— the requirements of our small sister were for long modest 
enough— quite conceivably lacked preparedness, and were so thrown 
back on Ae extempore, which in turn lacked abundance. One of 
these figures, that of Mademoiselle Danse, the most Parisian, and 
prodigiously so, was afterwards to stand out for us quite luridly— 
a cloud of revelations succeeding her withdrawal; a cloud which, 
thick as it was, never obscured our impression of her genius and her 
charm. The daughter of a political proscript who had but just 
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escaped, by the legend, being seized in his bed on the terrible night 
of the Deux-D^cembre, and who wrote her micawberish letters from 
Gallipolis, Ohio, she subsequently figured to my imagination (in 
the light, that is, of the divined revelations, too dreadful for our 
young ears,) as the most brilliant and most genial of irregular char- 
acters, exhibiting the Parisian “mentality” at its highest, or perhaps ; 
rather its deepest, and more remarkable for nothing than for the 
consummate little art and grace with which she had for a whole 
year draped herself in the mantle of our innocent air. It was excit- 
ing, it was really valuable, to have to that extent rubbed shoulders 
with an “adventuress”; it showed one that for the adventuress there 
might on occasion be much to be said. 

Those, however, were later things— extensions of view hampered 
for the present, as I have noted, by our mere London street-scenery, 
which had much to build out for us. I see again that we but end- 
lessly walked and endlessly daubed, and that our walks, with an 
obsession of their own, constantly abetted our daubing. We knew 
no other boys at all, and we even saw no others, I seem to remember, 
save the essentially rude ones, rude with a kind of mediaeval rude- 
ness for which our clear New York experience had given us no 
precedent, and of which the great and constant sign was the artless, 
invidious wonder produced in them, on our public appearances, by 
the alien stamp in us that, for our comfort, we vainly sought to dis- 
simulate. We conformed in each particular, so far as we could, to the 
prevailing fashion and standard, of a narrow range in those days, 
but in our very plumage— putting our ramage aside— our wood-note 
wild must have seemed to sound, so sharply we challenged, when 
abroad, the attention of our native contemporaries, and even some- 
times of their elders, pulled up at sight of us in the from-head-to- 
foot stare, a curiosity void of sympathy and that attached itself for 
some reason especially to our feet, which were not abnormally 
large. The London people had for themselves, at the same time, an 
exuberance of type; we found it in particular a world of costume, 
often of very odd costume— the most intimate notes of which were 
the postmen in their frock-coats of military red and their black 
beaver hats; the milkwomen, in hats that often emulated these, in 
little shawls and strange short, full frocks, revealing enormous boots, 
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with their pails swung from their shoulders on wooden yokes; the 
inveterate footmen hooked behind the coaches of the rich, fre- 
quently in pairs and carrying staves, together with the mounted 
and belted grooms without the attendance of whom riders, of which- 
ever sex— and riders then were much more numerous— almost never 
went forth. The range of character, on the other hand, reached 
rather dreadfully down; there were embodied and exemplified 
‘‘horrors*' in the streets beside which any present exhibition is pale, 
and I well remember the almost terrified sense of their salience pro- 
duced in me a couple of years later, on the occasion of a flying return 
from the Continent with my father, by a long, an interminable 
drive westward from the London Bridge railway-station. It was a 
soft June evening, with a lingering light and swarming crowds, as 
they then seemed to me, of figures reminding me of George Cruik- 
shank's Artful Dodger and his Bill Sikes and his Nancy, only with 
the bigger brutality of life, which pressed upon the cab, the early- 
Victorian fourwheeler, as we jogged over the Bridge, and cropped 
up in more and more gas-lit patches for all our course, culminating, 
somewhere far to the west, in the vivid picture, framed by the cab- 
window, of a woman reeling backward as a man felled her to the 
ground with a blow in the face. The London view at large had in 
fact more than a Cruikshank, there still survived in it quite a 
Hogarth, side— which I had of course then no name for, but which 
I was so sharply to recognise on coming back years later that it fixed 
for me the veracity of the great pictorial chronicler. Hogarth’s mark 
is even yet not wholly overlaid; though time has per contra dealt 
with that stale servility of address which most expressed to our 
young minds the rich burden of a Past, the consequence of too much 
history. I liked for my own part a lot of history, but felt in face of 
certain queer old obsequiosities and appeals, whinings and sidlings 
and hand-rubbings and curtsey-droppings, the general play of apol- 
ogy and humility, behind which the great dim social complexity 
seemed to mass itself, that one didn’t quite want so inordinate a 
quantity. Of that particular light and shade, however, the big broom 
of change has swept the scene bare; more history still has been after 
all what it wanted. Quite another order, in the whole connection, 
strikes me as reigning to-day — though not without the reminder from 
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it that the relations in which manner, as a generalised thing, in 
which “tone,” is positively pleasant, is really assured and sound, clear 
and interesting, are numerous and definite only when it has had in 
its past some strange phases and much misadventure. 


XXIII 

We were still being but vaguely “formed,” yet it was a vagueness 
preferred apparently by our parents to the only definiteness in any 
degree open to us, that of the English school away from home (the 
London private school near home they would absolutely none of;) 
which they saw as a fearful and wonderful, though seemingly ef- 
fective, preparation of the young for English life and an English 
career, but related to that situation only, so little related in fact to 
any other as to make it, in a differing case, an educational cul-de-sac, 
the worst of economies. They had doubtless heard claimed for it 
just that no other method for boys was so splendidly general, but 
they had, I judge, their own sense of the matter— which would have 
been that it all depended on what was meant by this. The truth 
was, above all, that to them the formative forces most closely bearing 
on us were not in the least vague, but very definite by their measure 
and intention; there were “advantages,” generally much belauded, 
that appealed to them scantly, and other matters, conceptions of 
character and opportunity, ideals, values, importances, enjoying no 
great common credit but for which it was their belief that they, 
under whatever difficulties, more or less provided. In respect of 
which I further remind myself of the blest fewness, as yet, of our 
years; and I come back to my own sense, benighted though it may 
have been, of a highly-coloured and remarkably active life. I recog- 
nise our immediate, our practical ferment even in our decent peram- 
bulations, our discussions, W. J.’s and mine, of whether we had in a 
given case best apply for a renewal of our “artists’ materials” to 
Messrs. Rowney or to Messrs. Windsor and Newton, and in our 
pious r^Tt, on these determinations, to Rathbone Place, more 
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beset by our steps, probably, than any other single comer of the 
town, and the short but charged vista of which lives for me again in 
the tempered light of those old winter afternoons. Of scarce less 
moment than these were our frequent visits, in the same general 
connection, to the old Pantheon of Oxford Street, now fallen from 
its high estate, but during that age a place of fine rococo traditions, 
a bazaar, an exhibition, an opportunity, at the end of long walks, 
for the consumption of buns and ginger-beer, and above all a monu- 
ment to the genius of that wonderful painter B. R. Haydon. We 
must at one time quite have haunted the Pantheon, where we 
doubtless could better than elsewhere sink to contemplative, to 
ruminative rest: Haydon’s huge canvases covered the walls— I won- 
der what has become now of The Banishment of Aristides, attended 
to the city gate by his wife and babe, every attitude and figure in 
which, especially that of the foreshortened boy picking up stones 
to shy at the all-too-just, stares out at me still. We found in these 
works remarkable interest and beauty, the reason of which was 
partly, no doubt, that we hung, to fascination, at home, over the 
three volumes of the hapless artist’s Autobiography, then a new 
book, which our father, indulgent to our preoccupation, had pro- 
vided us with; but I blush to risk the further surmise that the grand 
manner, the heroic and the classic, in Haydon, came home to us 
more warmly and humanly than in the masters commended as “old,” 
who, at the National Gallery, seemed to meet us so little half-way, 
to hold out the hand of fellowship or suggest something that we 
could do, or could at least want to. The beauty of Haydon was just 
that he was new, shiningly new, and if he hinted that we might, 
perhaps in some happy future emulate his big bravery there was 
nothing so impossible about it. If we adored daubing we preferred it 
fresh, and the genius of the Pantheon was fresh, whereas, strange to 
say, Rubens and Titian were not. Even the charm of the Pantheon 
yielded, however, to that of the English collection, the Vernon 
bequest to the nation, then arrayed at Marlborough House and to 
which the great plumed and draped and dusty funeral car of the 
Duke of Wellington formed an attractive adjunct. The ground- 
floor chambers there, none of them at that time royally inhabited, 
come back to me as altogether bleak and bare and as owing tbeir 
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only dignity to Maclise, Mulready and Landseer, to David Wilkie 
and Charles Leslie. They were, by some deep-seated English mystery, 
the real unattainable, just as they were none the less the directly 
inspiring and the endlessly delightful. 1 could never have enough 
of Maclise’s Play-scene in Hamlet, which I supposed the finest com- 
position in the world (though Ophelia did look a little as if cut in 
silhouette out of white paper and pasted on;) while as I gazed, and 
gazed again, at Leslie’s Sancho Panza and his Duchess 1 pushed 
through the great hall of romance to the central or private apart- 
ments. Trafalgar Square had its straight message for us only in the 
May-time exhibition, the Royal Academy of those days having, 
without a home of its own, to borrow space from the National Gal- 
lery-space partly occupied, in the summer of 1856, by the first fresh 
fruits of the Pre-Raphaelite efflorescence, among which I distinguish 
Millais’s Vale of Rest, his Autumn Leaves and, if I am not mistaken, 
his prodigious Blind Girl.' The very word Pre-Raphaelite wore for 
us that intensity of meaning, not less than of mystery, that thrills 
us in its perfection but for one season, the prime hour of first initia- 
tions, and I may perhaps somewhat mix the order of our great little 
passages of perception. Momentous to us again was to be the Acad- 
emy show of 1858, where there were, from the same wide source, 
still other challenges to wonder, Holman Hunt’s Scapegoat most of 
all, which I remember finding so charged with the awful that I was 
glad I saw it in company— it in company and I the same: I believed, 
or tried to believe, I should have feared to face it all alone in a room. 
By that time moreover— I mean by 1858— we had been more fully 
indoctrinated, or such was the case at least with W. J., for whom, 
in Paris, during the winter of 1857, instruction at the atelier of M. 
Lton Coigniet, of a limited order and adapted to his years, had been 
candidly provided— that M. L^on Coigniet whose Marius meditating 
among the Ruins of Carthage impressed us the more, at the Luxem- 
bourg (even more haunted by us in due course than the Pantheon 
had teen,) in consequence of this family connection. 

Let me not, however, nip the present thread of our aesthetic evo- 
lution without a glance at that comparatively spare but deeply 
appreciated experience of the London theatric privilege which, so 
to as occasion favoured us, also pressed the easy spring. The Ncv 
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York familiarities had to drop; going to the play presented itself in 
London as a serious, ponderous business: a procession of two throb- 
bing and heaving cabs over vast fo^ tracts of the town, after much 
arrangement in advance and with a renewal of far peregrination, 
through twisting passages and catacombs, even after crossing the 
magic threshold. We sat in strange places, with still stranger ones 
behind or beside; we felt walls and partitions, in our rear, getting 
so hot that we wondered if the house was to burst into flame; I 
recall in especial our being arrayed, to the number of nine persons, 
all of our contingent, in a sort of rustic balcony or verandah which, 
simulating the outer gallery of a Swiss cottage framed in creepers, 
formed a feature of Mr, Albert Smith’s once-famous representation 
of the Tour of Mont Blanc. Big, bearded, rattling, chattering, 
mimicking Albert Smith again charms my senses, though subject to 
the reflection that his type and presence, superficially so important, 
so ample, were somehow at odds with such ingratiations, with the 
reckless levity of his performance— a performance one of the great 
effects of which was, as I remember it, the very brief stop and re- 
departure of the train at Epernay, with the ringing of bells, the bawl- 
ing of guards, the cries of travellers, the slamming of doors and 
the tremendous pop as of a colossal champagne-cork, made all simul- 
taneous and vivid by Mr. Smith’s mere personal resources and 
graces. But it is the publicity of our situation as a happy family that 
I best remember, and how, to our embarrassment, we seemed put 
forward in our illustrative chalet as part of the boisterous show and 
of what had been paid for by the house. Two other great evenings 
stand out for me as not less collectively enjoyed, one of these at the 
Princess’s, then under the management of Charles Kean, the un- 
precedented (as he was held) Shakespearean revivalist, the other at 
the Olympic, where Alfred Wigan, the extraordinary and too short- 
lived Robson and the shrewd and handsome Mrs. Stirling were the 
high attraction. Our enjoyment of Charles Kean’s presentation of 
Henry the Eighth figures to me as a momentous date in our lives; 
we did nothing for weeks afterwards but try to reproduce in water- 
colours Queen Katharine’s dream-vision of the beckoning, consoling 
angeb, a radiant group let down from the skies by machinery then 
thought marvellous— when indeed we were not parading across our 
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schoolroom stage as the portentous Cardinal and impressively alter- 
nating his last speech to Cromwell with Buckingham’s, that is with 
Mr. Ryder’s, address on the way to the scaffold. The spectacle had 
seemed to us prodigious— as it was doubtless at its time the last word 
of costly scenic science; though as I look back from the high ground 
of an age that has mastered tone and fusion I seem to see it as com- 
paratively garish and violent, after the manner of the complacently 
approved stained-glass church-windows of the same period. I was 
to have my impression of Charles Kean renewed later on— ten years 
later, in America— without a rag of scenic reinforcement; when I 
was struck with the fact that no actor so little graced by nature prob- 
ably ever went so far toward repairing it by a kind of cold rage of 
endeavour. Were he and his wife really not coercively interesting on 
that Boston night of Macbeth in particular, hadn’t their art a dis- 
tinction that triumphed over battered age and sorry harshness, or 
was I but too easily beguiled by the old association? I have enjoyed 
and forgotten numberless rich hours of spectatorship, but somehow 
still find hooked to the wall of memory the picture of this hushed 
couple in the castle court, with the knocking at the gate, with Mac- 
beth’s stare of pitiful horror at his unused daggers and with the 
grand manner, up to the height of the argument, of Mrs. Kean’s 
coldly portentous snatch of them. What I especially owe that lady 
is my sense of what she had in common, as a queer hooped and 
hook-nosed figure, of large circumference and archaic attire, strange 
tasteless toggery, with those performers of the past who are preserved 
for us on the small canvases of Hogarth and Zoffany; she helped one 
back at that time of her life to a vision of the Mrs. Cibbers and the 
Mrs. Pritchards— so affecting may often be such recovered links. 

I see the evening at the Olympic as really itself partaking of that 
antiquity, even though Still Waters Run Deep, then in its flourish- 
ing freshness and as to which I remember my fine old friend Fanny 
Kemble’s mentioning to me in the distant after-time that she had 
directed Tom Taylor to Charles de Bernard’s novel of Un Gendre 
for the subject of it, passed at the moment for a highly modern 
“social study.’’ It is perhaps in particular through the memory of our 
dismal approach to the theatre, the squalid slum of Wych Street, 
then incredibly brutal and barbarous as an avenue to joy, an avenue 
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even sometimes for the muffled coach of Royalty, that the episode 
affects me as antedating some of the conditions of the mid-Victorian 
age; the general credit of which, I should add, was highly re- 
established for us by the consummately quiet and natural art, as 
we expertly pronounced it, of Alfred Wigan’s John Mildmay and 
the breadth and sincerity of the representative of the rash mother- 
in-law whom he so imperturbably puts in her place. This was an 
exhibition supposed in its day to leave its spectators little to envy 
in the highest finish reached by the French theatre. At a remarkable 
height, in a different direction, moved the strange and vivid little 
genius of Robson, a master of fantastic intensity, unforgettable for 
us, we felt that night, in Planchd’s extravaganza of The Discreet 
Princess, a Christmas production preluding to the immemorial 
harlequinade. 1 still see Robson slide across the stage, in one side- 
long wri^le, as the small black sinister Prince Richcraft of the fairy- 
tale, everything he did at once very dreadful and very droll, thor- 
oughly true and yet none the less macabre, the great point of it all 
its parody of Charles Kean in The Corsican Brothers; a vision filled 
out a couple of years further on by his Daddy Hardacre in a two- 
acts version of a Parisian piece thriftily and coarsely extracted from 
Balzac’s Eugenie Grandet. This occasion must have given the real 
and the finer measure of his highly original talent; so present to 
me, despite the interval, is the distinctiveness of his little concen- 
trated rustic miser whose daughter helps herself from his money-box 
so that her cousin and lover shall save a desperate father, her pater- 
nal uncle, from bankruptcy; and the prodigious effect of Robson’s 
appalled descent, from an upper floor, his literal headlong tumble 
and rattle of dismay down a steep staircase occupying the centre of 
the stage, on his discovery of the rifling of his chest. Long was I to 
have in my ears the repeated shriek of his alarm, followed by a 
panting babble of wonder and rage as his impetus hurled him, a 
prostrate scrap of despair (he was a tiny figure, yet “so held the 
stage’’ that in his company you could see nobody else) half way 
across the room. I associate a little uncertainly with the same night 
the si^t of Charles Matthews in Sheridan’s Critic and in a comedy 
botched from the French, like everything eke in those days that was 
not either Sheridan or Shakespeare, called Married for Money; an 
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example above all, this association, of the heaped measure of the 
old bills— vast and various enumerations as they were, of the size 
of but slightly reduced placards and with a strange and delightful 
greasy feel and redolence of printer’s ink, intensely theatrical ink 
somehow, in their big black lettering. Charles Matthews must have 
been then in his mid-career, and him too, wasted and aged, infinitely 
“marked,” I was to see again, ever so long after, in America; an 
impression reminding me, as I recover it, of how one took his talent 
so thoroughly for granted that he seemed somehow to get but half 
the credit of it: this at least in all save parts of mere farce and 
“patter,” which were on a footing, and no very interesting one, of 
their own. The other effect, that of a naturalness so easy and imme- 
diate, so friendly and intimate, that one’s relation with the artist 
lost itself in one’s relation with the character, the artist thereby 
somehow positively suffering while the character gained, or at least 
while the spectator did— this comes back to me quite as a part even 
of my earlier experience and as attesting on behalf of the actor a 
remarkable genius; since there are no more charming artistic cases 
than those of the frank result, when it is frank enough, and the 
dissimulated process, when the dissimulation has been deep. To 
drop, or appear to drop, machinery and yet keep, or at least gain, 
intensity, the interesting intensity separated by a gulf from a mere 
unbought coincidence of aspect or organ, is really to do something. 
In spite of which, at the same time, what 1 perhaps most retain, by 
the light of the present, of the sense of that big and rather dusky 
night of Drury Lane is not so much the felt degree of anyone’s tal- 
ent as the fact that personality and artistry, with their intensity, 
could work their spell in such a material desert, in conditions in- 
trinsically so charmless, so bleak and bare. The conditions gave 
nothing of what we regard to-day as most indispensable— since our 
present fine conception is but to reduce and fill in the material 
desert, to people and carpet and curtain it. We may be right, so far 
as that goes, but our predecessors were, with their eye on the essence, 
not wrong; thanks to which they wear the crown of our now think- 
ing of them— if we do think of them— as in their way giants and 
heroes. What their successors were to become is another question; 
very mudi better dressed, beyond all doubt. 
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XXIV 

Good Robert Thompson was followed by fin M. Lerambert— who 
was surely good too, in his different way; good at least for feigning 
an interest he could scarce have rejoicingly felt and that he yet 
somehow managed to give a due impression of; that artifice being, 
as we must dimly have divined at the time (in fact I make bold to 
say that I personally did divine it,) exactly a sign of his finesse. Of 
no such uncanny engine had Mr. Thompson, luckily, known a need 
—luckily since to what arsenal could he possibly have resorted for 
it? None capable of supplying it could ever have met his sight, and 
we ourselves should at a pinch have had to help him toward it. He 
was easily interested, or at least took an easy view, on such ground 
as we offered him, of what it was to be so; whereas his successor 
attached to the condition a different value— one recognising no 
secondary substitute. Perhaps this was why our connection with 
M. Lerambert can have lasted but four or five months— time even 
for his sharp subterfuge to have ceased entirely to serve him; though 
indeed even as I say this I vaguely recall that our separation wais 
attended with friction, that it took him unaware and that he had 
been prepared (or so represented himself) for further sacrifices. It 
could have been no great one, assuredly, to deal with so intensely 
living a young mind as my elder brother’s, it could have been but a 
happy impression constantly renewed; but we two juniors, Wilky 
and I, were a drag— Wilky ’s powers most displayed at that time in his 
preference for ingenuous talk over any other pursuit whatever, and 
my own aptitude showing for nil, according to our poor gentleman’s 
report of me when a couple of months had sped, save as to rendering 
La Fontaine’s fables into English with a certain corresponding 
felicity of idiom. I remember perfectly the parental communication 
to me of this fell judgment, I remember as well the interest with 
which its so quite definite character inspired me— that character had 
such beauty and distinctness; yet, and ever so strangely, I recover no 
sense of having been crushed, and this even though destitute. 
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Utterly, of any ground of appeal. The fact leaves me at a loss, since 
I also remember my not having myself thought particularly well, in 
the connection allowed, of my “rendering” faculty. “Oh,” I seem 
inwardly to have said, “if it were to be, if it only could be, really a 
question of rendering—!” and so, without confusion, though in 
vague, very vague, mystification to have left it: as if so many things, 
intrinsic and extrinsic, would have to change and operate, so many 
would have to happen, so much water have to flow under the bridge, 
before I could give primary application to such a thought, much 
more finish such a sentence. 

All of which is but a way of saying that we had since the beginning 
of the summer settled ourselves in Paris, and that M. Lerambert— 
by what agency invoked, by what revelation vouchsafed, I quite 
forget— was at this time attending us in a so-called pavilion, of mid- 
dling size, that, between the Rond-Point and the Rue du Colis^e, 
hung, at no great height, over the Avenue des Champs-Elys^es; 
hung, that is, from the vantage of its own considerable terrace, sur- 
mounted as the parapet of the latter was with iron railings rising 
sufficiently to protect the place for familiar use and covert contem- 
plation (we ever so fondly used it,) and yet not to the point of fencing 
out life. A blest little old-world refuge it must have seemed to us, 
with its protuberantly-paved and peculiarly resonant small court 
and idle communs beside it, accessible by a high grille where the 
jangle of the bell and the clatter of response across the stones might 
have figured a comprehensive echo of all old Paris. Old Paris then 
even there considerably lingered; I recapture much of its presence, 
for that matter, within our odd relic of a house, the property of an 
American southerner from whom our parents had briefly hired it 
and who appeared to divide his time, poor unadmonished gentle- 
man of the eve of the Revolution, between Louisiana and France. 
What association could have breathed more from the queer graces 
and the queer incommodities alike, from the diffused glassy polish 
of floor and perilous staircase, from the redundancy of mirror and 
clock and ormolu vase, from the irrepressibility of the white and 
gold panel, from that merciless elegance of tense red damask, above 
all, which made the gilt-framed backs of sofa and chair as sumptu- 
ous, no doubt, but as sumptuously stiff, as the brocaded walls? It 
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was amid these refinements that we presently resumed our studies— 
even explicitly far from arduous at first, as the Champs-Elys^es were 
perforce that year our summer habitation and some deference was 
due to the place and the season, lessons of any sort being at best 
an infraction of the latter. M. Lerambert, who was spare and tightly 
black-coated, spectacled, pale and prominently intellectual, who 
lived in the Rue Jacob with his mother and sister, exactly as he 
should have done to accentuate prophetically his resemblance, save 
for the spectacles, to some hero of Victor Cherbuliez, and who, in 
fine, was conscious, not unimpressively, of his authorship of a vol- 
ume of meditative verse sympathetically mentioned by the Sainte- 
Beuve of the Causeries in a review of the young poets of the hour 
(‘‘M. Lerambert too has loved, M. Lerambert too has suffered, M. 
Lerambert too has sungl” or words to that effect:) this subtle per- 
sonality, really a high form of sensibility I surmise, and as qualified 
for other and intenser relations as any Cherbuliez figure of them all, 
was naturally not to be counted on to lead us gapingly forth as good 
Mr. Thompson had done; so that my reminiscence of warm som- 
niferous mornings by the windows that opened to the clattery, 
plashy court is quite, so far as my record goes, relievingly unbroken. 

The afternoons, however, glimmer back to me shamelessly dif- 
ferent, for our circle had promptly been joined by the all-knowing 
and all-imposing Mademoiselle Danse aforesaid, her of the so flex- 
ible taille and the so salient smiling eyes, than which even those of 
Miss Rebecca Sharp, that other epic governess, were not more pleas- 
ingly green; who provided with high efficiency for our immediate 
looser needs— mine and Wilky’s and those of our small brother Bob 
(i’ing^nieux petit Robertson as she was to dub him,) and of our still 
smaller sister at least— our first fine fldneries of curiosity. Her brave 
Vaudoise predecessor had been bequeathed by us in London to a 
higher sphere than service with mere earnest nomads could represent; 
but had left us clinging and weeping and was for a long time afterwards 
to write to us, faithfully, in the most beautiful copper-plate hand, 
out of the midst of her "rise”; with details that brought home to us 
as we had never known it brought the material and institutional 
difference between the nomadic and the solidly, the spreadingly 
seated. A couple of years later, on an occasion of our being again 
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for a while in London, she hastened to call on us, and, on departing, 
amiably invited me to walk back with her, for a gossip— it was a 
bustling day of June— across a long stretch of the town; when I left 
her at a glittering portal with the impression of my having in our 
transit seen much of Society (the old London “season” filled the 
measure, had length and breadth and thickness, to an extent now 
foregone,) and, more particularly, achieved a small psychologic 
study, noted the action of the massive English machinery directed to 
its end, which had been in this case effectually to tame the presump- 
tuous and “work over” the crude. I remember on that occasion re- 
tracing my steps from Eaton Square to Devonshire Street with a 
lively sense of observation exercised by the way, a perfect gleaning 
of golden straws. Our guide and philosopher of the summer days in 
Paris was no such character as that; she had arrived among us full- 
fledged and consummate, fortunately for the case altogether— as our 
mere candid humanity would otherwise have had scant practical 
pressure to bring. Thackeray’s novel contains a plate from his own 
expressive hand representing Miss Sharp lost in a cynical day-dream 
while her neglected pupils are locked in a scrimmage on the floor; 
but the marvel of our exemplar of the Becky type was exactly that 
though her larger, her more interested and sophisticated views had 
a range that she not only permitted us to guess but agreeably invited 
us to follow almost to their furthest limits, we never for a moment 
ceased to be aware of her solicitude. We might, we must, so tre- 
mendously have bored her, but no ironic artist could have caught 
her at any juncture in the posture of disgust: really, I imagine, 
because her own ironies would have been too fine for him and too 
numerous and too mixed. And this remarkable creature vouchsafed 
us all information for the free enjoyment— on the terms proper to 
our tender years— of her beautiful city. 

It was not by the common measure then so beautiful as now; the 
second Empire, too lately installed, was still more or less feeling its 
way, with the great free hand soon to be allowed to Baron Hauss- 
mann marked as yet but in the light preliminary flourish. Its con- 
nections with the past, however, still hung thickly on; its majesties 
and symmetries, comparatively vague and general, were subject to 
the happy accident, the charming lapse and the odd extrusion, a 
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bonhomie of chance composition and colour now quite purged 
away. The whole region of the Champs-Elys^es, where we must after 
all at first have principally prowled, was another world from the 
actual huge centre of repeated radiations; the splendid Avenue, as 
we of course already thought it, carried the eye from the Tuileries 
to the Arch, but pleasant old places abutted on it by the way, gar- 
dens and terraces and hdtels of another time, pavilions still braver 
than ours, cabarets and caKs of homely, almost of rural type, with a 
relative and doubtless rather dusty ruralism, spreading away to the 
River and the Wood. What was the Jardin d’Hiver, a place of enter- 
tainment standing quite over against us and that looped itself at 
night with little coloured oil-lamps, a mere twinkling grin upon the 
face of pleasure? Dim my impression of having been admitted— or 
rather, I suppose, conducted, though under conductorship now 
vague to me— to view it by colourless day, when it must have worn 
the stamp of an auction-room quite void of the “lots.” More distinct 
on the other hand the image of the bustling barri^re at the top of 
the Avenue, on the hither side of the Arch, where the old loose-girt 
banlieue began at once and the two matched lodges of the octroi, 
highly, that is expressly even if humbly, architectural, guarded the 
entrance, on either side, with such a suggestion of the generations 
and dynasties and armies, the revolutions and restorations they had 
seen come and go. But the Avenue of the Empress, now, so much 
more thinly, but of the Wood itself, had already been traced, as the 
Empress herself, young, more than young, attestedly and agreeably 
new, and fair and shining, was, up and down the vista, constantly 
on exhibition; with the thrill of that surpassed for us, however, by 
the incomparable passage, as we judged it, of the baby Prince 
Imperial borne forth for his airing or his progress to Saint-Cloud 
in the splendid coach that gave a glimpse of appointed and cos- 
tumed nursing breasts and lajjs, and beside which the cent-gardes, 
all light-blue and silver and intensely erect quick jolt, rattled with 
pistols raised and cocked. Was a public holiday ever more splendid 
than that of the Prince’s baptism at Notre Dame, the ffite of Saint- 
Napoleon, or was any ever more immortalised, as we say, than this 
one was to be by the wonderfully ample and vivid picture of it in 
the Eugene Rougon of Emile Zola, who must have taken it in, <m 
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the spot, as a boy of about our own number of years, though of so 
much more implanted and predestined an evocatory gift? The sense 
of that interminable hot day, a day of hanging about and waiting 
and shuffling in dust, in crowds, in fatigue, amid booths and pedlars 
and performers and false alarms and expectations and renewed 
reactions and rushes, all transfigured at the last, withal, by the big- 
gest and brightest illumination up to that time offered even the 
Parisians, the blinding glare of the new Empire effectually sym- 
bolised— the vision of the whole, I say, comes back to me quite in the 
form of a chapter from the Rougon-Macquart, with its effect of 
something long and dense and heavy, without shades or undertones, 
but immensely kept-up and done. I dare say that for those months 
our contemplations, our daily exercise in general, strayed little 
beyond the Champs-Elys^es, though I recall confusedly as well cer- 
tain excursions to Passy and Auteuil, where we foregathered with 
small resident compatriots the easy gutturalism of whose French, an 
unpremeditated art, was a revelation, an initiation, and whence we 
roamed, for purposes of picnic, into parts of the Bois de Boulogne 
that, oddly enough, figured to us the virgin forest better than any- 
thing at our own American door had done. 

It was the social aspect of our situation that most appealed to me, 
none the less— for I detect myself, as I woo it all back, disengaging 
a social aspect again, and more than ever, from the phenomena dis- 
closed to my reflective gape or to otherwise associated strolls; per- 
ceptive passages not wholly independent even of the occupancy of 
two-sous chairs within the charmed circle of Guignol and of Grin- 
galet. 1 suppose I should have blushed to confess it, but Polichinelle 
and his puppets, in the afternoons, under an umbrage sparse till 
evening fell, had still their spell to cast— as part and parcel, that is, 
of the general intensity of animation and variety of feature. The 
“amusement,” the aesthetic and human appeal, of Paris had in those 
days less the air of a great shining conspiracy to please, the machin- 
ery in movement confessed less to its huge purpose; but manners 
and types and traditions, the detail of the scene, its pointed par- 
ticulars, went their way with a straighter effect, as well as often with 
a homelier grace— character, temper and tone had lost comparatively 
little of their emphasis. These scattered accents were matter for our 
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eyes and ears— not a little even already for our respective imagina- 
tions; though it is only as the season waned and we set up our fire- 
side afresh and for the winter that I connect my small revolution 
with a wider field and with the company of W. J. Again for that 
summer he was to be in eclipse to me; Guignol and Gringalet failed 
to claim his attention, and Mademoiselle Danse, I make out, depre- 
cated his theory of exact knowledge, besides thinking him perhaps 
a little of an ours— which came to the same thing. We adjourned 
that autumn to quarters not far off, a wide-faced apartment in the 
street then bravely known as the Rue d’Angouldme-St.-Honord and 
now, after other mutations, as the Rue La Boetie; which we were 
again to exchange a year later for an abode in the Rue Montaigne, 
this last after a summer’s absence at Boulogne-sur-Mer; the earlier 
migration setting up for me the frame of a considerably animated 
picture. Animated at best it was with the spirit and the modest facts 
of our family life, among which I number the cold finality of M. 
Lerambert, reflected in still other testimonies— that is till the date 
of our definite but respectful rupture with him, followed as the 
spring came on by our ineluctable phase at the Institution Fezandi^ 
in the Rue Balzac; of which latter there will be even more to say 
than I shall take freedom for. With the Rue d’Angoulfime came 
extensions— even the mere immediate view of opposite intimacies 
and industries, the subdivided aspects and neat ingenuities of the 
applied Parisian genius counting as such; our many-windowed 
premier, above an entresol of no great height, hung over the narrow 
and, during the winter months, not a little dusky channel, with end- 
less movement and interest in the vivid exhibition it supplied. What 
faced us was a series of subjects, with the baker, at the corner, for 
the first— the impeccable dispenser of the so softly-crusty crescent- 
rolls that we woke up each morning to hunger for afresh, with our 
weak caf6au-lait, as for the one form of “European” breakfast-bread 
fit to be named even with the feeblest of our American forms. Then 
came the small crfimerie, white picked out with blue, which, by 
some secret of its own keeping, afforded, within the compass of a 
few feet square, prolonged savoury meals to working men, white- 
frocked or blue-frocked, to uniformed cabmen, stout or spare, Imt 
all mcnre or less audibly bavards and discemibly critical; and next 
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the compact embrasure of the ^caillfere or oyster-lady, she and her 
paraphernalia fitted into their interstice much as the mollusc itself 
into its shell; neighboured in turn by the marchand-de-bois, peeping 
from as narrow a cage, his neat faggots and chopped logs stacked 
beside him and above him in his sentry-box quite as the niches of 
saints, in early Italian pictures, are framed with tightly-packed fruits 
and flowers. Space and remembrance fail me for the rest of the series, 
the attaching note of which comes back as the note of diffused 
sociability and domestic, in fact more or less aesthetic, ingenuity, 
with the street a perpetual parlour or household centre for the flit- 
ting, pausing, conversing little bourgeoise or ouvri^re to sport, on 
every pretext and in every errand, her fluted cap, her composed 
head, her neat ankles and her ready wit. Which is to say indeed but 
that life and manners were more pointedly and harmoniously ex- 
pressed, under our noses there, than we had perhaps found them 
anywhere save in the most salient passages of “stories”; though I 
must in spite of it not write as if these trifles were all our fare. 


XXV 

That autumn renewed, I make out, our long and beguiled walks, 
my own with W. J. in especial; at the same time that I have some- 
how the sense of the whole more broken appeal on the part of Paris, 
the scanter confidence and ease it inspired in us, the perhaps more 
numerous and composite, but obscurer and more baflledintimations. 
Not indeed— for all my brother’s later vision of an accepted flatness 
in it— that there was not some joy and some grasp; why else were we 
forever (as I seem to conceive we were) measuring the great space 
that separated us from the gallery of the Luxembourg, every step 
of which, either way we took it, fed us with some interesting, some 
admirable image, kept us in relation to something nobly intended? 
That particular walk was not prescribed us, yet we appear to have 
hugged it, across the Champs-Elys^es to the river, and so over the 
nearest bridge and the quays of the left bank to the Rue de Seine, 
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as if it somehow held the secret of our future; to the extent even of 
my more or less sneaking off on occasion to take it by myself, to taste 
of it with a due undiverted intensity and the throb as of the finest, 
which could only mean the most Parisian, adventure. The further 
quays, with their innumerable old bookshops and print-shops, the 
long cases of each of these commodities, exposed on the parapets in 
especial, must have come to know us almost as well as we knew them; 
with plot thickening and emotion deepening steadily, however, as 
we mounted the long, black Rue de Seine-such a stretch of per- 
spective, such an intensity of tone as it offered in those days; where 
every low-browed vitrine waylaid us and we moved in a world of 
which the dark message, expressed in we couldn’t have said what 
sinister way too, might have been “Art, art, art, don’t you see? Learn, 
little gaping pilgrims, what that isl’’ Oh we learned, that is we tried 
to, as hard as ever we could, and were fairly well at it, I always felt, 
even by the time we had passed up into that comparatively short 
but wider and finer vista of the Rue de Toumon, which in those 
days more abruptly crowned the more compressed approach and 
served in a manner as a great outer vestibule to the Palace. Style, 
dimly described, looked down there, as with conscious encourage- 
ment, from the high grey-headed, clear-faced, straight-standing old 
houses— very much as if wishing to say "Yes, small staring jeune 
homme, we are dignity and memory and measure, we are conscience 
and proportion and taste, not to mention strong sense too: for all 
of which good things take us— you won’t find one of them when you 
find (as you’re going soon to begin to at such a rate) vulgarity.’’ This, 
I admit, was an abundance of remark to such young ears; but it did 
all, I maintain, tremble in the air, with the sense that the Rue de 
Tournon, cobbled and a little grass-grown, might more or less have 
figured some fine old street de province: I cherished in short its very 
name and think I really hadn’t to wait to prefer the then, the un- 
menaced, the inviolate Caf^ Foyot of the left hand corner, the much- 
loved and so haunted Caf^ Foyot of the old Paris, to its— well, to its 
roaring successor. The wide mouth of the present Boulevard Saint- 
Michel, a short way round the comer, had not yet been forced open 
to the exhibition of more or less glittering fangs; old Paris still 
pressed round the Palace and its gardens, which formed the right. 
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the sober social antithesis to the “elegant” Tuileries, and which in 
fine, with these renewals of our young confidence, reinforced both 
in a general and in a particular way one of the fondest of our 
literary curiosities of that time, the conscientious study of Les 
Fran 9 ais Feints par Eux-MSmes, rich in wood-cuts of Gavarni, of 
Grandville, of Henri-Monnier, which we held it rather our duty 
to admire and W. J. even a little his opportunity to copy in pen- 
and-ink. This gilt-edged and double-columned octavo it was that 
first disclosed to me, forestalling a better ground of acquaintance, 
the great name of Balzac, who, in common with every other “light” 
writer of his day, contributed to its pages: hadn’t I pored over his 
exposition there of the contrasted types of L’Habitu6e des Tuileries 
and L’Habitu^e du Luxembourg?— finding it very ierre, in fact what 
I didn’t then know enough to call very stodgy, but flavoured withal 
and a trifle lubricated by Gavarni’s two drawings, which had some- 
how so much, in general to say. 

Let me not however dally by the way, when nothing, at those 
hours, I make out, so much spoke to us as the animated pictured 
halls within the Palace, primarily those of the Senate of the Empire, 
but then also forming, as with extensions they still and much more 
copiously form, the great Paris museum of contemporary art. This 
array was at that stage a comparatively (though only comparatively) 
small affair; in spite of which fact we supposed it vast and final— 
so that it would have shocked us to foreknow how in many a case, 
and of the most cherished cases, the finality was to break down. 
Most of the works of the modern schools that we most admired are 
begging their bread, I fear, from door to door— that is from one 
provincial museum or dim back seat to another; though we were on 
much-subsequent returns to draw a long breath for the saved state 
of some of the great things as to which our faith had been clearest. 
It had been clearer for none, I recover, than for Couture’s Romains 
de la Decadence, recently acclaimed, at that time, as the last word 
of the grand manner, but of the grand manner modernised, hu- 
manised, philosophised, redeemed from academic death; so that it 
was to this master’s school that the young American contemporary 
flutter taught its wings to fly straightest, and that I could never, in 
the long aftertime, face his masterpiece and all its old meanings and 
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marvels without a rush of memories and a stir of ghosts. William 
Hunt, the New Englander of genius, the “Boston painter” whose 
authority was greatest during the thirty years from 1857 or so, and 
with whom for a time in the early period W. J. was to work all 
devotedly, had prolonged his studies in Paris under the inspiration 
of Couture and of Edouard Fr^re; masters in a group completed by 
three or four of the so finely interesting landscapists of that and the 
directly previous age, Troyon, Rousseau, Daubigny, even Lambinet 
and others, and which summed up for the American collector and 
in the New York and Boston markets the idea of the modem in the 
masterly. It was a comfortable time— when appreciation could go so 
straight, could rise, and rise higher, without critical contortions; 
when we could, I mean, be both so intelligent and so “quiet.” We 
were in our immediate circle to know Couture himself a little 
toward the end of his life, and I was somewhat to wonder then where 
he had picked up the aesthetic hint for the beautiful Page with a 
Falcon, if I have the designation right, his other great bid for style 
and capture of it— which we were long to continue to suppose per- 
haps the rarest of all modern pictures. The feasting Romans were 
conceivable enough, I mean as a conception; no mystery hung about 
tliem— in the sense of one’s asking one’s self whence they had come 
and by what romantic or roundabout or nobly-dangerous journey; 
which is that air of the poetic shaken out as from strong wings when 
great presences, in any one of the arts, appear to alight. What 1 
remember, on the other hand, of the splendid feiir youth in black 
velvet and satin or whatever who, while he mounts the marble stair- 
case, shows off the great bird on his forefinger with a grace that 
shows him off, was that it failed to help us to divine, during that 
after-lapse of the glory of which I speak, by what rare chance, for 
the obscured old ex-celebrity we visited, the heavens had once 
opened. Poetry had swooped down, breathed on him for an hour 
and fled. Such at any rate are the see-saws of reputations— which it 
contributes to the interest of any observational lingering on this 
planet to have caught so repeatedly in their weird motion; the 
question of what may happen, under one’s eyes, in particular cases, 
before that motion sinks to rest, whether at the up or at the down 
end, being really a bribe to one’s own non-departure. Especially 



194 HENRY JAMES: AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

great the interest of having noted all the rises and falls and of being 
able to compare the final point— so far as any certainty may go as to 
that— either with the greatest or the least previous altitudes; since it 
is only when there have been exaltations (which is what is not com- 
monest), that our attention is most rewarded. 

If the see-saw was to have operated indeed for Eugene Delacroix, 
our next young admiration, though much more intelligently my 
brother’s than mine, that had already taken place and settled, for 
we were to go on seeing him, and to the end, in firm possession of 
his crown, and to take even, I think, a harmless pleasure in our sense 
of having from so far back been sure of it. I was sure of it, I must 
properly add, but as an effect of my brother’s sureness; since I must, 
by what I remember, have been as sure of Paul Delaroche— for 
whom the pendulum was at last to be arrested at a very different 
point. I could see in a manner, for all the queerness, what W. J. 
meant by that beauty and, above all, that living interest in La 
Barque du Dante, where the queerness, according to him, was per- 
haps what contributed most; see it doubtless in particular when he 
reproduced the work, at home, from a memory aided by a litho- 
graph. Yet Les Enfants d’Edouard thrilled me to a different tune, 
and I couldn’t doubt that the long-drawn odd face of the elder 
prince, sad and sore and sick, with his wide crimped sidelocks of fair 
hair and his violet legs marked by the Garter and dangling from the 
bed, was a reconstitution of far-off history of the subtlest and most 
“last word" modem or psychologic kind. I had never heard of psy- 
chology in art or anywhere else— scarcely anyone then had; but I 
truly felt the nameless force at play. Thus if I also in my way 
"subtly” admired, one’s noted practice of that virtue (mainly re- 
garded indeed, I judge, as a vice) would appear to have at the time 
I refer to set in, under such encouragements, once for all; and I 
can surely have enjoyed up to then no formal exhibition of anything 
as 1 at one of those seasons enjoyed the commemorative show of 
Delaroche given, soon after his death, in one of the rather bleak 
salles of the Ecole des Beaux-Arts to which access was had from the 
quay. There was reconstituted history if one would, in the straw- 
littered scaffold, the distracted ladies with three-cornered coifs and 
those immense hanging sleeves that made them look as if they had 
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bath-towels over their arms; in the block, the headsman, the ban- 
daged eyes and groping hands, of Lady Jane Grey— not less than in 
the noble indifference of Charles the First, compromised king but 
perfect gentleman, at his inscrutable ease in his chair and as if on 
his throne, while the Puritan soldiers insult and badger him: the 
thrill of which was all the greater from its pertaining to that English 
lore which the good Robert Thompson had, to my responsive 
delight, rubbed into us more than anything else and all from a fine 
old conservative and monarchical point of view. Yet of these things 
W. J. attempted no reproduction, though I remember his repeat- 
edly laying his hand on Delacroix, whom he found always and 
everywhere interesting— to the point of trying effects, with charcoal 
and crayon, in his manner; and not less in the manner of Decamps, 
whom we regarded as more or less of a genius of the same rare 
family. They were touched with the ineffable, the inscrutable, and 
Delacroix in especial with the incalculable; categories these toward 
which we had even then, by a happy transition, begun to yearn 
and languish. We were not yet aware of style, though on the way to 
become so, but were aware of mystery, which indeed was one of its 
forms— while we saw all the others, without exception, exhibited at 
the Louvre, where at first they simply overwhelmed and bewildered 
me. 

It was as if they had gathered there into a vast deafening chorus; 
I shall never forget how— speaking, that is, for my own sense— they 
filled those vast halls with the influence rather of some complicated 
sound, diffused and reverberant, than of such visibilities as one 
could directly deal with. To distinguish among these, in the charged 
and coloured and confounding air, was difficult— it discouraged and 
defied; which was doubtless why my impression originally best 
entertained was that of those magnificent parts of the great gallery 
simply not inviting us to distinguish. They only arched over us in 
the wonder of their endless golden riot and relief, figured and 
flourished in perpetual revolution, breaking into great high-hung 
circles and symmetries of squandered picture, opening into deep 
outward embrasures that threw off the rest of monumental Paris 
somehow as a told story, a sort of wrought effect or bold ambiguity 
for a vista, and yet held it there, at every point, as a vast bright gage* 
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even at moments a felt adventure, of experience. This comes to 
saying that in those beginnings 1 felt myself most happily cross 
that bridge over to Style constituted by the wondrous Galerie 
d’ Apollon, drawn out for me as a long but assured initiation and 
seeming to form with its supreme coved ceiling and inordinately 
shining parquet a prodigious tube or tunnel through which I in- 
haled little by little, that is again and again, a general sense of glory. 
The glory meant ever so many things at once, not only beauty and 
art and supreme design, but history and fame and power, the world 
in fine raised to the richest and noblest expression. The world there 
was at the same time, by an odd extension or intensification, the 
local present fact, to my small imagination, of the Second Empire, 
which was (for my notified consciousness) new and queer and per- 
haps even wrong, but on the spot so amply radiant and elegant that 
it took to itself, took under its protection with a splendour of inso- 
lence, the state and ancientry of the whole scene, profiting thus, to 
one’s dim historic vision, confusedly though it might be, by the 
unparalleled luxury and variety of its heritage. But who shall count 
the sources at which an intense young fancy (when a young fancy 
is intense) capriciously, absurdly drinks?— so that the effect is, in 
twenty connections, that of a love-philtre or fear-philtre which fixes 
for the senses their supreme symbol of the fair or the strange. The 
Galerie d’ Apollon became for years what I can only term a splendid 
scene of things, even of the quite irrelevant or, as might be, almost 
unworthy; and I recall to this hour, with the last vividness, what a 
precious part it played for me, and exactly by that continuity of 
honour, on my awaking, in a summer dawn many years later, to the 
fortunate, the instantaneous recovery and capture of the most ap- 
palling yet most admirable nightmare of my life. The climax of this 
extraordinary experience— which stands alone for me as a dream- 
adventure founded in the deepest, quickest, clearest act of cogitation 
and comparison, act indeed of life-saving energy, as well as in un- 
utterable fear— was the sudden pursuit, through an open door, along 
a huge high saloon, of a just dimly-descried figure that retreated in 
terror before my rush and dash (a glare of inspired reaction from 
irresistible but shameful dread,) out of the room I had a moment 
before been desperately, and all the more abjealy, defending 
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by the push of my shoulder against hard pressure on lock and 
bar from the other side. The lucidity, not to say the sublimity, 
of the crisis had consisted of the great thought that I, in my 
appalled state, was probably still more appalling than the awful 
agent, creature or presence, whatever he was, whom I had guessed, 
in the suddenest wild start from sleep, the sleep within my sleep, to 
be making for my place of rest. The triumph of my impulse, per- 
ceived in a flash as I acted on it by myself at a bound, forcing the 
door outward, was the grand thing, but the great point of the whole 
was the wonder of my final recognition. Routed, dismayed, the 
tables turned upon him by my so surpassing him for straight ag- 
gression and dire intention, my visitant was already but a diminished 
spot in the long perspective, the tremendous, glorious hall, as I say, 
over the far-gleaming floor of which, cleared for the occasion of its 
great line of priceless vitrines down the middle, he sped for his life, 
while a great storm of thunder and lightning played through the 
deep embrasures of high windows at the right. The lightning that 
revealed the retreat revealed also the wondrous place and, by the 
same amazing play, my young imaginative life in it of long before, 
the sense of which, deep within me, had kept it whole, preserved 
it to this thrilling use; for what in the world were the deep embras- 
ures and the so polished floor but those of the Galerie d’ Apollon of 
my childhood? The “scene of something” I had vaguely then felt it? 
Well I might, since it was to be the scene of that immense halluci- 
nation. 

Of what, at the same time, in those years, were the great rooms 
of the Louvre almost equally, above and below, not the scene, from 
the moment they so wrought, stage by stage, upon our perceptions? 
—literally on almost all of these, in one way and another; quite in 
such a manner, I more and more see, as to have been educative, 
formative, fertilising, in a degree which no other “intellectual ex- 
perience” our youth was to know could pretend, as a comprehensive, 
conducive thing, to rival. The sharp and strange, the quite heart- 
shaking little prevision had come to me, for myself, I make out, on 
the occasion of our very first visit of all, my brother’s and mine, 
under conduct of the good Jean Nadali, before-mentioned, trust- 
fully deputed by our parents, in the Rue de la Paix, on the morrow 
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of our first arrival in Paris (July 1855) and while they were other- 
wise concerned. I hang again, appalled but uplifted, on brave Na- 
dali’s arm— his professional acquaintance with the splendours about 
us added for me on the spot to the charm of his “European” character: 

I cling to him while I gape at G^ricault’s Radeau de la M^duse, the 
sensation, for splendour and terror of interest, of that juncture to 
me, and ever afterwards to be associated, along with two or three 
other more or less contemporary products, Guerin’s Burial of Atala, 
Prudhon’s Cupid and Psyche, David’s helmetted Romanisms, 
Madame Vig6e- Lebrun’s "ravishing” portrait of herself and her little 
girl, with how can I say what foretaste (as determined by that instant 
as if the hour had struck from a clock) of all the fun, confusedly 
speaking, that one was going to have, and the kind of life, always 
of the queer so-called inward sort, tremendously “sporting” in its 
way— though that description didn’t then wait upon it, that one was 
going to lead. It came of itself, this almost awful apprehension in all 
the presences, under our courier’s protection and in my brother’s 
company— it came just there and so; there was alarm in it somehow 
as well as bliss. The bliss in hict I think scarce disengaged itself 
at all, but only the sense of a freedom of contact and appreciation 
really too big for one, and leaving such a mark on the very place, 
the pictures, the frames themselves, the figures within them, the 
particular parts and features of each, the look of the rich light, the 
smell of the massively enclosed air, that I have never since renewed 
the old exposure without renewing again the old emotion and taking 
up the small scared consciousness. That, with so many of the con- 
ditions repeated, is the charm— to feel afresh the beginning of so 
much that was to be. The beginning in short was with G^ricault and 
David, but it went on and on and slowly spread; so that one’s 
stretched, one’s even strained, perceptions, one’s discoveries and ex- 
tensions piece by piece, come back, on the great premises, almost as 
so many explorations of the house of life, so many circlings and 
hoverings round the image of the world. 1 have dim reminiscences of 
permitted independent visits, uncorrectedly juvenile though I might 
still be, during which the house of life and the palace of art became 
so mixed and interchangeable— the Louvre being, under a general 
description, the most peopled of all scenes not less than the most 
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hushed of all temples— that an excursion to look at pictures would 
have but half expressed my afternoon. I had looked at pictures, 
looked and looked again, at the vast Veronese, at Murillo’s moon- 
borne Madonna, at Leonardo’s almost unholy dame with the folded 
hands, treasures of the Salon Carr^ as that display was then com- 
posed; but I had also looked at France and looked at Europe, looked 
even at America as Europe itself might be conceived so to look, 
looked at history, as a still-felt past and a complacently personal fu- 
ture, at society, manners, type, characters, possibilities and prodi- 
gies and mysteries of fifty sorts; and all in the light of being splen- 
didly “on my own,’’ as I supposed it, though we hadn’t then that 
perfection of slang, and of (in especial) going and coming along that 
interminable and incomparable Seine-side front of the Palace against 
which young sensibility felt itself almost rub, for endearment and 
consecration, as a cat invokes the friction of a protective piece of 
furniture. Such were at any rate some of the vague processes— I see 
for how utterly vague they must show— of picking up an education; 
and I was, in spite of the vagueness, so far from agreeing with my 
brother afterwards that we didn’t pick one up and that that never is 
done, in any sense not negligible, and also that an education might, 
or should, in particular, have picked us up, and yet didn’t— I was so 
far dissentient, I say, that I think I quite came to glorify such pas- 
sages and see them as part of an order really fortunate. If we had 
been little asses, I seem to have reasoned, a higher intention driving 
us wouldn’t have made us less so— to any point worth mentioning; 
and as we extracted such impressions, to put it at the worst, from re- 
demptive accidents (to call Louvres and Luxembourgs nothing bet- 
ter) why we weren’t little asses, but something wholly other: which 
appeared all I needed to contend for. Above all it would have been 
stupid and ignoble, an attested and lasting dishonour, not, with our 
chance, to have followed our straggling clues, as many as we could 
and disengaging as we happily did, 1 felt, the gold and the silver 
ones, whatever the others might have been— not to have followed 
them and not to have arrived by them, so far as we were to arrive. 
Instinctively, for any dim designs we mi^t have nourished, we 
picked out the silver and the gold, attenuated threads though they 
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must have been, and I positively feel that there were more of these, 
far more, casually interwoven, than will reward any present patience 
for my unravelling of the too fine tissue. 


XXVI 

I allude of course in particular here to the aesthetic clue in general, 
with which it was that we most (or that I at any rate most) fumbled, 
without our in the least having then, as I have already noted, any 
such rare name for it. There were sides on which it fairly dangled 
about us, involving our small steps and wits; though others too 
where I could, for my own part, but clutch at it in the void. Our 
experience of the theatre for instance, which had played such a part 
for us at home, almost wholly dropped in just the most propitious 
air: an anomaly indeed half explained by the fact that life in gen- 
eral, all round us, was perceptibly more theatrical. And there were 
other reasons, whether definitely set before us or not, which we 
grasped in proportion as we gathered, by depressing hearsay, that the 
French drama, great, strange and important, was as much out of 
relation to our time of life, our so little native strain and our cul- 
tivated innocence, as the American and English had been directly 
addressed to them. To the Cirque d’Et^, the Cirque d’Hiver, the 
Th^tre du Cirque, we were on occasion conducted— we had fallen 
so to the level of circuses, and that name appeared a safety; in addi- 
tion to which the big theatre most bravely bearing it, the especial 
home at that time of the glittering and multitudinous faerie, did 
ieem to lift the whole scenic possibility, for our eyes, into a higher 
sphere of light and grace than any previously disclosed. I recall Le 
Diable d’ Argent as in particular a radiant revelation— kept before 
us a whole long evening and as an almost blinding glare; which was 
quite right for the donnie, the gradual shrinkage of the Shining 
One, the money-monster hugely inflated at first, to all the successive 
deuces of loose bagginess as he leads the reckless young man he has 
originally <x>ntracted with from dazzling pleasure to pleasure, till 
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at last he is a mere shrivelled silver string such as you could 
almost draw through a keyhole. That was the striking moral, for the 
young man, however regaled, had been somehow “sold”; which we 
hadn’t in the least been, who had had all his pleasures and none of 
his penalty, whatever this was to be. I was to repine a little, in these 
connections, at a much later time, on reflecting that had we only 
been “taken” in the Paris of that period as we had been taken in 
New York we might have come in for celebrities— supremely fine, 
perhaps supremely rank, flowers of the histrionic temperament, 
springing as they did from the soil of the richest romanticism and add- 
ing to its richness— who practised that braver art and finer finish 
which a comparatively homogenous public, forming a compact crit- 
ical body, still left possible. Rachel was alive, but dying; the mem- 
ory of Mademoiselle Mars, at her latest, was still in the air; Made- 
moiselle Georges, a massive, a monstrous antique, had withal 
returned for a season to the stage; but we missed her, as we missed 
D^jazet and Fr^d^ric Lemiitre and M^lingue and Samson; to say 
nothing of others of the age before the flood— taking for the flood 
that actual high tide of the outer barbarian presence, the general 
alien and polyglot, in stalls and boxes, which I remember to have 
heard Gustave Flaubert lament as the ruin of the theatre through 
the assumption of judgeship by a bench to whom the very values 
of the speech of author and actor were virtually closed, or at the 
best uncertain. 

I enjoyed but two snatches of the older representational art— no 
particular of either of which, however, has faded from me; the earlier 
and rarer of these an evening at the Gymnase for a spectacle coupi, 
with Mesdames Rose Ch^ri, Mdlanie, Delaporte and Victoria (after- 
wards Victoria-Lafontaine). I squeeze again with my mother, my 
aunt and my brother into the stuffy baignoire, and I take to my 
memory in especial Madame de Girardin’s Une Femme qui D^teste 
son Mari; the thrilling story, as I judged it, of an admirable lady 
who, to save her loyalist husband, during the Revolution, feigns 
the most Jacobin opinions, represents herself a citoyenne of citoyen- 
nes, in order to keep him the more safely concealed in her house. He 
flattens himself, to almost greater peril of life, behind a panel of the 
wainscot, which she has a secret for opening when he requires afo 
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and food and they may for a fearful fleeting instant be alone to- 
gether; and the point of the picture is in the contrast between these 
melting moments and the heroine’s tenue under the tremendous 
strain of receiving on the one side the invading, investigating Ter- 
rorist commissaries, sharply suspicious but successfully baflied, and 
on the other her noble relatives, her husband’s mother and sister 
if I rightly remember, who are not in the secret and whom, for per- 
fect prudence, she keeps out of it, though alone with her, and them- 
selves in hourly danger, they might be trusted, and who, believing 
him concealed elsewhere and terribly tracked, treat her, in her re- 
publican rage, as lost to all honour and all duty. One’s sense of 
such things after so long a time has of course scant authority for 
others; but I myself trust my vision of Rose Chari’s fine play just as 
I trust that of her physique ingrat, her at first extremely odd and 
positively osseous appearance; an emaciated woman with a high bulg- 
ing forehead, somewhat of the form of Rachel’s, for whom the tri- 
umphs of produced illusion, as in the second, third and fourth great 
dramas of the younger Dumas, had to be triumphs indeed. My one 
other reminiscence of this order connects itself, and quite three years 
later, with the old dingy Vaudeville of the Place de la Bourse, 
where I saw in my brother’s company a rhymed domestic drama of 
the then still admired Ponsard, Ce qui Plait aux Femmes; a piece 
that enjoyed, I believe, scant success, but that was to leave with me 
ineffaceable images. How was it possible, I wondered, to have more 
grace and talent, a rarer, cooler art, than Mademoiselle Fargeuil, the 
heroine?— the fine lady whom a pair of rival lovers, seeking to win 
her hand by offering her what will most please her, treat, in the one 
case, to a brilliant fete, a little play within a play, at which we assist, 
and in the other to the inside view of an attic of misery, into which 
the more cunning suitor introduces her just in time to save a poor 
girl, the tenant of the place, from being ruinously, that is successfully, 
tempted by a terrible old woman, a prowling revendeuse, who dan- 
gles before her the condition on which so pretty a person may enjoy 
every comfort. Her happier sister, the courted young widow, inter- 
venes in time, reinforces her tottering virtue, opens for her an ac- 
count with baker and butcher, and, doubting no longer which flame 
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is to be crowned, charmingly shows us that what pleases women most 
is the exercise of charity. 

Then it was I first beheld that extraordinary veteran of the stage, 
Mademoiselle Pierson, almost immemorially attached, for later gen- 
erations, to the Theatre Fran^ais, the span of whose career thus 
strikes me as fabulous, though she figured as a very juvenile beauty 
in the small faerie or allegory forming M. Ponsard’s second act. She 
has been playing mothers and aunts this many and many a year— 
and still indeed much as a juvenile beauty. Not that light circum- 
stance, however, pleads for commemoration, nor yet the further fact 
that I was to admire Mademoiselle Fargeuil, in the after-time, the 
time after she had given all Sardou’s earlier successes the help of her 
shining firmness, when she had passed from interesting comedy and 
even from romantic drama— not less, perhaps still more, interesting, 
with Sardou’s Patrie as a bridge— to the use of the bigger brush of 
the Ambigu and other homes of melodrama. The sense, such as it is, 
that I extract from the pair of modest memories in question is rather 
their value as a glimpse of the old order that spoke so much less of 
our hundred modetn material resources, matters the stage of to-day 
appears mainly to live by, and such volumes more of the one thing 
that was then, and that, given various other things, had to be, of the 
essence. That one thing was the quality, to say nothing of the 
quantity, of the actor’s personal resource, technical history, tested 
temper, proved experience; on which almost everything had to de- 
pend, and the thought of which makes the mere starved scene and 
medium of the period, the rest of the picture, a more confessed and 
more heroic battleground. They have been more and more eased ofiE, 
the scene and medium, for our couple of generations, so much so in 
fact that the rest of the picture has become almost all the picture: 
the author and the producer, among us, lift the weight of the play 
from the performer— particularly of the play dealing with our imme- 
diate life and manners and aspects— after a fashion which does half 
the work, thus reducing the “personal equation,” the demand for 
the maximum of individual doing, to a contribution mostly of the 
loosest and sparest. As a sop to historic curiosity at all events may 
even so short an impression serve; impression of the strenuous age 
and its fine old masterful assouplissement of its victims— who were 
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not the expert spectators. The spectators were so expert, so broken 
in to material suffering for the sake of their passion, that, as the suf- 
fering was only material, they found the jesthetic reward, the critical 
relish of the essence, all adequate; a fact that seems in a sort to point 
a moral of large application. Everything but the "interpretation,” 
the personal, in the French theatre of those days, had kinds and de- 
grees of weakness and futility, say even falsity, of which our modem 
habit is wholly impatient— let alone other conditions still that were 
detestable even at the time, and some of which, forms of discomfort 
and annoyance, linger on to this day. The playhouse, in short, was 
almost a place of physical torture, and it is still rarely in Paris a place 
of physical ease. Add to this the old thinness of the school of Scribe 
and the old emptiness of the thousand vaudevillistes; which part of 
the exhibition, till modern comedy began, under the younger Dumas 
and Augier, had for its counterpart but the terrible dead weight, or 
at least the prodigious prolixity and absurdity, of much, not to say 
of most, of the romantic and melodramatic “output.” It paid ap- 
parently, in the golden age of acting, to sit through interminable 
evenings in impossible places— since to assume that the age was in 
that particular respect golden (for which we have in fact a good deal 
of evidence) alone explains the patience of the public. With the pub- 
lic the actors were, according to their seasoned strength, almost ex- 
clusively appointed to deal, just as in the conditions most familiar 
to-day to ourselves this charge is laid on almost everyone concerned 
in the case save the representatives of the parts. And far more other 
people are now concerned than of old; not least those who have 
learned to make the playhouse endurable. All of which leaves us 
with this interesting vision of a possibly great truth, the truth that 
you can’t have more than one kind of intensity— intensity worthy of 
the name— at once. The intensity of the golden age of the histrion 
was the intensity of his good faith. The intensity of our period is 
that of the “producer’s” and machinist’s, to which add even that of 
architect, author and critic. Between which derivative kind of that 
artide, as we may call it, and the other, the immediate kind, it would 
af^iear that you have absolutely to choose. 
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I see much of the rest of that particular Paris time in the light of 
the Institution Fezandi^, and I see the Institution Fezandi^, Rue Bal- 
zac, in the light, if not quite of Alphonse Daudet’s lean asylum for 
the petits pays chauds, of which I have felt the previous institutions 
of New York sketchily remind me, at least in that of certain other of 
his studies in that field of the precarious, the ambiguous Paris over 
parts of which the great Arch at the top of the Champs-Elys^es flings, 
at its hours, by its wide protective plausible shadow, a precious man- 
tle of “tone.” They gather, these chequered parts, into its vast 
paternal presence and enjoy at its expense a degree of reflected 
dignity. It was to the big square villa of the Rue Balzac that 
we turned, as pupils not unacquainted with vicissitudes, from 
a scene swept bare of M. Lerambert, an establishment that strikes 
me, at this distance of time, as of the oddest and most indescrib- 
able— or as describable at best in some of the finer turns and touches 
of Daudet’s best method. The picture indeed should not be invidious 
—it so little needs that, I feel, for its due measure of the vivid, the 
queer, the droll, all coming back to me without prejudice to its air 
as of an equally futile felicity. I see it as bright and loose and vague, 
as confused and embarrassed and helpless; I see it, I fear, as quite 
ridiculous, but as wholly harmless to my brothers and me at least, 
and as having left us with a fund of human impressions; it played 
before us such a variety of figure and character and so relieved us 
of a sense of untoward discipline or of the pursuit of abstract knowl- 
edge. It was a recreational, or at least a social, rather than a tui- 
tional house; which fact had, I really believe, weighed favourably 
with our parents, when, bereft of M. Lerambert, they asked them- 
selves, with their considerable practice, how next to bestow us. Our 
father, like so many free spirits of that time in New York and Bos- 
ton, had been much interested in the writings of Charles Fourier 
and in his scheme of the “phalanstery” as the solution of human 
troubles, and it comes to me that he must have met or in other 
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words heard of M. Fezandi^ as an active and sympathetic ex- 
Fourierist (I think there were only ex-Fourierists by that time,) who 
was embarking, not far from us, on an experiment if not absolutely 
phalansteric at least inspired, or at any rate enriched, by a bold 
idealism. I like to think of the Institution as all but phalansteric— 
it so corrects any fear that such places might be dreary. I recall this 
one as positively gay— bristling and bustling and resonant, untouched 
by the strenuous note, for instance, of Hawthorne’s co-operative 
Blithedale. I like to think that, in its then still almost suburban, its 
pleasantly heterogeneous quarter, now oppressively uniform, it was 
close to where Balzac had ended his life, though I question its iden- 
tity— as for a while I tried not to— with the scene itself of the great 
man’s catastrophe. Round its high-walled garden at all events he 
would have come and gone— a throb of inference that had for some 
years indeed to be postponed for me; though an association displac- 
ing to-day, over the whole spot, every other interest. I in any case 
can’t pretend not to have been most appealed to by .that especial 
phase of our education from which the pedagogic process as com- 
monly understood was most fantastically absent. It excelled in this 
respect, the Fezandi^ phase, even others exceptionally appointed, 
heaven knows, for the supremacy; and yet its glory is that it was no 
poor blank, but that it fairly creaked and groaned, heatedly over- 
flowed, with its wealth. We were externes, the three of us, but we 
remained in general to luncheon; coming home then, late in the 
afternoon, with an almost sore experience of multiplicity and vivacity 
of contact. For the beauty of it all was that the Institution was, 
speaking technically, not more a pensionnat, with prevailingly Eng- 
lish and American pupils, than a pension, with mature beneficiaries 
of both sexes, and that our two categories were shaken up together 
to the liveliest effect. This had been M. Fezandi^’s grand conception; 
a son of the south, bald and slightly replete, with a delicate beard, 
a quick but anxious, rather melancholy eye and a slim, graceful, 
juvenile wife, who multiplied herself, though scarce knowing at 
moments, I think, where or how to turn; I see him as a Daudet 
miridional, but of the sensitive, not the sensual, type, as something 
of a rolling stone, rolling rather down hill— he had enjoyed some 
arrested, possibly blighted, connection in America— and as ready 
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always again for some new application of faith and funds. If fondly 
failing in the least to see why the particular application in the Rue 
Balzac— the body of pensioners ranging from infancy to hoary eld— 
shouldn’t have been a bright success could have made it one, it 
would have been a most original triumph. 

I recover it as for ourselves a beautifully mixed adventure, a 
brave little seeing of the world on the happy pretext of “lessons.” 
We had lessons from time to time, but had them in company with 
ladies and gentlemen, young men and young women of the Anglo- 
Saxon family, who sat at long boards of green cloth with us and 
with several of our contemporaries, English and American boys, 
taking dicties from the head of the house himself or from the aged 
and the most remarkable M. Bonnefons, whom we believed to have 
been a superannuated actor (he above all such a model for Daudetl) 
and who interrupted our abashed readings aloud to him of the 
French classics older and newer by wondrous reminiscences and even 
imitations of Talma. He moved among us in a cloud of legend, the 
wigged and wrinkled, the impassioned, though I think alas underfed, 
M. Bonnefons: it was our belief that he “went back,” beyond the 
first Empire, to the scenes of the Revolution— this perhaps partly by 
reason, in the first place, of his scorn of our pronunciation, when we 
met it, of the sovereign word libertd, the poverty of which, our de- 
plorable “libbet^,” without r’s, he mimicked and derided, sounding 
the right, the revolutionary form out splendidly, with thirty r’s, the 
prolonged beat of a drum. And then we believed him, if artistically 
conservative, politically obnoxious to the powers that then were, 
though knowing that those so marked had to walk, and even to 
breathe, cautiously for fear of the mouchards of the tyrant; we knew 
all about mouchards and talked of them as we do to-day of aviators 
or suffragettes— to remember which in an age so candidly uncon- 
scious of them is to feel how much history we have seen unrolled. 
There were times when he but paced up and down and round the 
long table— I see him as never seated, but always on the move, a 
weary Wandering Jew of the classe; but in particular I hear him re- 
cite to us the combat with the Moors from Le Cid and show us how 
Talma, describing it, seemed to crouch down on his haunches in or- 
der to spring up again terrifically to the height of “Nous nous levons 
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alorsl” which M. Bonnefons rendered as if on the carpet there fifty 
men at least had leaped to their feet. But he threw off these broken 
lights with a quick relapse to indifference; he didn’t like the Anglo- 
Saxon— of the children of Albion at least his view was low; on his 
American specimens he had, I observed, more mercy; and this im- 
perfection of sympathy (the question of Waterloo apart) rested, it 
was impossible not to feel, on his so resenting the dishonour suffered 
at our hands by his beautiful tongue, to which, as the great field of 
elocution, he was patriotically devoted. I think he fairly loathed our 
closed English vowels and confused consonants, our destitution of 
sounds that he recognised as sounds; though why in this connection 
he put up best with our own compatriots, embroiled at that time 
often in even stranger vocables than now, is more than I can say. I 
think that would be explained perhaps by his feeling in them as an 
old equalitarian certain accessibilities quand meme. Besides, we of 
the younger persuasion at least must have done his ear less violence 
than those earnest ladies from beyond the sea and than those young 
Englishmen qualifying for examinations and careers who flocked 
with us both to the plausibly spread and the severely disgarnished 
table, and on whose part I seem to see it again an effort of anguish 
to “pick up” the happy idiom that we had unconsciously acquired. 
French, in the fine old formula of those days, so much diffused, “was 
the language of the family”; but I think it must have appeared to 
these students in general a family of which the youngest members 
were but scantly kept in their place. We piped with a greater facility 
and to a richer meed of recognition; which sounds as if we might 
have become, in these strange collocations, fairly offensive little prigs. 
That was none the less not the case, for there were, oddly enough, a 
few French boys as well, to whom on the lingual of the “family” 
ground, we felt ourselves feebly relative, and in comparison with 
whom, for that matter, or with one of whom, I remember an occa- 
sion of my having to sink to insignificance. There was at the Institu- 
tion little of a staff— besides waiters and bonnes; but it embraced, 
such as it was, M. Mesnard as well as M. Bonnefons— M. Mesnard of 
the new generation, instructor in whatever it might be, among the 
arts, that didn’t consist of our rolling our r’s, and with them, to help 
us OU4 more or less our eyes. It is significant that this elegant brandi 
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is now quite vague to me; and I recall M. Mesnard, in fine, as no less 
modem and cheap than M. Bonnefons was rare and unappraiseable. 
He had nevertheless given me his attention, one morning, doubtless 
patiently enough, in some corner of the villa that we had for the 
moment practically to ourselves— I seem to see a small empty room 
looking on the garden; when there entered to us, benevolently 
ushered by Madame Fezandi^, a small boy of very fair and romantic 
aspect, as it struck me, a pupil newly arrived. I remember of him 
mainly that he had a sort of nimbus of light curls, a face delicate 
and pale and that deeply hoarse voice with which French children 
used to excite our wonder. M. Mesnard asked of him at once, with 
interest, his name, and on his pronouncing it sought to know, with 
livelier attention, if he were then the son of M. Arsine Houssaye, 
lately director of the Theatre Fran^ais. To this distinction the boy 
confessed— all to such intensification of our r^p^titeur’s interest that 
I knew myself quite dropped, in comparison, from his scheme of 
things. Such an origin as our little visitor’s affected him visibly as 
dazzling, and I felt justified after a while, in stealing away into the 
shade. The beautiful little boy was to live to be the late M. Henry 
Houssaye, the shining hellenist and historian. I have never forgotten 
the ecstasy of hope in M. Mesnard’s question— as a light on the rev- 
erence then entertained for the institution M. Houssaye the elder 
had administered. 


XXVIII 

There comes to me, in spite of these memories of an extended con- 
nection, a sense as of some shrinkage or decline in the beaux jours 
of the Institution; which seems to have found its current run a bit 
thick and troubled, rather than with the pleasant plash in which we 
at first appeared all equally to bathe. I gather, as I try to reconsti- 
tute, that the general enterprise simply proved a fantasy not work- 
able, and that at any rate the elders, and often such queer elders, 
tended to outnumber the candid jeunesse; so that I wonder by the 
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same token on what theory of the Castalian spring, as taught there 
to trickle, if not to flow, M. Houssaye, holding his small son by the 
heel as it were, may have been moved to dip him into our well. Shall 
I blush to relate that my own impression of its virtue must have 
come exactly from this uncanny turn taken— and quite in spite of the 
high Fezandi^ ideals— by the invraisemblable house of entertainment 
where the assimilation of no form of innocence was doubted of by 
reason of the forms of experience that insisted somehow on cropping 
up, and no form of experience too directly deprecated by reason of 
the originally plotted tender growths of innocence. And some of 
these shapes were precisely those from which our good principal 
may well have first drawn his liveliest reassurance: I seem to remem- 
ber such ancient American virgins in especial and such odd and 
either distinctively long-necked or more particularly long-haired and 
chinless compatriots, in black frock-coats of no type or “cut,” no sug- 
gested application at all as garments— application, that is, to any- 
thing in the nature of character or circumstance, function or posi- 
tion-gathered about in the groups that M. Bonnefons almost ter- 
rorised by his refusal to recognise, among the barbarous races, any 
approach to his view of the great principle of Diction. I remember 
deeply and privately enjoying some of his shades of scorn and seeing 
how, given his own background, they were thoroughly founded; I 
remember above all as burnt in by the impression he gave me of the 
creature wholly animated and containing no waste expressional 
spaces, no imaginative flatnesses, the notion of the luxury of life, 
though indeed of the amount of trouble of it too, when none of the 
letters of the alphabet of sensibility might be dropped, involved in 
being a Frenchman. The liveliest lesson I must have drawn, however, 
from that source makes in any case, at the best, an odd educational 
connection, given the kind of concentration at which education, 
even such as ours, is supposed especially to aim; I speak of that direct 
promiscuity of insights which might easily have been pronounced 
profitless, with their attendant impressions and quickened sensibil- 
ities— yielding, as these last did, harvests of apparitions. I positively 
cherish at the present hour the fond fancy that we all soaked in some 
such sublime element as might still have hung about there— I mean 
on the very spot— from the vital presence, so lately extinct, of the 
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prodigious Balzac; which had involved, as by its mere respiration, so 
dense a cloud of other presences, so arrayed an army of interrelated 
shades, that the air was still thick as with the fumes of witchcraft, 
with infinite seeing and supposing and creating, with a whole imag- 
inative traffic. The Pension Vauquer, then but lately existent, ac- 
cording to Le P^re Goriot. on the other side of the Seine, was still 
to be revealed to me; but the figures peopling it are not to-day essen- 
tially more intense (that is as a matter of the marked and featured, 
the terrible and the touching, as compared with the paleness of the 
conned page in general,) than I persuade myself, with so little diffi- 
culty, that I found the more numerous and more shifting, though 
properly doubtless less inspiring, constituents of the Pension Fezan- 
di^. Fantastic and all “subjective” that I should attribute a part 
of their interest, or that of the scene spreading round them, to any 
competent perception, in the small-boy mind, that the general or 
public moment had a rarity and a brevity, a sharp intensity, of its 
own; ruffling all things, as they came, with the morning breath of 
the Second Empire and making them twinkle back with a light of 
resigned acceptance, a freshness of cynicism, the force of a great 
grimacing example. The grimace might have been legibly there in 
the air, to the young apprehension, and could I but simplify this 
record enough I should represent everything as part of it. I seemed 
at any rate meanwhile to think of the Fezandi^ young men, young 
Englishmen mostly, who were getting up their French, in that 
many-coloured air, for what I supposed, in my candour, to be ap- 
pointments and “posts,” diplomatic, commercial, vaguely official, 
and who, as I now infer, though I didn’t altogether embrace it at the 
time, must, under the loose rule of the establishment, have been 
amusing themselves not a little. It was as a side-wind of their free 
criticism, I take it, that I felt the first chill of an apprehended de- 
cline of the establishment, some pang of prevision of what might 
come, and come as with a crash, of the general fine fallacy on which 
it rested. Their criticism was for that matter free enough, ra nging me 
to admire it even while it terrified. They expressed themselves in 
terms of magnificent scorn— such as might naturally proceed, I think 
I felt, from a mightier race; they spoke of poor old Bonnefons, they 
spoke of our good Fezandi^ himself, they spoke more or less of 
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everyone within view, as beggars and beasts, and I remember to have 
heard on their lips no qualification of any dish served to us at de- 
jeuner (and still more at the later meal, of which my brothers and I 
didn’t partake) but as rotten. These were expressions, absent from 
our domestic, our American air either of fonder discriminations or 
vaguer estimates, which fairly extended for me the range of intel- 
lectual, or at least of social resource; and as the general tone of them 
to-day comes back to me it floods somehow with light the image of 
the fine old insular confidence (so intellectually unregenerate then 
that such a name scarce covers it, though inward stirrings and the 
growth of a comparative sense of things have now begun unnaturally 
to agitate and disfigure it,) in which the general outward concus- 
sion of the English “abroad” with the fact of being abroad took 
place. The Fezandid young men were as much abroad as might be, 
and yet figured to me— largely by the upsetting force of that confi- 
dence, all but physically exercised— as the finest, handsomest, know- 
ingest creatures; so that when I met them of an afternoon descending 
the Champs-Elysdes with fine long strides and in the costume of the 
period, for which we can always refer to contemporary numbers of 
“Punch,” the fact that I was for the most part walking sedately either 
with my mother or my aunt, or even with my sister and her gov- 
erness, caused the spark of my vision that they were armed for con- 
quest, or at the least for adventure, more expansively to glow. I am 
not sure whether as a general thing they honoured me at such in- 
stants with a sign of recognition; but I recover in especial the sense 
of an evening hour during which 1 had accompanied my mother to 
the Hdtel Meurice, where one of the New York cousins aforemen- 
tioned, daughter of one of the Albany uncles— that is of the Rhine- 
beck member of the group— had perched for a time, so incongru- 
ously, one already seemed to feel, after the sorriest stroke of fate. I 
see again the gaslit glare of the Rue de Rivoli in the spring or the 
autumn evening (I forget which, for our year of the Rue d’Angou- 
Idme had been followed by a migration to the Rue Montaigne, with 
a period, or rather with two periods, of Boulogne-sur-mer inter- 
woven, and we might have made our beguiled way from either 
domicile); and the whole impression seemed to hang too numerous 
lamps and too glittering vitrines about the poor Pendletons’ bereave- 
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ment, their loss of their only, their so sturdily handsome, little boy, 
and to suffuse their state with the warm rich exhalations of subter- 
raneous cookery with which I find my recall of Paris from those 
years so disproportionately and so quite other than stomachically 
charged. The point of all of which is simply that just as we had issued 
from the hotel, my mother anxiously urging me through the cross 
currents and queer contacts, as it were, of the great bazaar (of which 
the Rue de Rivoli was then a much more bristling avenue than 
now) rather than depending on me for support and protection, 
there swung into view the most splendid, as I at least esteemed him, 
of my elders and betters in the Rue Balzac, who had left the ques- 
tions there supposedly engaging us far behind, and, with his high hat 
a trifle askew and his cigar actively alight, revealed to me at a glance 
what it was to be in full possesssion of Paris. There was speed in his 
step, assurance in his air, he was visibly, impatiently on the way; and 
he gave me thereby my first full image of what it was exactly to be 
on the way. He gave it the more, doubtless, through the fact that, 
with a flourish of the aforesaid high hat (from which the Englishman 
of that age was so singularly inseparable) he testified to the act of 
recognition, and to deference to my companion, but with a grand 
big-boy good-humour that— as I remember from childhood the so 
frequent effect of an easy patronage, compared with a topmost over- 
looking, on the part of an admired senior— only gave an accent to 
the difference. As if he cared, or could have, that I but went forth 
through the Paris night in the hand of my mamma; while he had 
greeted us with a grace that was as a beat of the very wings of free- 
dom I Of such shreds, at any rate, proves to be woven the stuff of 
young sensibility— when memory (if sensibility has at all existed for 
it) rummages over our old trunkful of spiritual duds and, drawing 
forth ever so tenderly this, that and the other tattered web, holds 
up the pattern to the light. I find myself in this connection so rest- 
lessly and tenderly rummage that the tatters, however thin, come out 
in handsful and every shred seems tangled with another. 

Gertrude Pendleton’s mere name, for instance, becomes, and very 
preferably, the frame of another and a better picture, drawing to it 
cognate associations, those of that element of the New York cousin* 
ship which had originally operated to place there in a shining and 
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even, as it were, an economic light a “preference for Paris”— which 
preference, during the period of the Rue d’Angoul^me and the Rue 
Montaigne, we wistfully saw at play, the very lightest and freest, on 
the part of the inimitable Masons. Their earlier days of Tours and 
Trouville were over; a period of relative rigour at the Florence of 
the still encircling walls, the still so existent abuses and felicities, was 
also, I seem to gather, a thing of the past; great accessions, consciously 
awaited during the previous leaner time, had beautifully befallen 
them, and my own whole consciousness of the general air— so insist- 
ently I discriminate for that alone— was coloured by a familiar view 
of their enjoyment of these on a tremendously draped and festooned 
premier of the Rue-St.-Honor^, bristling with ormolu and Pradier 
statuettes and looking almost straight across to the British Embassy; 
rather a low premier, after the manner of an entresol, as I remember it, 
and where the closed windows, which but scantly distinguished be- 
tween our own sounds and those of the sociable, and yet the terrible, 
street of records and memories, seemed to maintain an air and a light 
thick with a mixture of every sort of queer old Parisian amenity and 
reference: as if to look or to listen or to touch were somehow at the same 
time to probe, to recover and communicate, to behold, to taste and 
even to smell— to one’s greater assault by suggestion, no doubt, but 
also to the efEect of some sweet and strange repletion, as from the 
continued consumption, say, out of flounced and puckered boxes, of 
serried rows of chocolate and other bonbons. I must have felt the 
whole thing as something for one’s developed senses to live up to 
and make light of, and have been rather ashamed of my own for just 
a little sickishly staggering under it. This goes, however, with the 
fondest recall of our cousins’ inbred ease, from far back, in all such 
assumable relations; and of how, four of the simplest, sweetest, best- 
natured girls as they were (with the eldest, a charming beauty, to 
settle on the general ground, after marriage and widowhood, and 
still to be blooming there), they were possessed of the scene and its 
great reaches and resources and possibilities in a degree that reduced 
us to small provincialism and a hanging on their lips when they told 
us, that is when the gentlest of mammas and the lovely daughter who 
was “out” did, of presentations at the Tuileries to the then all-won- 
derful, the ineffable Empress; reports touchingly qualified, on the 
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part of our so exposed, yet after all so scantily indurated relatives, by 
the question of whether occasions so great didn’t perhaps neverthe- 
less prohine the Sundays for which they were usually appointed. 
There was something of an implication in the air of those days, 
when young Americans were more numerously lovely than now, or 
at least more wide-eyed, it would fairly appear, that some account 
of the only tradition they had ever been rumoured to observe (that 
of the Lord’s day) might have been taken even at the Tuileries. 

But what most comes back to me as the very note and fragrance of 
the New York cousinship in this general connection is a time that I 
remember to have glanced at on a page distinct from these, when 
the particular cousins I now speak of had conceived, under the in- 
fluence of I know not what unextinguished morning star, the liveli- 
est taste for the earliest possible rambles and researches, in which they 
were so good as to allow me, when I was otherwise allowed, to partic- 
ipate: health-giving walks, of an extraordinarily matinal character, 
at the hour of the meticulous rag-pickers and exceptionally French 
polishers known to the Paris dawns of the Second Empire as at no 
time since; which made us all feel together, under the conduct of 
Honorine, bright child of the pavement herself, as if we, in our fresh 
curiosity and admiration, had also something to say to the great show 
presently to be opened, and were free, throughout the place, as those 
are free of a house who know its aspects of attic and cellar or how it 
looks from behind. I call our shepherdess Honorine even though 
perhaps not infallibly naming the sociable soubrette who might, 
with all her gay bold confidence, have been an official inspectress in 
person, and to whose easy care or, more particularly, expert sensi- 
bility and candour of sympathy and curiosity, our flock was freely 
confided. If she wasn’t Honorine she was Clementine or Augustine— 
which is a trifle; since what I thus recover, in any case, of these 
brushings of the strange Parisian dew, is those communities of con- 
templation that made us most hang about the jewellers’ windows in 
the Palais Royal and the public playbills of the theatres on the 
Boulevard. The Palais Royal, now so dishonoured and disavowed, 
was then the very Paris of Paris; the shutters of the shops seemed 
taken down, at that hour, for our especial benefit, and I remember 
well how, the “dressing” of so large a number of the compact and 
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richly condensed fronts being more often than not a matter of dia- 
monds and pearls, rubies and sapphires, that represented, in their 
ingenuities of combination and contortion, the highest taste of the 
time, I found open to me any amount of superior study of the fact 
that the spell of gems seemed for the feminine nature almost alarm- 
ingly boundless. I stared too, it comes back to me, at these exhibi- 
tions, and perhaps even thought it became a young man of the world 
to express as to this or that object a refined and intelligent prefer- 
ence; but what I really most had before me was the chorus of abjec- 
tion, as I might well have called it, led, at the highest pitch, by 
Honorine and vaguely suggesting to me, by the crudity, so to say, 
of its wistfulness, a natural frankness of passion— goodness knew in 
fact (for my small intelligence really didn’t) what depths of cor- 
ruptibility. Droll enough, as I win them again, these queer dim 
plays of consciousness: my sense that my innocent companions, 
Honorine en tete, would have done anything or everything for the 
richest ruby, and that though one couldn’t one’s self be decently 
dead to that richness one didn’t at all know what “anything” might 
be or in the least what “everything” was. The gushing cousins, at 
the same time, assuredly knew still less of that, and Honorine’s brave 
gloss of a whole range alike of possibilities and actualities was in 
itself a true social grace. 

They all enjoyed, in fine, while I somehow but wastefully mused 
—which was after all my form of enjoyment; I was shy for it, though 
it was a truth and perhaps odd enough withal, that I didn’t really 
at all care for gems, that rubies and pearls, in no matter what collo- 
cations, left me comparatively cold; that I actually cared for them 
about as little as, monstrously, secretly, painfully, I cared for flowers. 
Later on I was to become aware that I “adored” trees and archi- 
tectural marbles— that for a suflicient slab of a sufficiently rare, suffi- 
ciently bestreaked or empurpled marble in particular I would have 
given a bag of rubies; but by then the time had passed for my being 
troubled to make out what in that case would represent on a small 
boy’s part the corruptibility, so to call it, proclaimed, before the 
vitrines, by the cousins. That hadn’t, as a question, later on, its 
actuality; but it had so much at the time that if it had been frankly 
put to me I must have quite confessed my inability to say— and must. 
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I gather, by the same stroke, have been ashamed of such inward pen- 
ury; feeling that as a boy I showed more poorly than girls. There was 
a difference meanwhile for such puzzlements before the porticos of 
the theatres; all questions melted for me there into the single depth 
of envy— envy of the equal, the beatific command of the evening 
hour, in the regime of Honorine’s young train, who were fresh for 
the early sparrow and the chiffonier even after shedding buckets of 
tears the night before, and not so much as for the first or the second 
time, over the beautiful story of La Dame aux Camillas. There 
indeed was another humiliation, but by my weakness of position 
much more than of nature: whatever doing of “everything” might 
have been revealed to me as a means to the end, I would certainly 
have done it for a sight of Madame Doche and Fechter in Dumas’s 
triumphant idyll— now enjoying the fullest honours of innocuous 
classicism; with which, as with the merits of its interpreters, Hono- 
rine’s happy charges had become perfectly and if not quite serenely, 
at least ever so responsively and feelingly, familiar. Of a wondrous 
mixed sweetness and sharpness and queerness of uneffaced reminis- 
cence is all that aspect of the cousins and the rambles and the over- 
lapping nights melting along the odorously bedamped and retouched 
streets and arcades; bright in the ineffable morning light, above all, 
of our peculiar young culture and candourl 

All of which again has too easily led me to drop for a moment my 
more leading clue of that radiation of goodnature from Gertrude 
Pendleton and her headlong hospitalities in which we perhaps most 
complacently basked. The becraped passage at Meurice’s alluded 
to a little back was of a later season, and the radiation, as I recall it, 
had been, that first winter, mainly from a petit hdtel somewhere 
“on the other side,” as we used with a large sketchiness to say, of the 
Champs Elys^es; a region at that time reduced to no regularity, but 
figuring to my fond fancy as a chaos of accidents and contrasts where 
petits hdtels of archaic type were elbowed by woodyards and cabarets, 
and pavilions ever so characteristic, yet ever so indefinable, snuggled 
between frank industries and vulgarities— all brightened these in- 
deed by the sociable note of Paris, be it only that of chaffering or of 
other bavardise. The great consistencies of arch-refinement, now of so 
large a harmony, were still to come, so that it seemed rather original to 
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live there; in spite of which the attraction of the hazard of it on the 
part of our then so uniformly natural young kinswoman, not so 
much ingeniously, or even expressively, as just gesticulatively and 
helplessly gay— since that earlier pitch of New York parlance scarce 
arrived at, or for that matter pretended to, enunciation— was quite 
in what I at least took to be the glitter of her very conventions and 
traditions themselves; exemplified for instance by a bright nocturnal 
christening-party in honour of the small son of all hopes whom she 
was so precipitately to lose: an occasion which, as we had, in our 
way, known the act of baptism but as so abbreviated and in fact so 
tacit a business, had the effect for us of one of the great “forms” 
of a society taking itself with typical seriousness. We were much 
more serious than the Pendletons, but, paradoxically enough, there 
was that weakness in our state of our being able to make no such 
attestation of it. The evening can have been but of the friendliest, 
easiest and least pompous nature, with small guests, in congruity 
with its small hero, as well as large; but I must have found myself 
more than ever yet in presence of a “rite,” one of those round which 
as many kinds of circumstance as possible clustered— so that the more 
of these there were the more one might imagine a great social order 
observed. How shall I now pretend to say how many kinds of cir- 
cumstance I supposed I recognised?— with the remarkable one, to 
begin with, and which led fancy so far afield, that the “religious 
ceremony” was at the same time a “party,” of twinkling lustres and 
disposed flowers and ladies with bare shoulders (that platitudinous 
bareness of the period that suggested somehow the moral line, drawn 
as with a ruler and a firm pencil); with little English girls, daughters 
of a famous physician of that nationality then pursuing a Parisian 
career (he must have helped the little victim into the world), and 
whose emphasised type much impressed itself; with round glazed 
and beribboned boxes of multi-coloured sugared almonds, dragees 
de bapt^me above all, which we harvested, in their heaps, as we 
might have gathered apples from a shaken tree, and which sym- 
bolised as nothing else the ritual dignity. Perhaps this grand im- 
pression really came back but to the dragees de bapt^me, not strictly 
more immemorial to our young appreciation than the New Year’s 
cake and the “Election” cake known to us in New York, yet im- 
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mensely more official and of the nature of scattered largesse; partly 
through the days and days, as it seemed to me, that our life was to 
be furnished, reinforced and almost encumbered with them. It 
wasn’t simply that they were so toothsome, but that they were some- 
how so important and so historic. 

It was with no such frippery, however, that I connected the occa- 
sional presence among us of the young member of the consulship 
(in this case of the maternal) who most moved me to wistfulness of 
wonder, though not at all, with his then marked difEerence of age, 
by inviting my free approach. Vernon King, to whom I have in 
another part of this record alluded, at that time doing his bacca- 
laur^at on the other side of the Seine and coming over to our world 
at scraps of moments (for I recall my awe of the tremendous nature, 
as I supposed it, of his toil), as to quite a make-believe and ginger- 
bread place, the lightest of substitutes for the “Europe" in which he 
had been from the first so technically plunged. His mother and 
sister, also on an earlier page referred to, had, from their distance, 
committed him to the great city to be “finished,” educationally, to 
the point that for our strenuous cousin Charlotte was the only 
proper one— and I feel sure he can have acquitted himself in this 
particular in a manner that would have passed for brilliant if such 
lights didn’t, thanks to her stiff little standards, always tend to burn 
low in her presence. These ladies were to develop more and more 
the practice of living in odd places for abstract inhuman reasons— 
at Marseilles, at Diisseldorf (if I rightly recall their principal German 
sojourn), at Naples, above all, for a long stage; where, in particular, 
their grounds of residence were somehow not as those of others, everi 
though J recollect, from a much later time, attending them there at 
the opera, an experience which, in their fashion, they succeeded in 
despoiling for me of every element of the concrete, or at least of 
the pleasantly vulgar. Later impressions, few but firm, were so to 
enhance one’s tenderness for Vernon’s own image, the most interest- 
ing surely in all the troop of our young kinsmen early baffled and 
gathered, that he glances at me out of the Paris period, fresh- 
coloured, just blond-bearded, always smiling and catching his breath 
a little as from a mixture of eagerness and shyness, with such an 
appeal to the right idealisation, or to belated justice, as makes of 
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mpre evocation a sort of exercise of loyalty. It seemed quite richly 
laid upon me at the time— I get it all back— that he, two or three 
years older than my elder brother and dipped more early, as well as 
held more firmly, in the deep, the refining waters the virtue of which 
we all together, though with our differences of consistency, recog- 
nised, was the positive and living proof of what the process, com- 
paratively poor for ourselves, could do at its best and with clay 
originally and domestically kneaded to the right plasticity; besides 
which he shone, to my fancy, and all the more for its seeming so 
brightly and quietly in his very grain, with the vague, the suppos- 
ititious, but the intensely accent-giving stamp of the Latin quarter, 
which we so thinly imagined and so superficially brushed on our 
pious walks to the Luxembourg and through the parts where the 
glamour might have hung thickest. We were to see him a little— 
but two or three times— three or four years later, when, just before 
our own return, he had come back to America for the purpose, if 
my memory serves, of entering the Harvard Law School; and to 
see him still always with the smile that was essentially as facial, as 
livingly and loosely fixed, somehow, as his fresh complexion itself; 
always too with the air of caring so little for what he had been put 
through that, under any appeal to give out, more or less wonder- 
fully, some sample or echo of it, as who should say, he still mostly 
panted as from a laughing mental embarrassment: he had been put 
through too much; it was all stale to him, and he wouldn’t have 
known where to begin. He did give out, a little, on occasion— speak- 
ing, that is, on my different plane, as it were, and by the roundabout 
report of my brother; he gave out, it appeared, as they walked to- 
gether across shining Newport sands, some fragment, some begin- 
ning of a very youthful poem that “Europe” had, with other results, 
moved him to, and a faint thin shred of which was to stick in my 
remembrance for reasons independent of its quality: 

"Harold, rememberest thou the day. 

We rode along the Appian Way? 

N^lected tomb and altar cast 

Their lengthening shadow o’er the plain. 

And while we talked the mighty past 
Around us lived and breathed again!” 
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That was European enough, and yet he had returned to America 
really to find himself, even with every effort made immediately near 
him to defeat the discovery. He found himself, with the outbreak of 
the War, simply as the American soldier, and not under any bribe, 
however dim, of the epaulette or the girt sword; but just as the com- 
mon enlisting native, which he smiled and gasped— to the increase 
of his happy shortness of breath, as from a repletion of culture, since 
it suggested no lack of personal soundness— at feeling himself so 
like to be. As strange, yet as still more touching than strange, I recall 
the sight, even at a distance, of the drop straight off him of all his 
layers of educational varnish, the possession of the "advantages,” the 
tongues, the degrees, the diplomas, the reminiscences, a saturation 
too that had all sunk in— a sacrifice of precious attributes that might 
almost have been viewed as a wild bonfire. So his prodigious mother, 
whom I have perhaps sufficiently presented for my reader to under- 
stand, didn’t fail to view it— judging it also, sharply hostile to the 
action of the North as the whole dreadful situation found her, with 
deep and resentful displeasure. I remember how I thought of Vernon 
himself, during the business, as at once so despoiled, so diverted, and 
above all so resistantly bright, as vaguely to suggest something more 
in him still, some deep-down reaction, some extremity of indifference 
and defiance, some exhibition of a young character too long pressed 
and impressed, too long prescribed to and with too much expected 
of it, and all under too firmer a will; so that the public pretext had 
given him a lift, or lent him wings, which without its greatness 
might have failed him. As the case was to turn nothing— that is noth- 
ing he most wanted and, remarkably, most enjoyed— did fail him at 
all. I forget with which of the possible States, New York, Massa- 
chusetts or Rhode Island (though I think the first) he had taken 
service; only seeming to remember that this all went on for him at 
the start in McClellan’s and later on in Grant’s army, and that, badly 
wounded in a Virginia battle, he came home to be nursed by his 
mother, recently restored to America for a brief stay. She held, I 
believe, in the event, that he had, under her care, given her his vow 
that, his term being up, he would not, should he get sufficiently 
well, re-engage. The question here was between them, but it was 
definite that, materially speaking, she was in no degree dependent 
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on him. The old, the irrepressible adage, however, was to live again 
between them: when the devil was sick the devil a saint would be; 
when the devil was well the devil a saint was he I 
The devil a saint, at all events, was Vernon, who denied that he 
had passed his word, and who, as soon as he had surmounted his 
first disablement, passionately and quite admirably re-enlisted. At 
once restored to the front and to what now gave life for him its 
indispensable relish, he was in the thick, again, of the great carnage 
roundabout Richmond, where, again gravely wounded, he (as I 
figure still incorrigibly smiling) succumbed. His mother had by this 
time indignantly returned to Europe, accompanied by her daughter 
and her younger son— the former of whom accepted, for our great 
pity, a little later on, the office of closing the story. Anne King, young 
and frail, but not less firm, under stress, than the others of her 
blood, came back, on her brother’s death, and, quietest, most colour- 
less Eleara of a lucidest Orestes, making her difficult way amid 
massed armies and battle-drenched fields, got possession of his buried 
body and bore it for reinterment to Newport, the old habitation, as 
I have mentioned, of their father’s people, both Vernons and Kings. 
It must have been to see my mother, as well as to sail again for 
Europe, that she afterwards came to Boston, where I remember 
going down with her, at the last, to the dock of the English steamer, 
some black and tub-like Cunarder, an archaic “Africa” or “Asia” 
sufficing to the Boston service of those days. I saw her off drearily 
and helplessly enough, I well remember, and even at that moment 
found for her another image: what was she most like, though in a 
still sparer and dryer form, but some low-toned, some employed 
little Bronte heroine?— though more indeed a Lucy Snowe than a 
Jane Eyre, and with no shade of a Bronte hero within sight. To this 
all the fine privilege and fine culture of all the fine countries (col- 
lective matter, from far back, of our intimated envy) had 
“amounted”; just as it had amounted for Vernon to the bare head- 
stone on the Newport hillside where, by his mother’s decree, as I 
have already noted, there figured no hint of the manner of his death. 
So grand, so finely personal a manner it appeared to me at the time, 
and has indeed appeared ever since, that this brief record irre- 
pressibly springs from that. His mother, as I have equally noted, 
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was however, with her views, to find no grace in it so long as she 
lived; and his sister went back to her, and to Marseille, as they 
always called it, but prematurely to die. 


XXIX 

I feel that much might be made of my memories of Boulogne-sur- 
Mer had I but here left room for the vast little subject; in which I 
should probably, once started, wander to and fro as exploringly, as 
perceivingly, as discoveringly, I am fairly tempted' to call it, as might 
really give the measure of my small operations at the time. I was 
almost wholly reduced there to operations of that mere inward and 
superficially idle order at which we have already so freely assisted; 
reduced by a cause I shall presently mention, the production of a 
great blur, well-nigh after the fashion of some mild domestic but 
quite considerably spreading grease-spot, in respect to the world of 
action, such as it was, more or less immediately about me. I must 
personally have lived during this pale predicament almost only by 
seeing what I could, after my incorrigible ambulant fashion— a prac- 
tice that may well have made me pass for bringing home nothing in 
the least exhibitional— rather than by pursuing the inquiries and 
interests that agitated, to whatever intensity, our on the whole 
widening little circle. The images I speak of as matter for more 
evocation that I can spare them were the fruit of two different 
periods at Boulogne, a shorter and a longer; this second appearing 
to us all, at the time, I gather, too endlessly and blightingly pro- 
longed: so sharply, before it was over, did I at any rate come to 
yearn for the Rue Montaigne again, the Rue Montaigne “sublet” 
for a term under a flurry produced in my parents’ breasts by a 
“financial crisis” of great violence to which the American world, as 
a matter now of recorded history, I believe, had tragically fallen vic- 
tim, and which had imperilled or curtailed for some months our 
moderate means of existence. "We were to recover, I make out, our 
disturbed balance, and were to pursue awhile further our chase of 
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the alien, the somehow repeatedly postponed real opportunity; and 
the second, the comparatively cramped and depressed connection 
with the classic refuge, as it then was, of spasmodic thrift, when not 
of settled indigence, for the embarrassed of our race in the largest 
sense of this matter, was to be shuffled off at last with no scant relief 
and reaction. This is perhaps exactly why the whole picture of our 
existence at the Pas-de-Calais watering place pleads to me now for 
the full indulgence, what would be in other words every touch of 
tenderness workable, after all the years, over the lost and confused 
and above all, on their own side, poor ultimately rather vulgarised 
and violated little sources of impression: items and aspects these 
which while they in their degree and after their sort flourished we 
only asked to admire, or at least to appreciate, for their rewarding 
extreme queerness. The very centre of my particular consciousness 
of the place turned too soon to the fact of my coming in there for 
the gravest illness of my life, an all but mortal attack of the malig- 
nant typhus of old days; which, after laying me as low as I could 
well be laid for many weeks, condemned me to a convalescence so 
arduous that I saw my apparently scant possibilities, by the measure 
of them then taken, even as through a glass darkly, or through the 
expansive blur for which I found just above a homely image. 

This experience was to become when I had emerged from it the 
great reminiscence or circumstance of old Boulogne for me, and I 
was to regard it, with much intelligence, I should have maintained, 
as the marked limit of my state of being a small boy. I took on, when 
I had decently, and all the more because I had so retardedly, recov- 
ered, the sense of being a boy of other dimensions somehow alto- 
gether, and even with a new dimension introduced and acquired; 
a dimension that I was eventually to think of as a stretch in the 
direction of essential change or of living straight into a part of 
myself previously quite unvisited and now made accessible as by the 
sharp forcing of a closed door. The blur of consciousness imaged by 
my grease-spot was not, I hasten to declare, without its relenting 
edges and even, during its major insistence, fainter thicknesses; 
short of which, I see, my picture, the picture I was always so incur- 
ably “after,” would have failed of animation altogether— quite have 
failed to bristle with characteristics, with figures and objects and 
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scenic facts, particular passages and moments, the stuff, in short, of 
that scrap of minor gain which I have spoken of as our multiplied 
memories. Wasn’t I even at the time, and much more later on, to 
feel how we had been, through the thick and thin of the whole 
adventure, assaulted as never before in so concentrated a way by 
local and social character? Such was the fashion after which the 
Boulogne of long ago— I have known next to nothing of it since— 
could come forth, come more than half-way, as we say, to meet the 
imagination open to such advances. It was, taking one thing with 
another, so verily drenched in character that I see myself catching 
this fine flagrancy almost equally in everything; unless indeed I 
may have felt it rather smothered than presented on the compara- 
tively sordid scene of the College Communal, not long afterwards to 
expand, I believe, into the local Lycde, to which the inimitable 
process of our education promptly introduced us. I was to have less 
of the College than my elder and my younger brother, thanks to the 
interrupting illness that placed me so long, with its trail of after- 
effects, half complacently, half ruefully apart; but I suffered for a 
few early weeks the mainly malodorous sense of the braver life, 
produced as this was by a deeply democratic institution from which 
no small son even of the most soapless home could possibly know 
exclusion. Odd, I recognise, that I should inhale the air of the 
place so particularly, so almost only, to that dismal effect; since 
character was there too, for whom it should concern, and my view 
of some of the material conditions, of the general collegiate presence 
toward the top of the steepish Grand’ Rue, on the right and not 
much short, as it comes back to me, of the then closely clustered and 
inviolate haute ville, the more or less surviving old town, the idle 
grey rampart, the moated and towered citadel, the tree-shaded bas- 
tion for strolling and sitting “immortalised” by Thackeray, achieved 
the monumental, in its degree, after a fashion never yet associated 
for us with the pursuit of learning. Didn’t the Campaigner, suffering 
indigence at the misapplied hands of Colonel Newcome, rage at that 
hushed victim supremely and dreadfully just thereabouts— by which 
I mean in the haute ville— over some question of a sacrificed sweet- 
bread or a cold hacked joint that somebody had been “at”? Beside 
such builded approaches to an education as we had elsewhere known 
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the College exhibited, with whatever reserves, the measure of style 
which almost any French accident of the administratively archi- 
tectural order more easily rises to than fails of; even if the matter be 
but a question of the shyest similitude of a cour d’honneur, the court 
disconnecting the scene, by intention at least, from the basely bour- 
geois and giving value to the whole effect of opposed and windowed 
wall and important, or balanced and “placed,” perron. These are 
many words for the dull precinct, as then presented, I admit, and 
they are perhaps half prompted by a special association, too ghostly 
now quite to catch again— the sense of certain Sundays, distinct from 
the grim, that is the flatly instructional, body of the week, when I 
seem to myself to have successfully flouted the whole constituted 
field by passing across it and from it to some quite ideally old-world 
little annexed musee de province, as inviolate in its way as the grey 
rampart and bare citadel, and very like them in unrelieved tone, 
where I repeatedly, and without another presence to hinder, looked 
about me at goodness knows what weird ancientries of stale academic 
art. Not one of these treasures, in its habit as it lived, do I recall; 
yet the sense and the “note” of them was at the time, none the less, 
not so elusive that I didn’t somehow draw straight from them inti- 
mations of the interesting, that is revelations of the aesthetic, the 
historic, the critical mystery and charm of things (of such things 
taken altogether), that added to my small loose handful of the seed 
of culture. 

That apprehension was, in its way, of our house of learning too, 
and yet I recall how, on the scant and simple terms I have glanced 
at, I quite revelled in it; whereas other impressions of my brief 
ordeal shrink, for anything in the nature of interest, but to three 
or four recovered marks of the social composition of the school. 
There were the sons of all the small shop-keepers and not less, by 
my remembrance, of certain of the mechanics and artisans; but there 
was also the English contingent, these predominantly internes and 
uniformed, blue-jacketed and brass-buttoned, even to an effect of 
odd redundancy, who by my conceit gave our association a lift. Vivid 
still to me is the summer morning on which, in the wide court— as 
wide, that is, as 1 liked to suppose it, and where we hung about 
helplessly enough for recreation— a brownish black-eyed youth, of 
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about my own degree of youthfulness, mentioned to me with an air 
that comes back as that of the liveliest informational resource the 
outbreak, just heard of, of an awful Mutiny in India, where his 
military parents, who had not so long before sent him over thence, 
with such weakness of imagination, as I measured it, to the poor spot 
on which we stood, were in mortal danger of their lives; so that news 
of their having been killed would perhaps be already on the way. 
They might well have been military, these impressively exposed 
characters, since my friend’s name was Napier, or Nappid as he was 
called at the school, and since, I may add also, there attached to him, 
in my eyes, the glamour of an altogether new emphasis of type. The 
English boys within our ken since our coming abroad had been of 
the fewest— the Fezandi^ youths, whether English or American, be- 
sides being but scantly boys, had been so lost, on that scene, in our 
heap of disparities; and it pressed upon me after a fashion of its 
own that those we had known in New York, and all aware of their 
varieties and “personalities” as one had supposed one’s self, had in 
no case challenged the restless “placing” impulse with any such 
force as the finished little Nappi^. They had not been, as he was by 
the very perversity of his finish, resultants of forces at all— or com- 
paratively speaking; it was as if their producing elements had been 
simple and few, whereas behind this more mixed and, as we have 
learnt to say, evolved companion (his very simplicities, his gaps of 
possibility, being still evolved), there massed itself I couldn’t have 
said what protective social order, what tangled creative complexity. 
Why I should have thought him almost Indian of stamp and hue 
because his English parents were of the so general Indian peril is 
more than I can say; yet I have his exotic and above all his bold, 
his imaginably even “bad,” young face, finely unacquainted with 
law, before me at this hour quite undimmed— announcing, as I 
conceived it, and quite as a shock, any awful adventure one would, 
as well as something that I must even at the time have vaguely taken 
as the play of the “passions.” He vanishes, and I dare say I but make 
him over, as I make everything; and he must have led his life, what- 
ever it was to become, with the least possible waiting on the hour 
or the major consequence and no waste of energy at all in mooning, 
no patience with any substitute for his very own humour. We had 
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another schoolmate, this one native to the soil, whose references 
were with the last vividness local and who was yet to escape with 
brilliancy in the aftertime the smallest shadow of effacement. His 
most direct reference at that season was to the principal pastry- 
cook’s of the town, an establishment we then found supreme for 
little criss-crossed apple tartlets and melting babas— young Coquelin’s 
home life amid which we the more acutely envied that the upward 
cock of his so all-important nose testified, for my fancy, to the largest 
range of free familiar sniffing. C.-B. Coquelin is personally most 
present to me, in the form of that hour, by the value, as we were to 
learn to put it, of this nose, the fine assurance and impudence of 
which fairly made it a trumpet for promises; yet in spite of that, the 
very gage, as it were, of his long career as the most interesting and 
many-sided comedian, or at least most unsurpassed dramatic diseur 
of his time, I failed to doubt that, with the rich recesses of the 
parental industry for his background, his subtlest identity was in his 
privilege, or perhaps even in his expertest trick, of helping himself 
well. 

These images, however, were but drops in the bucket of my sense 
of catching character, roundabout us, as I say, at every turn and in 
every aspect; character that began even, as I was pleased to think, 
in our own habitation, the most spacious and pompous Europe had 
yet treated us to, in spite of its fronting on the Rue Neuve Chauss^e, 
a street of lively shopping, by the measure of that innocent age, and 
with its own ground-floor occupied by a bristling exhibition of in- 
describably futile articles de Paris. Modern and commodious itself, 
it looked from its balcony at serried and mismatched and quaintly- 
named haunts of old provincial, of sedately passive rather than con- 
fidently eager, traffic; but this made, among us, for much harmless 
inquisitory life— while we were fairly assaulted, at home, by the scale 
and some of the striking notes of our fine modernity. The young, 
the agreeable (agreeable to anything), the apparently opulent M. 
Prosper Sauvage— wasn’t it?— had not long before, unless I mistake, 
inherited the place as a monument of “family,” quite modestly local 
yet propitious family, ambition; with an ample extension in the rear, 
and across the clearest prettiest court, for his own dwelling, which 
thus became elegant, entre cour et jardin, and showed all the happy 
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symmetries and proper conventions. Here flourished, or rather, I 
surmise at this time of day, here languished, a domestic drama of 
which we enjoyed the murmurous overflow: frankly astounding to 
me, I confess, how I remain still in sensitive presence of our resigned 
proprietor’s domestic drama, in and out of which I see a pair of 
figures quite up to the dramatic mark flit again with their air of 
the very rightest finish. I must but note these things, none the less, 
and pass; for scarce another item of the whole Boulogne concert of 
salient images failed, after all, of a significance either still more 
strangely social or more distinctively spectacular. These appearances 
indeed melt together for my interest, I once more feel, as, during 
the interminable stretch of the prescribed and for the most part soli- 
tary airings and outings involved in my slow convalescence from the 
extremity of fever, I approached that straitened and somewhat be- 
darkened issue of the Rue de I’Ecu (was it?) toward the bright- 
coloured, strongly-peopled Port just where Merridew’s English 
Library, solace of my vacuous hours and temple, in its degree too, of 
deep initiations, mounted guard at the right. Here, frankly, discrimi- 
nation drops— every particular in the impression once so quick and 
fresh sits interlinked with every other in the large lap of the whole. 
The motley, sunny, breezy, bustling Port, with its classic, its admir- 
able fisher-folk of both sexes, models of type and tone and of what 
might be handsomest in the thoroughly weathered condition, would 
have seemed the straightest appeal to curiosity had not the old 
Thackerayan side, as I may comprehensively call it, and the scattered 
wealth of illustration of his sharpest satiric range, not so constantly 
interposed and competed with it. The scene bristled, as I look back 
at it, with images from Men’s Wives, from the society of Mr. 
Deuceace and that of fifty other figures of the same creation, with 
Bareacreses and Rawdon Crawleys and of course with Mrs. Macks, 
with Roseys of a more or less crumpled freshness and blighted 
bloom, with battered and bent, though doubtless never quite so fine. 
Colonel Newcomes not less; with more reminders in short than I 
can now gather in. Of those forms of the seedy, the subtly sinister, 
the vainly "genteel,” the generally damaged and desperate, and in 
particular perhaps the invincibly impudent, all the marks, 1 feel 
sure, were stronger and straighter than such as we meet in generally 
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like cases under our present levelling light. Such anointed and 
whiskered and eked-out, such brazen, bluffing, swaggering gentle- 
men, such floridly repaired ladies, their mates, all looking as hard 
as they could as if they were there for mere harmless amusement— it 
was as good, among them, as just being Arthur Pendennis to know 
so well, or at least to guess so fearfully, who and what they might 
be. They were floated on the tide of the manners then prevailing, I 
judge, with a rich processional effect that so many of our own grand 
lapses, when not of our mere final flatnesses, leave no material for; 
so that the living note of Boulogne was really, on a more sustained 
view, the opposition between a native race the most happily tem- 
pered, the most becomingly seasoned and salted and self-dependent, 
and a shifting colony— so far as the persons composing it could either 
urgently or speculatively shift— inimitably at odds with any active 
freshness. And the stale and the light, even though so scantly re- 
bounding, the too densely socialised, group was the English, and the 
“positive” and hardy and steady and wind-washed the French; and 
it was all as flushed with colour and patched with costume and 
referable to record and picture, to literature and history, as a more 
easily amusing and less earnestly uniform age could make it. When 
1 speak of this opposition indeed I see it again most take effect in an 
antithesis that, on one side and the other, swallowed all differences 
at a gulp. The general British show, as we had it there, in the artless 
mid-Victorian desert, had, I think, for its most sweeping sign the 
high assurance of its dowdiness; whereas one had only to glance 
about at the sea-faring and fisher-folk who were the real strength of 
the place to feel them shed at every step and by their every instinct 
of appearance the perfect lesson of taste. There it was to be learnt 
and taken home— with never a moral, none the less, drawn from it 
by the “higher types.” I speak of course in particular of the tanned 
and trussed and kerchiefed, the active and productive women, all 
so short-skirted and free-limbed under stress; for as by the rule of 
the dowdy their sex is ever the finer example, so where the sense of 
the suitable, of the charmingly and harmoniously right prevails, 
they preserve the pitch even as a treasure committed to their piety. 
To hit that happy mean of rightness amid the mixed occupations 
a homemother and a fishwife, to be in especial both so bravely 
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Stripped below and so perfectly enveloped above as the deep-wading, 
far-striding, shrimp-netting, crab-gathering matrons or maidens who 
played, waist-high, with the tides and racily quickened the market, 
was to make grace thoroughly practical and discretion thoroughly 
vivid. These attributes had with them all, for the eye, however, a 
range too great for me to follow, since, as their professional undress 
was a tuni-out positively self-consistent, so their household, or more 
responsibly public, or altogether festal, array played through the 
varied essentials of fluted coif and folded kerchief and sober skirt 
and tense, dark, displayed stocking and clicking wooden slipper, to 
say nothing of long gold ear-drop or solid short-hung pectoral cross, 
with a respect for the rigour of conventions that had the beauty of 
self-respect. 

I owe to no season of the general period such a preserved sense of 
innumerable unaccompanied walks— at the reason of which luxury 
of freedom I have glanced; which as often as not were through the 
steep and low-browed and brightly-daubed ruelles of the fishing-town 
and either across and along the level sea-marge and sustained cliff 
beyond; this latter the site of the first Napoleon’s so tremendously 
mustered camp of invasion, with a monument as futile, by my re- 
membrance, as that enterprise itself had proved, to give it all the 
special accent I could ask for. Or I was as free for the haute ville 
and the ramparts and the scattered, battered benches of reverie— 
if I may so honour my use of them; they kept me not less com- 
placently in touch with those of the so anciently odd and mainly 
contracted houses over which the stiff citadel and the ghost of 
Catherine de MMicis, who had dismally sojourned in it, struck me 
as throwing such a chill, and one of which precisely must have wit- 
nessed the never-to-be-forgotten Campaigner’s passage in respect to 
her cold beef. Far from extinct for me is my small question of those 
hours, doubtless so mentally, so shamelessly wanton, as to what 
human life might be tucked away in such retreats, which expressed 
the last acceptance whether of desired or of imposed quiet; so 
absolutely appointed and obliged did I feel to make out, so far as I 
could, what, in so significant a world, they on their part represented. 
I think the force mainly sustaining me at that rather dreary time— as 
I see it can only show for— was this lively felt need that everything 
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should nspnem^t something more than what immediately and all too 
blankly met eye; I seem to m'^lf to have carried it about every- 
where and, though of course only without outward signs that mi^t 
have benayed my fatuity, and insistently, quite yeaniingly applied 
it What I wanted, in my presumption, was that the object, the 
place, the person, the unreduced impression, often doubtl^ so diffi- 
cult or so impossible to reduce, should give out to me something of 
a situation; living as I did in confused and confusing situations and 
thus hooking them on, however awkwardly, to almost any at all 
living surface I chanced to meet My memory of Boulogne is that we 
■had almost no society of any sort at home— there appearing to be 
about us but one sort, and that of far too great, or too fearful, an 
immediate bravery. Yet there were occasional figures that I recover 
from our scant circle and that I associate, whatever links I may miss, 
with the small still houses on the rampart; figures of the quaintest, 
quite perhaps the frowsiest, little English ladies in such mushroom 
hats, such extremely circular and bestriped scarlet petticoats, such 
perpetual tight gauntlets, such explicit claims to long descent, which 
showed them for everything that everyone else at Boulogne was not 
These mid-Victorian samples of a perfect consistency "represented,” 
by my measure, as hard as ever they could— and represented, of all 
things, literature and history and society. The literature was that of 
the three-volume nwel, then, and for much after, enjoying its loos- 
est and serenest spread; for they separately and anxiously and 
awfully "wrote'Wnd that must almost by itself have amounted in 
them to all the history I evoked. 

The dreary months, as I am content that in their second phase 
eqiecially they should be called, are subject, 1 repeat, to the per- 
vemon, quite perhaps to the obscuration, of my temporaiily hin- 
dmed health— wiuch should keep me from being too sure of thaM! 
ihhall proportions experience— I was, to look back afterwards as 
bVm* so grey a desert; through which, none the less, there flush as 
ahaxp little certainties, not to be disallowed, such matters as the 
jgenn^ romance of Merridew, the English Librarian, before men- 
tiCmed, at the mouth of the Port; a connection that thrusts itself 
upon me now as after all the truest centre of my perceptkm^way- 
layii^ x^ steps at the time, as 1 came and went, more than mher 
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object Of impression. The question of what that spot represented, or 
could be encouraged, could be aided and abetted, to represent, maf 
well have supremely engaged me— for d^th within depth there 
could only open before me. The place ‘'meant,” on these terms, to 
begin with, frank and licensed fiction, licensed to my recordedly 
relaxed state; and what this particular luxury represented it might 
have taken me even more time than I had to give to make out. The 
blest novel in three volumes exercised through its form, to my sense, 
on grounds lying deeper for me to-day than my deepest sounding, 
an appeal that fairly made it do with me what it would. Possibly a 
drivelling confession, and the more drivelling perhaps the more 
development I should attempt for it; from which, however, the very 
difficulty of the case saves me. Too many associations, too much of 
the ferment of memory and fancy, are somehow stirred; they beset 
me again, they hover and whirl about me while I stand, as I used to 
stand, within the positively sanctified walls of the shop (so of the 
vieux temps now their aspect and fashion and worked system: by 
which I merni again of the frumpiest and civillest mid-Victorian), 
and surrender to the vision of the shelves packed with their rich 
individual trinities. Why should it have affected me so that my 
choice. So difficult in such a dazzle, could only be for a trinity? I am 
unable fully to say— such a magic dwelt in the mere rich fact of the 
trio. When the novel of that age was “bad,” as it so helplessly, so 
abjectly and prevailingly consented to be, the three volumes still did 
something for it, a something that was, all strangely, not an aggrava- 
tion of its case. When it was "good” (our analysis, our terms of af^re<‘ 
dation, had a simplicity that has lingered on) they made it copiously, 
opulently better; so that when, after the span of the years, my rela- 
tion with them became, from that of comparatively artless reader, 
and to the effect of a superior fondness and acuteness, that of emo- 
placent author, the traction of infatuated youth still flung over 
them its mantle: this at least till off reladon, by one of the very 
rudest turns of life we of the profession were ro have known, broke 
of^ in clumsy interfering hands and with almost no notice govern, 
in a day, insm hour. Besides cmmectii^ me with the 1^ but unfior- 
gotieh note of waiting, mrdee and sympathy that quavered on- the 
Alkm4dew air, they- for intrinsic dbann more than 
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1 could at any nuMnent have given a plain account of; they fell, by 
their ineffable hiatory, every trio I ever touched, into the category of 
auch prized phenomena as my memory, for instance, of foirly hang" 
ing about the Rue des Vieillards, at the season I speak of, through 
the apprehension that something vague and sweet-if I shouldn’t 
indeed rather say something of infinite future point and application 
—would come of it. This is a reminiscence that nothing would in- 
duce me to verify, as for example by any revisiting light; but it was 
going to be good for me, good, that is, for what I was pleased to 
regard as my intelligence or my imagination, in fine for my ob- 
scurely specific sense of things, that I should so have hung about. 
The name of the street was by itself so gentle and intimate a per- 
suasion that I must have been ashamed not to proceed, for the very 
grace of it, to some shade of active response. And there was always 
a place of particular arrest in the vista brief and blank, but 
inclusively blank, blank after ancient, settled, more and more sub- 
siding things, blank almost, in short, with all Matthew Arnold’s 
‘‘ennui of the middle ages,” rather than, poorly and meanly and 
emptily, before such states, which was previously what I had most 
known of blankness. This determined pause was at the window of 
a spare and solitary shop, a place of no amplitude at all, but as of an 
inveterate cheerful confidence, where, among a few artists’ materials, 
an exhibited water-colour from some native and possibly then 
admired hand was changed but once in ever so long. That was 
perhaps after all the pivot of my revolution— the question of whether 
or no I should at a given moment find the old picture replaced. I 
made this, when I had the luck, pass for an event— yet an event which 
would have to have had for its scene the precious Rue des Vieillards, 
and pale though may be the recital of such pleasures I Itwe tSyself in 
depths of kindness for my strain of ingenuity. 

All of which, and to that extent to be corrected, leaves small allow- 
ance for my service to good M. Ansiot, rendered while my elder and 
younger brothenH-the younger completing our group of the ungov- 
cmeHed-^were continuously subject to collegial durance. Their 
ordeal was, I still blush to think, appreciably the heavier, as com- 
pared whit mine, during our longer term of thrifty cxUc frtwn Paris 
Hdse time oi stress, as I find 1 recall it, when we had turned our 
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backs on the Rue Montaigne and my privilege ivas so to roam mt 
the winter and the spring afternoons. Mild M. Ansiot, "under” 
whom I for some three hours each forenoon sat sole and underided 
—and actually by himself too— was a curiosity, a benignity, a futility 
even, I gather; but save for a felt and remembered impulse in me 
to open the window of our scene of study as soon as he had gone was 
in no degree an ideal. He might rise here, could I do him justice, 
as the rarest of my poor evocations; for he it was, to be frank, who 
most literally smelt of the vieux temps— as to which I have noted 
myself as wondering and musing as much as might be, with recov- 
ered scraps and glimpses and other intimations, only never yet for 
such a triumph of that particular sense. To be still frank, he was 
little less than a monster— for mere unresisting or unresilient mass 
of personal presence I mean; so that I fairly think of him as a form 
of bland porpoise, violently blowing in an age not his own, as by 
having had to exchange deep water for thin air. Thus he impressed 
me as with an absolute ancientry of type, of tone, of responsible 
taste, above all; this last I mean in literature, since it was literattire 
we sociably explored, to my at once charmed and shamed apprehen- 
sion of the several firm traditions, the pure proprieties, the dis- 
cussabilities, in the oddest way both so many and so few, of that 
field as they prevailed to his pious view. 1 must have had hold, in 
this mere sovereign sample of the accidentally, the quite uncon- 
sciously and unpretentiously, the all negligibly or superfluously 
handed-down, of a rare case of the provincial And academic cuistre; 
thou^ even while 1 record it I see the good man as too helpless 
and una^essive, too smothered in his poor facts of person and cir- 
cumstance, of overgrown time of life alone, to incur with justness 
the harshness of classification. He rested with a weight 1 scarce even 
felt— sudi easy terms he made, without sCTuple, for both <ji us-~(m 
the cheerful innocence of my barbarism; and though our mornifi^ 
were short and subject, I think, to quite drowsy lapses and c^er 
honest aridities, we did scumble togedi«', 1 make out, by the aid of 
the collected extracts feom the truly and academicalty great Which 
formed his'^le resource and which he had, in a small pctrtable a^ 
pocketed libniry rather greasily preserved, some patch of picture of 
a saving as distinguished firom a losing classicism. The point remainn 
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im me tiuut wlt«|ai *11 vm »id-»and even with everTthing that ml^ 
djiectiy have counted unsaid>*he discharged lor me nidi an 
that I wan to remain to this lar-off hour in a state ol jiossession o{ 
him that is the very opposite of a blank: quite after the hnhion again 
in which 1 had all along and elsewhere suffered and resisted, and yet 
10 pemnely and intimately appropriated, tutoring; which was with 
as little as ever to show for my profit of his own express showings. 
The blank he fills out crowds itself with a wealth of value, since I 
dmuldn't without him have been able to daim, for whatever it may 
be worth, a tenth (at that let me handsomely put it), of my ‘’work- 
ing” sense of the vieux temps. How can I allow then that we hadn't 
plimted together, with a loose felidty, some of the seed of work?- 
evai though the sprouting was so long put off. Everything, I have 
mmtioned, had come at this time to be acceptedly, though fiir from 
braggingly, put off; and the ministrations of M. Ansiot really wash 
themselves over with the weak mixture that had begun to spread 
fin me, to immensity, during that summer day or two of our earlier 
residence when, betraying strange pains and apprehensions, I was 
with all decision put to bed. Present to me still is the fact of my 
dtarper sense, after an hour or two, of my being there in distress 
and, as happened for the moment, alone; present to me are the 
sounds of &e soft afternoon, the mild animation of the Boulogne 
street through the half-open windows; present to me above all the 
strange sense that something had begun that would make more dif- 
ference to tat, directly and indirectly, than anything had ever yet 
1 might verily, on the spot, have seoi, as in a fading of day 
and a change to something suddenly queer, the whole large extent 
nf it. I must thus, much impressed but half scared, have wanted to 
aqtpeal: to which end I tumbled, all too weakly, out of bed aiul 
tvaviwed miVard the bell just across the room. The question of 
hrh0thcr X really reached and rang it was to remain lost afterwards 
ha the strung skk whirl of everything about me, under whkh I feU 
Ihtn a lapm of consciousness chat I shall (xmvcnieatly here treat as a 
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It may again perhaps betray something of that incorrigible vague- 
ness of current in our educational drift which I have elsewhere* 
so unreservedly suffered to reflect itself that, though we had come 
abroad in 1855 with an eye to the then supposedly supreme benefits 
of Swiss schooling, our most resolute attempt to tap that supply, 
after twenty distractions, waited over to the autumn of the fourth 
year later on, when we in renewed good faith retraced our steps to 
Geneva. Our parents b^n at that season a long sojourn at the old 
H6tel de Tficu, which now erects a somewhat diminished head on 
the edge of the rushing Rhone— its only rival then was the Hdtel 
des Bergues opposite, considerably larger and commanding more or 
less the view of that profiled crest of Mont-Blanc which used to be 
so oddly likened to the head and face of a singularly supine 
Napoleon. But on that side the shooting blue flood was less directly 
and fiimiliarly under the windows; in our position we lived with it 
and hung over it, and its beauty, just where we mainly congregated, 
was, I fear, my own sole happy impression during several of those 
mmuhs. It was of a Sunday that we congregated most; my two 
younger brothers had, in general, on that day their sortie hom the 
Pensionnat Maquelin, a couple of miles out of town, where they 
were then established, and W. J., following courses at the Acadettiy, 
in its present enrkhed and amplified form the Univetsiiy. mliilgleil 
failing livelier recreation, in the family circle at the hotel. liveiter 
recreation, during die hours oi completest ease. oonsUited moittly, as , 
the period drew itsett out, ol those courset, afong the lake and akstg ; 
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the jbllis. whMi offer to student-life in whatever jdnue, throughout 
that hlest rountrjr, the most romantic of all fcnrms of "a Ihtle 
change"; enjojred too in some degree, but much more restrictedly, 
by myself'Hhis an effect, as I remember feeling it, of my considerably 
greater servitude. I had been placed, separately, at still another In- 
stitution, that of M. Rochette, who carried on an £cole Pr^paratoire 
anx £coles Spfeiales, by which was meant in particular ^e Poly- 
technic School at Zurich, with whatever other like curricula, alwaysi 
"scientific,” might elsewhere be aimed at; and I had been so dis-l 
posed of under a flattering misconception of my aptitudes that leaves \ 
me to-day even more wonderstruck than at that immediate season 1 
of my distress. 

I so feared and abhorred mathematics that the simplest arith- 
metical operation had always found and kept me helpless and blank 
—the dire discipline of the years bringing no relief whatever to my 
state; and mathematim unmitigated were at the Institution Rochette 
the air we breathed, building us up as they most officiously did for 
those other grim ordeals and pursuits, those of the mining and the 
civil engineer, those of the architectural aspirant and the technician 
in still other fields, to which we were supposed to be addressed. 
Nmhing of the sort was indeed supposed of me— which is in par- 
ticular my present mystification; so that my assault of the prelimi- 
naries disclosed, feeble as it strikingly remained, was mere darkness, 
waste and anguish. I found myself able to bite, as the phrase was, 
hjto no subject there deemed savoury; it was hard and bitter fruit 
all and turned to ashes in my mouth. More extraordinary however 
, dtait my good parents’ belief— eccentric on their part too, in the 
light ol their usual practice and disjmsition, their habit, for the most 
part, of hfcing for lu after a gasp or two whatever we seemed to like 
—was my own feilure to protest with a frankness proportioned to my 
hnnm'. The stiffer inteUeaual discipline, the discqdine of physics 
and of algebra, invoked for the benefit of an understanding ui^is- 
pUtedly weak and shy, had been accepted on my side as a blessing 
pediaps in disguise. It had rome to me by I know not what per- 
|mndty that if I couldn’t tackle the smallest protdem in medumfos 

fiioe ndthotn; dismay at the blackboard die shnplest geometric 
challiaqge 1 onaght somehow in decency to make myseU over,«n#im’t 
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k wts iilsD the imrvel>>that the meeuett mkids and the vulgeeewt 
tyf>es approached these matters without a ugn of trepidation even 
when they approached them, at the worst, without positive appetite^ 
My attemj^ not therefore to remain abnormal wholly broke down, 
however, and when I at last withdrew from the scene it was not 
even as a conspicuous, it was only as an obscure, a deeply hushed 
bsilure. I joined Willuun, after what had seemed to me an eternity 
of woe, at the Academy, where I followed, for too short a time but 
with a comparative recovery of confidence, such literary cours as I 
might. 

I puzzle it out to-day that my parents had simply said to them- 
selves, in serious concern, that I read too many novels, or at least 
read them too attentively— that was the vice; as also that they had 
by the contagion of their good faith got me in a manner to agree 
with them; since I could almost always enter, to the gain of “hori- 
zon” but too often to the perversion of experience, into any view M 
my real interests, so-called, that was presented to me with a d az z lin g 
assurance. 1 didn’t consider certainly that I was so forming my mind, 
and was doubtless curious to see whether it mightn’t, by a process 
flourishing in other applications, get to some extent formed. It 
wasn’t, I think, till I felt the rapture of that method’s arrest that I 
knew how grotesquely little it had done for me. And yet I bore it 
afterwards no malice— resorting again to that early ktalistic philos- 
ophy of which the general sense was that almost anything, however 
disagreeable, had been worth while; so unable was 1 to claim that it 
hadn’t involved impressions. I positively felt die impressional har- 
vest rather rich, little as any item of it mii^t have paii^ at the time 
for the sort of diing one exhibUs as a trophy of learning. My small 
exhibition was all for myself and omsisted on (he whole but ql a 
dusty, spotty, ug^y piauxe— I took it for ugly wcU-nigh to the pitch 
of the sinister. Its being a picture at all-and I dung to tlmt— came 
hcom the personal and material facts df the place, where I was the 
tmly scholar of &)gliah q>ee<h, since my companions, with a Gene- 
vese predomtismoe, were vatiouily pdyglot, Itiey veopdored, I 
oouldn*t doubt, what I was doix^ amt^ them, md what lost himbt. 
alinQSt|tidil%1bleadi^ I had been chaiged to %ure. Ym I ypmtilif 
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ber no «nicle iiuS, tut very free relatimi ol any one with any on^ 
no h4^ (Htdbi, «tUl le» any low descent, of youi^ pleuantty or 
irony; onr nuomets must have been remarkably formed, and our 
gamral tone was that of a man-of-the-world discretion, or at the 
worst of a certain small bout]geois circumspection. The dread in the 
Genevese of having definitely to "know" strangers and diereby be at 
costs for any sort of hospitality to them comes back to me as written 
dean not less than their being of two sorts or societies, sons of the 
townspeople pure and simple and sons of the local aristocracy 
perched in certain of the fine old houses of the Cit6 and enjoying a 
background of sturdily-seated lakeside villas and deeply umbrageous 
campagnes. 1 remember thinking the difference of type, complexion 
ifod general allure between these groups more marked, to all the 
smses, than any "social distinction” I had yet encountered. But the 
grmt thing was that I could so simplify our enclosing scene itself, 
rmmd it in and make it compose— the dark, the dreary Institution, 
squeezed into a tall, dim, stony-faced and stony-hearted house at the 
very top of toe Cito and directly in the rear of toe Cathedral, por- 
tions of the apse of which seem to me to have straggled above or 
protruded toward it, with other odd extraneous masses than itself 
{messing still nearer. This simplification, quite luxuriously for my 
yoia^ mind, was to mere mean blackness of an old-world sordid 
order.'! recognised rich blackness in other connections, but this was 
soip^kow of a harsh tradition and a tragic economy; sordid and 
, sfrong was what I had from the first felt the place, though urging 
ShySc^t eiways to rub off history from its stones, and sufferii^ thus, 

' afiter a fashima, by toe fact that with history it ought to be interest- 
ing and that 1 ought to know just how and why it was. For that, I 
toink, was ever both the burden and the joy— the complication, I 
mean, of interest, ami toe seme, in toe midst of toe ugly and toe 
•melancholy, that queer crottoed sUent cemnen behind cathedrals 
wrought hi -their way for one, did something, while one haunted 
toem, to toe imaginadon and toe taste; and that so, once moace, 
aiiloe toe generalisation had become a habit with me, I couldn’t,, soe^ 
r^ and feeling these things, really believe I had picked t^ notoh^. 

- ^'^hien I sat in a dusky up{»rar chamber and read "Ftmdi litm^ 
litoe- Wito bUghtod M. Toe^er, son of a hapjner sire, «s l rvmnuse ; 
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the dmuiing writer imd caricaturiit, in qpite nE cumbroiu men, 
mnet have been; or v^en. a couple of times a week and in the 
eternal twili^t (we grcped almost lamplets through the winter days* 
and our gUmmering tapers, when they sparsely appeared, smelt of a 
past age), I worried out Virgil and Tite-Livc with M. Verchire, or 
Schiller and Lessing with the ruddy noisy little professor of German, 
who sat always, the lesson long, in a light brown talma, the sides of 
which he caused violently to Sap for emphasis like agitated wings, 
I was almost conscious of the breath of culture as I modestly aspired 
to culture, and was at any rate safe for the time from a summons 
to the blackboard at the hands of awful little M. Galopin, that dis- 
penser of the paralysing chalk who most affected me. Extremely 
diminutive and wearing for the most part a thin inscrutable smile, 
the ghost of a tribute to awkwardness happily carried off, he found 
in our barren interviews, I believed, a charm to curiosity, bending 
afresh each time as over the handful of specimen dust, unprece- 
dented product at its finest, extracted from the scratched soil of my 
intelligence. With M. Toeppfer I was almost happy; with each of 
these instructors my hour was unshared, my exploits unwitnessed, by 
others; but M. Toeppfer became a friend, shewed himself a causeur, 
brightened our lesson with memories of his time in Paris, where, 
if I am not mistaken, he had made, with great animation, his bac- 
calaur^t, and whence it was my possibly presumptuous impression 
he had brought back a state of health, apparently much impaired, 
which represented contrition for youthful spirits. He had haunted 
the parterre of the Th^tre Fran9ais, and when we read Racine hii 
vision of Rachel, whom he had seen there as often as possible, re- 
vived; he was able to say at moments how she had spoken and 
moved, and I recall in particular his telling me that on her entrance 
as PhMre, borne down, in her languorous passion, by the weil^ of 
her royal robes— “Que ces vains ornemens, que ces voiles me pisentr 
-the long lapse of time before she spoke and while she sank upon 
a seat filled itself extraordinarily with her visible woe. But where 
tie most gave me comfort was in bru^^ingbcnne to me that the hotue 
mnunemorated, iimnortalised, as we call it, in the first of his fiuher^ 
'^ouvelles Genevotses, La Bibliotheque de vatsei Ondte, was nhee 
idler tfesm the struame facii^ us where we aat and eu !#> 
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aeEI Itaiied (m the cathedral wdls tlm he hAd twt' to 
to me certain fwimts fiom the window of our room to retxinitititte 
thrtUingly the scenerj, the drollery, the whiimical action of the ttde. 
Thm was a demonstration 1 could feel important, votary and vie- 
thn of dte '"scene,” the scene and the "atmosphere” only, that I had 
been formed to be. That I called interesting lore— called it so at least 
to myself, though feeling it at the same time of course so little 
(MrtcUy producible that I could perhaps even then have hxmted this 
actually remote ciicumsunce of my never having produced it till 
this moment There abode in me, I may add, a sense that on any 
subject that did appeal and that so found me ready— such subjects 
being indeed as yet vague, but immensely suggestive of number— 
I should have grasped the confident chalk, welcomed the very big- 
gest piece, not in the least have feared the blackboard. They were in* 
staili^, alas for me, in no recognised course. I put my hand straight 
on another of them, none the less, if not on a whole group of others, 
in my ascent, each morning of the spring or the early summer 
sdmestre, of the admirable old Rue de la Tour de BoSl, pronounced 
Boisl, which, dusky, steep and tortuous, formed a short cut to that 
part of the Grand’ Rue in which the Academy was then seated. 

It was a foul and malodorous way— I sniff again, during the tepid 
weeks, its warm close air and that near presence of rank cheese which 
was in those days almost everywhere, for the nostril, the note of 
urban Swiaerland; these things blessed me as I passed, for I passed 
straight to freedom and away from M. Galopin; they mixed with 
dte benediction of the exquisite spring and the rapture, constantly 
renewed, though for too short a period, of my now substituting 
literary, or in other words romantic, studies for the pursuits of the 
Institution Rochette. I viewed them as literary, these new branches 
research, though in truth they were loose enough and followed m 
loose terms. My dear parents, as if to make up to me, charactetis- 
ihnlly, lor my recent absurd strain to no purpose, allowed me now 
dte ^ppism: ficeedom, left me to attend such lectures as I paxtored* 
nMly deSiriog that I should attend several a weelt, and contents 
chfehlMNi memory that it makes of their forms with miMhat these 
tdlbnte involve ndther mcaminations nor r^qpotts. The Ahadtemic 
aiillitelthn) 9Qi0d4iattiied in the esdreme and aocunomed to the #aB 
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«ntit«ur» Rpfikear to bave been equally content, and I bqt tnn 
del%hted. on Mtch lines, to attend anything^ or everydiing. My ytlude 
impression now, with my 8elf‘respea reestablished, was of lotmt* 
tbic^ exquisite: I was put to the proof about nothing: I deeply eit» 
joyed the confidence shown in my taste, not to say in my honouTi 
and I sat out lo;ture after lecture as 1 might have mt out drama, 
alternate tragedy and comedy, beautifully perfbrmed-^the professca 
in each case figuring the hero, and the undergraduates, much more 
numerous, though not in general maturer than those of the Institu- 
tion, where I had been, to my perception, every one’s junior, par- 
taking in an odd fashion of the nature at once of troupe and spec- 
tators. The scientific subjects, in a large suggestive way, figured trag- 
edy, I seemed to feel, and I pushed this form to the point of my fol- 
lowing, for conscience’ sake, though not with the last regularity, 
lurid demonstrations, as they affected me, on anatomy and physiol- 
ogy; these in turn leading to my earnest view, at the Medical School, 
of the dissection of a magnifique gendarme— which ordeal brought me 
to a stand. It was by the literary and even by the philosophic legom 
that the office of bright comedy was discharged, on the same liberal 
lines; at the same time that I blush to remember with how base 
a blankness I must have several times listened to H. F. Amiel, ad- 
mirable writer, analyst, moralist. His name and the fact of his hav- 
ing been then a mild grave oracle of the shrine are aU that remain 
with me (I was fit to be coupled with my cousin Anne King, named 
in another place, who, on the same Genevese scene, had had early 
lessons from the young Victor Cherbuliez, then with all his music 
in him, and was to live to mention to me that he had been for hor 
“like any one else’’); the shrine, not to say the temple itself, riritshsg 
for me truly, all that seastm, wifo a mere confounding blur of 
Was it an effect of my intensity of reaction frpm what I had hated? 
was it to a great extent the beguiling beauty of a wondmliil Swiss 
spring, into vdiidt all things else soothingly melted, becoming to>- 
gather a harmony without parts?~whatevar the cem 1 owed it «o 
some aeddent only to be described, I thinh, as happy, that ( moved, 
dfoee three months, in an msutely enjoying and yet, as woul4 at 
present afqasar, a but scantly conqwring or diMhiguishfng 
the letises and the fohey, So at least, to oover thjb so ihfo 
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my md my sum ol acquisition and tccentkm, 1 am 

4uced to Bu|)^osing. 

What essentially most operated. 1 make out, however, was diat 
ihsrce of a renewed sense of William’s major activity which always 
made the presumption of any degree of importance or success fall, 
widi a sort of ecstasy of resignation, from my own so minor. What- 
ever he might happen to be doing made him so interesting about 
it, and indeed, with the quickest concomitance, about everything 
else, that what I probably most did, all the while, was but to pick 
up, and to the effect not a bit of starving but quite of filling myself, 
the crumbs of his feast and the echoes of his life. His life, all this 
Geneva period, had been more of a feast than mine, and I recall the 
sense of this that I had got on the occasion of my accompanying him, 
by his invitation, toward the end of our stay, to a students’ celebra- 
tion or carouse, which was held at such a distance from the town, at 
a village or small bouig, up in the Vaud back-country, that we had, 
after a considerable journey by boat and in heterogeneous and prim- 
itive conveyances, tightly packed, to spend two nights there. The 
Genevese section of the Soci^t^ de Zoffingue, the great Swiss stu- 
dents’ organisation for brotherhod and beer, as it might summarily 
he defined, of which my brother had become a member, was to meet 
there cenain other sections, now vague to me, but predominantly 
fitom the Clerman-speaking Cantons, and, holding a Commerce, to 
toast their reunion in brimming bowls. It had been thought the 
nnpression mlg^t amuse, might even interest me— for it was not 
deiced that there were direaions, after all, in which 1 could perhaps 
bdte notice; and this was doubtless what after a fashion happened, 
though I felt out in the cold (and all the more that the cold at the 
moment happened to be cruel), as the only participant in view not 
crowned with the charming white cap of the society, becoming to 
most young heads, and still less girt with the parti-coloured ribbon 
or compfementary scarf, whidi set off even the shabby— for shabbi- 
ikeM bondderably figured. 1 participated vaguely but not too ex- 
I suffered from col^ from hunger and from scant steep- 
fiSgsilSim; X found the Benmse and the Bdlois strange representadvm 
^ dur pf pt life, some of them the finest gothic grotesquesr-but the 
die less very long; aU of vduch. however, wsi in the 
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merve of expression, how much he might be Uvinir and leam 
him and comrades, conseciated comrades, that at the worn w»*S 

looked 7,'“ “<* -p » 

time I soeak nf IfTK , 1 ^ ^ ever at the 

Whatever he nia S^^pse of his being below an becasioa. 

• * ‘■""■oor. >a with the action of colouriiun 

matter dropped into water or that of the tuminMn of a Itaht with.^ 

°" it™, had always done lo. to*ty viei- 
md tee he was, that springtime, on a level with them ilh thi ^ 

,0 I I ’^r- o-och, had more than^rbr.^ 

ehi[» that were to continue and to whi* even the e»)trw3en^ 
that the Swiss jeunesse of the day was fhanirsi ♦« .hm »„wr»* i 

Petate te prevailing, in a highly inaamed and ezalS statelS 

p^d by Victor Exntnanuel the price of the 

hontedy: die cession of Nice and Savoie^ to 7 .TSl 
cons^ ,. to the Genevese breast, of die^ 

^t«^h^d thus constituted for its temtory. Small Savoie w«mte 
P^ ^inst It. by enormous and triumphant France, wht^ 
im^ to absorb great mouthfuU was being so «rikinriv exMfa^^ 
5^ "*f m«^ hunying to and fro. mJdi spiS m 

Ins Tt ^ ««indaKi~»demoBsii». 

hu^J^en^i I *«*« as * 

Mge tinted banciuet, largely of the white caps, when I was prea^ 



&ut olu$eita£ A^kMed lo^^^ddleicm 
' i^ag. iid|4i^;^n3n^ itaaskmate protests and toasts aiid v<awi» and de^ 
cfadxBAd vetMtl^/A storm of local pattiotiim. though a Jiany l^qipUy 
. sfat^^liwed..- ' ' 

AU ivas thrilling, but die term ^ it, by our consecriuxd ctis> 
tosB^ ahseady in view; we were transferred at a bound, for the rest 
of dtat summer of i860, to the care, respectively, of a pair of kindly 
pAdt^pOgues at Bonn-am-Rhein; as to which rapid phase I finrf re- 
tiaeml»eance again lively, with a letter or two of William’s to rein- 
-hmce it. Yet 1 fint pick up as I pass several young lines from Geneva, 
and would fain pick up too the drawing that accompanied them— 

, this reason of the interest of everything of the sort, without eis- 
cii^prion, that remains to us from his hand. He at a given moment, 
whuh came quite early, as completely ceased to ply his pencil m he 
h^ in his younger time earnestly and curiously exercised it; and this 
constitutes exactly the interest of his case. No stroke of it that I have 
recovered but illustrates his aptitude for drawing, his possible real 
mastery of the art that was yet, in the light of other interests, so 
utterly to drop from him; and the example is rare of being so finely 
doable only to become so indifferent. It was thanks to his later 


indifference that he made no point of preserving what he had done— 

. a neg^lect that, stiU more lucklessly, communicated itself to his 
, cinrie; .a6 that we also let things go, let them again and again stray 
■ i*Md dcsei^ and that what might be reproducible is but the 
ihm^Eul of scn^ that have happened not to perish. "Mother,” he 
-mdkistjio his lather in absence, “does nothing but sit and cry for 
refuses to associate with lu and has one side of the room 
'.W henell Sse and the Aimt are now in the Aunt’s room. Wilky and 
f, at home for the day, are at nhurch. It is a haid.grey day. H, 
ii^ a story to Ixniis Osborne, and 1 will dry to make a sketch of 
yih^c.iuu been a terrHtle bise; the two Comhill Ms^oines 
ifn. Thomas had been too sidt to be at diimer, smd ifJ'e 
of some most extracadinaiy Eng^ pecqAb” 
of New York, was a handsome Aumricu widow wiiii' 

I aB from ^ Aimaue in Pmii, aiudw^ 

axmx^'numy^iittk’cdn^^^ 
ttff |ia^os;.eyen^m attr.mudl:'bf«i«eri;U^^ 





doing at that of M. MaqueUn; yet with their destiny ultimate Eu> 
Topeanisatitm, of finally complete absorption into the French sys* 
tern, already rather written for them— as a like histcH 7 , for like fore* 
doQined young subjects, was in those years beginning to be pre- 
figurecf, .duottgh marriages of daughters and other such beguile* 
ments# almost wherever one looked. The extraordinary English peo- 
ple were perhaps an amiable family of whom I retain an image as 
Conversing with our parents at the season when the latter were in 
dieir prompt flush of admiration for George Eliot’s first novel, Adam 
Bede, then just given to the world and their copy of which they had 
rejoidngly lent to their fellow Anglo-Saxons. I catch again the echo 
of their consternation on receiving it back with the remark that all 
attempt at an interest in such people, village carpenters and Meth- 
odists, had proved vain— for that style of Anglo-Saxon; together with 
that my own excited wonder about such other people, those of the 
style in question, those somehow prodigiously presented by so rare 
a delicacy, so proud a taste, and made thus to irradiate a strange his- 
toric light. It referred them, and to a social order, making life more 
interesting and more various; even while our clear democratic air, 
that of our little family circle, quivered as with the monstrosity. It 
might, this note that made us, in the parlance of to-day, sit up, hiirly 
have opened to me that great and up to then unsuspected door of 
the world from which the general collection of monstrosities, its 
existei^ suddenly brought home to us, would doubtless stretch 
g^dly away. The story I told Louis Osborne has quite passed from 
me, but not Httle Louis himself, an American child of the most 
terming mid appealing intelligence, marked by some malady that 
was more dr less permanently to cripple, or was even cruelly to de- 
4foy hinl. and whom it was a constant joy to aspire to amuse. His 
mother was schooling her elder son in the company of our own 
hidthers, his father having mtabUshed them all at Geneva that he 
mi^t go {of a tour in the East. Vivid to me still is the glimpse 1 
happened to get one Sunday betimes of the good Maquelin couple, 
husband and wife, in deep mourning— a touch of the hipest decency 
—who had come, with faces a yard long, to announce to Mrs. 0^ 
botne die death of her husband in the Holy Land, ccmmunicated to 
dtann, by dow letter, in the first instmce. iv^th Iktte Louis on one’s 
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knee one didn’t at all envy M. and Madame Maquelin; and than this 
small foint phantom oi sociable helpless little listexdng Louis none 
more exquisite hovers before me. 

With which mild memories thus stands out for me too the lively 
importance, that winter, of the arrival, from the first number, ol 
the orange<overed earlier Comhill— the thrill of each composing 
item of that first number especially recoverable in its intensity. Is 
anything like that thrill possible to-day—for a submerged and 
blinded and deafened generation, a generation so smothered in 
quantity and number that discrimination, under the gasp, has 
neither air to breathe nor room to turn round? Has any lie cir- 
cumstance now conceivably the value, to the charmed attention, so 
far as anything worth naming attention, or any charm for it, is any- 
where left, of the fact that Trollope's Framley Parsonage there be- 
gan?— let alone the still other fact that the Roundabout Papers did 
and that Thackeray thus appeared to us to guarantee personally, in- 
timately, with a present audibility that was as the accent of good 
company, the new relation with him and with others of company not 
much worse, as they then seemed, that such a medium could estab- 
lish. To speak of these things, in truth, however, is to feel the advan- 
tage of being able to live back into the time of the more sovereign 
periodical appearances much of a compensation for any reduced 
prospect of living forward. For these appearances, these strong time- 
marks in such stretches of production as that of Dickens, that of 
Thackeray, that of George Eliot, had in the first place simply a 
genial weight and force, a direct importance, and in the second a 
command of the permeable air and the collective sensibility, with 
which nothing since has begun to deserve comparison. They were 
enrichments of life, they were large arrivals, these particular re- 
newals of supply— to which, frankly, I am moved to add, the early 
Comhill giving me a pretext, even the frequent examples of Andiony 
Trollope’s fine middle period, looked at in the li^c of old affectum 
and that of his great heavy shovelfuls of testimony to constituted 
English matters; a testimony of course looser and thinner than Etd- 
Zac’s to his range of facts, but charged with something of the tdg 
Balzac authority. These various, let alotK numerous, deeper-toned 
atrokei of the great Victorian dock were to many steps in ike 
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toweSb H omr MM MIdei being $o many imtes* foU and ltt v »e»er* 
brnnint* of OM baling high ocmpaiiy to kee{>~high, 1 rnean^ to 
oover all Me gicefimd, in the sense of the genial pitdi of it. So it vm^ 
I yemethber too^ that our parents spoke of their memory of the aiic^ 
mmive snrpasalng attestations of the contemporary presence of Scott; 
to Kthith we might have replied, and doubtless after no great i^pace 
heglii to ts^ly, that our state, and even their later one, allowing fat 
a oertaill gap, had nothing to envy any other. I witnessed, for that 
qrmeer, ydth all my senses, young as I was, the never-to-be<equalled 
degree of diflEerence made, for what may really be called the world* 
ooosdousnms happily exposed to it, by the prolonged “coming-out” 
el IThe Newcomes, yellow number by number, and could take the 
genoml hivilised participation in the process for a sort of basking 
in the Ug^t of distinction. The process repeated itself for some years 
under other forms and stimuli, but the merciless change was to 
OOme-Hio that through whatever bristling mazes we may now pick 
OUT way it is not co find them open into any such vales of Arcady. 
My claim for our old privilege is that we did then, with our pace 
of dignity, proceed from vale to vale. 


II 

My pcdnt at any rate, such as it is, would be that even at the i^;e 
I had mached in igfio something of the happier time still lingered^ 
die time, Sit wfaidi a given product of the press might have a situa- 
thMi and an aspea, a considerability, so to speak, a circumscripticm 
mid an 0 ura; room to breathe mid to show in, margin for the cast*- 
‘IlM Ihr occasion at large was doubtless shflnking;, oat 

mmld mMe^rinkii^ like the unlet “house” on a night ctf gnuidest 
hgmM but ”Mandinf room only” was not yet everywhere the dgn, 
Itpl hue delibemte thing could here s^ there find its aeait i 
Mfod have fa«dd it the golden age of tetters still. «ad 
MidieirlQi^ ateter leisure, with Mat quiet swim into our ken on h» 
finrit^ om Bonn summer, of the duumting Mnce n 
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VMn M Ae primsi the pHme of €leoi|ie lletedUh alid CSlitiiM 
Rende and J. £. MUlan and George dti Manrkr; whidi ow jNIker* 
to tnidge owr separatkm from him, tent ut, hrom Farit and 
where, in prompt and characteristic relief of our plotted, our de- 
termined strict servitude to German, and to the embrace th# 
sweet slim essence of which the strain of one's muscles round a dr* 
cular ton of advertisement was not a condition intached. 1 should 
like to say that I rioted, all that season, on the supreme German 
classics and on Evan Harrington, with Charles Reade’s A Good 
Fight, the assured little prelude to The Cloister and the Hearth, 
thiown in; and I should indeed be ready to say it, were not the ex- 
pression gross for the really hushed piety of my attitude during 
those weeks. It was perhaps not quite till then that I fully emerged 
from the black shadow of the £cole Pr^paratoire aux Ecoles Spd- 
dales, not quite till we had got off beyond the blest Rhine at Basle 
that I ceased to hear and feel all but just behind roe, portentous pm^ 
haps of another spring, the cold breath of the monster. The guttery 
Bonn-Gasse was during those weeks of the year dose and sta^^, and 
the house of our good Herr Doctor Humpett, prcffcssor at (bn Bohn 
Gymnasium, in which I shared a room with my brother WUky, con* 
tracted and dim, as well as fragrant through a range of assaults that 
differed only in kind and not at all in number from those of the 
street itself; and yet I held the period and the whole sittudon idyllic 
—the slightly odd sense of which was one’s being to diat extent at* 
tuned to the life of letters and of (oh the great thingl) impreniom 
"gone in for." To feel a unity, a character and a tone in one's im* 
pessions, to feel them related and all harmoniously coloured, that 
am positively to face the SESthetic, the creative, even, quhe 
(hously, the critical life and almost on the spot to omimienee tuth^. 
They 1^ begun, the impressions— that was what was the matter with 
thom-to scratch quite audibly at the door tff liberation, of exteOsiosi, 
of {Hojeetkm: srimt they were of one more or less knew, but what 
they were /or was the question that began to stir, mm was 
ttiBmheakmgtuiwatalcMfdiroaly toaniwmit, ^ 

There, for the present, was the rob, the dark m whfoh 

one amid hut secretly state-Hsecretly hecauie one was eoimihom 
mdwiKftd. <oi its being thaw mi wotdd haveipickl^ 
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eyes, or tried to riear them, if caught in the act of wat<&i&g. Im- 
p^Kmam viere ikk merely all right but were the dearest tbingn m the 
world; only one would have gone to the stake rather than in dte 
place eonfe^ to some of them, or in the second announced 
aiat one n^ly lived by them and built on them. Tha failure then 
to take one s stand in the connection could but come from the trou- 
bled view that toey were naught without a backing, a stout stiff hard- 
grained underside that would hold them together and of which the 
terrible name was simply science, otherwise learning, and learning 
cMlusively by books, which were at once the most beautiful and 
toe most dreadful things in the world, some of them right, strikingly, 
owi y right, some of them disgracefully and almost unmentionably 
wrong, that is grossly irrelevant, as for instance a bound volume of 
OlK» a Week would be, but remarkable above all for overwhelming 
l^ber and in general for defiance of comprehension. It was true 
that one had fwm time to time the rare adventure of one’s surprise 
at understanding parts of them none the less-understanding more 
a very little^ more than much too little; but there was no prac- 
titol suj^t to apeak of in that, even the most one could ever hope 
to unc^stand being a mere drop in the bucket. Never did I quite 
«rite I? off, I think, that impressions might themselves be science 
*-*a»id this probably bemuse I didn’t then know them, when it came 
to tlie jpointf as anything but life. I knew them but by that collec- 
rivc knd unpractical-many persons would have said that frivolous- 
which saw me little further. I was under the impression-this 
la taa the very liveliest of what might have been called the lot-that 
life aito knowledge were simply mutual opposites, one inconsistent 
Wito the other; though hovered about, together, at the same time, 
by the ^maly that when knowledge impinged upon life, puihed 
agmiMt her, as it were, and drove her to the wall, it was all rkht, 
WM knowledge's way and title; whereas when life played 
Qie tticb with knowledge nothing but shame for the ruder, 
ey^ if lifter, party could accrue. There was to come to me of 
C0<nne in time t^ due percepticm that neither was of the lean atori*, 
to ^j^lf— without the othei^ but meanwhile, and even for niiiirii' : 
alter.'j^ ectteme embarrassment continued; to whUSwveV ^ 
eiipQ^. toie gave one's self it was with a sense of tH bht basrijra«cil? 
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^iBg tJu! othw. However, the conflict and the drama involved in 
the questoOT at laiigfe was doubtless what was to make consciousnett 
•-under whichever of the two names one preferred to entertain it~ 
supremely intense and interesting. 

This then is by way of saying that the idyll, as I have called k 

Satt dwirS'^l ^ from the Lt 

that I didn t at all know how much I was living, and meanwhih* 

quite supposed I was considerably learning. When, rising^ 

hour Of d„ o„,mtag, I for* 

early ISotT^ Sjd ‘“o, heaven knoivs, were 

ticuLr nf rh ' “ J op“ Country and the hill, in par- 

ticukr, of the neighbourmg Venusbeig. long, low and bosky, w£-e 

Ae dews were still fresh and ancient mummies of ap old dlister^ 

I remember it. somewhere perched and exposed, I was doing ’to 
my sense, M attuned thing; attuned, that is, to my coming home to 

verwanHf h would vary it with Goethe^s WaW- 

erwandtsi^aften, till late in the warm afternoon. I found Genam 

m opposed to 

that v • ? ^ couldn’t really shake off ^ sense 

^n of dlffin t7 " infinitely comprehensive, compndiensiye 
even of the finest discriminauons against it. The felicity, present but 

was exMtly comprehensive of life, presenting it in particular ^ char- 

^dS^bv vivid-with the great vivid- 

nm t^t, by our parents vague wish, we were aU three after or out 

aII ^.Sl? fo^P^^tivciy restricted use. in those days, 
there verbal graces. Such therefore was the Iwight unity of our ex- 
perience, or at least of my own share iiii it— this luck thfom^ 

2^ate”*<«te^ consciousnen,. all m,y owu S 

mediate, tasted G^n, to the great and delightful quickening of 

my im^auon. The quickening was of courre no su^ matter is I 
^ m kn^ nearly ten years later on pluagii^ for the fim time over 
tlre^ps into Ittly; but. letting alone that I was then so much older, 
had wo^i^ about Italy, to |«it it embradngiy, far moie than I 
*«« O^mtionally capable of wondering ab<4 Gemaay. 
enough for me at Bonn that I felt no lack of appetiiB-h4 for ^ 
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all the xrf being on the way to scnnething; tb jo^ 

thing, I mcaa, with which the taste of German mi ghy 
directly mix itself. Every aspect and object round about was a patt, 
at all events, of the actual mixture; and adien on drowsy aftemp^ 
a libiht tntetspaced indeed, X attempted the articulate perusal of 
fitoianh und Borothea with our good Professor, it was like dremn- 
to the hum of bees, if not to the aftertaste of "good old Rhtti- 
ish,” in some, homely fruity eighteenth-century garden. 

The good old lUienish is no such false note in this reconstitution; 

Frau Doctorin and her ancient mildy-scowling sis- 
ter iMulein Stamm, who reminded me of Hepzibah Pyncheon in 
The House of the Seven Gables, perpetually wiping green hock* 
glasses and holding them up to our meagre light, as well as setting 
out Itmgrnecked botdes, with rather chalky cakes, in that forward 
S^on of our general eating-and-living-room which formed our pre- 
cinct of reception and conversation. The unbroken space was lighted 
at ehher end, from street and court, and its various effects of tern- 
p^ slude or, frankly speaking, of rather greasy gloom, amid which 
iig^t touch of clegamce gleamed but from the polish of the 
passes and the sloping shoulders of their botUe. comes back to me 
the viw of an intensely internal interior. I recall how oppres- 
MVely^in that apartment, how congestedly, as in some cage of vdiidi 
Wfawt been papered over, I felt housed and disconnected; I 
acarce then, I think, knew what the matter was, but it could only 
have been that in all those summer weeks, to the best my bdief 
TO t^w was ever once opened. Still, there was the scene, the 
the much-mixed chiaroscuro through which the two of 
mnumly emeigcd from an exiguous retreat just oflE the back end of 
tro place with ample platters of food; the almost impenetrable dusk 
of middle zone, where the four or five of us, seated with our nut- 
ocacker-faced pastor, conveyed the food to our mouths with a confi- 
de^ mainly borrowed from the play of his own deep-plunginir 
and then the forward, the festal extension, the privilew 
, TO^wnaUy lingering in which, or of returning to it for renewed m- 
. was a recognition both of our general minding of our 

Upstairs-left as we were to thumb our Flfigel's Dictfooary 
by -the faemr so as we invoked no other made. Our drowsy Doi> 
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t(Mr invited no sudi xppsoiidi; he tmikd upon w al i£ nnseei^ fMI» 
hngeiM oi gteat ioice bad be<ni inserted for the widenh^i <;! till 
mouth at the comers, and 1 had the sense of his not quite knowhlg: 
what to make of our being so very gently bathasic, or rather so in* 
formally dvilised; he safely housed and quite rmikly fed os, guided 
us to country walks and to the swimming-baths by the RfaineSide. 
introduced us to fruit-gardens where, on payment of the scantest 
tribute, we were suffered to consume off-hand budiels of cherries, 
plums and pean; suffered us to ascend the Orachenfels and to par- 
take of coffee at Rolandseck and in other Mendly open-air situa- 
tions; but flung his gothic shadow as little as possible over my so 
passive page at least, and took our rate of acquisition savingly for 
granted. > 

This, in the optimism of the hour, 1 have no memory of resent- 
ing; the page, though slow, managed at the same time to be stirring, 
and I asked no more of any one or anything but that they should be 
with all due gothicism whatever diey most easily might. The long 
vistas of the beeches and poplars on the other side of the Rhine, 
after we had crossed by the funicular ferry, gothically rustled and 
murmured; 1 fancied their saying perpetually “We are German 
woods, we are German woods-which makes us very wonderful, do 
you know? and unlike any others: don’t you feel the spell of the 
very sound of us and of the beautiful words, ‘Old German woods, 
old German woods,’ even if you can’t tell why?’’ 1 couldn’t alto- 
gether tell why, but took everything on trust as mystically and valu- 
ably gathic->valuably because ministerii^ with peculiar directness, 
as I gathered, to culture. I was in, or again I was ’’out,” in my sumtt 
way, for culture; which seemod quite to come, come foom every- 
where at once, with the most absurd conciliatory rush, pitifully 
small as would have been any list of the sources I tapped. The beuuty 
was in truth that everything was a source, giving me, by the duum- 
fogest breath of logic, more than it at all appeared to hohh wht^ 
was exactly what had not been riie cate at (he Institutfon. Rqcheme, . 
where thfogt had appeared, or at least foul [»«tended. cn hohl an 
much more than they gave. The oddity was tfomdumt us noweweiyt 
but the nnxrmm; of the Genuan woods and tM, 
Ipieat flow tmd maigk name tXi the IRbiiiewrwai mmo ugly thlfo hei4‘' 
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tlful, t»f^***^ ift laia to say at every turn: “You rfall suffer/ yes, |»- 
tieed you we dcxUiigf so (stick up for your ri|^t tol) m your sense of 
fiff frt. ; wbleh however is quite compatible with culture, is really tmc 
of the fiaett parts of it, and may decidedly prove to you tlmt you’re 
it” I hadn't, in rubbing, with whatever weakness, against 
fwaxh smd, so far as might be, against France, and in sinking, very 
sensibly, more and more into them, particularly felt that I was get- 
ting it as such; what 1 was getting as such was decidedly rather my 
hunous "life,” and without so much as thinking of the degree, with 
it all, of the valuable and the helpful. 

life meanwhile I had a good deal of at my side in the person 
of my brother Wilky, who, as I have had occasion elsewhere to say, 
contrived in those years to live, or to have every appearance of so 
dcnng, with an immediacy that left me far in the lurch. I was al- 
ways still wondering how, while he had solved the question simply 
tmbulando, which was for him but by the merest sociable stroll. 
This represented to me success— success of a kind, but such an as- 
sured kind— in a degree that was my despair; and 1 have never for- 
gotten how, that summer, when the Herr Doctor did look in, did 
settle down a little to have the bristling page out with us, Wilky’s 
;toe of the hour took on the spot the form of his turning at once 
upon our visitor the tables of earnest inquiry. He delighted, after 
this tribute of eagerness, to meet the Doctor’s interrogative advance; 
but the commimication so made was of anything and everything ex- 
cept the fruit of his reading (the act of reading was inhuman and 
repugnant to him), and 1 amazedly noted while I nursed my small 
hoard that anythi^ he offered did in the event quite as well; he 
could talk with such charm, such drollery of candour, such unex- 
pectedness of figure, about what he had done and what he hadn’t— 
or talk at least before it, behind it and beside it. We had three or 
lour hottse-companiom, youths from other places attending the 
CSymnasium and committed to our Professor’s care, as to whom I 
emd ttunehow but mfer that they were, each in his personal way, 
iCUMdiantd^ godiic-whidr they had to be to supply to my mind a 
^ * substitute for a telatimi, with them; whmaa my 
yooiilljtt htother, without a iarsq> of a view of them, a grain of 
dWury or formula, tumblted inrai^t into thdr eonfidence all vom4» 
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Our lir im him was lifjr juit so iiiu<dii Jile ss it couldn't have diNnUMsd 
ol being culture, and he was so for lig^t diat when die son ol tike 
house and its only duld, die slim and ardent Theodor, who figured 
to me but as a case of such classic sensibility, of the Lieder or the 
Werther sort, as might have made, with the toss of a yellow lode or 
the gleam of a green blouse, the image for an Ubland or a Heine 
stanza, had imparted to him an intention of instant suicide under 
some resentment of parental misconception, he had been able to use 
dissuasion, or otherwise the instinct of then most freely fraternising, 
with a success to which my relish for so romantic a stroke as charm- 
ingly in Theodor’s character and setting mightn’t at all have at- 
tained. There is a small something of each of us in a passage of an 
ingenuous letter addressed by him foom the midst of these conditions 
to his parents. 1 fondly catch, I confess, at any of these recoverable 
li^ts; finding them at the best too scant for my commemorative 
purpose. 

Willy got his photograph this morning after three hours' 
hard work. From the post-office he was sent to the custom- 
house, and there was obliged to sign his name and to go to 
some neighbouring bookstore to buy a seal. On returning to 
the custom-house he was sent back to the post-<rfEice to get 
some document or other. After obtaining this article he turned 
his steps once more to the custom-hoxise, where an insolent of- 
ficer told him he must wait an hour. W. informed him that he 
would return at the end of the hour, and accordingly for the 
diird time went to the C.H., and was conducted by the detk 
to a cellar where the packa^ were kept, and thm told to 
take off his hat. He obeyed, raging, and then was a fourth 
time sent to the P.O.— this time to pay money. Happily he is 
now in ponession of his property. H. and he took a walk this 
afternoon to a firuit-garden, where pltuns, cherries, gooseberries 
and currants were abundant After half an hour's good work 
K. left W. finishing merely the plum»-the cherry and gome- 
bmy course to come later. He was so enchanted diat he 
thovi^t H. a greet fotd to leave so soim. HcfW does Farh now 
strike ymi? It can’t be as nice as Bonn* Vou had better mite 
to Bob. 

Bob, OUT yifungest brothfflr, h«d been at Genem wi^ 

II. and im at dnm si» eotstm, 
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gentfenuoi «imI tlwxr yowni; oompatuom; n nyMt detixsblc, ddUdbnt 
tatcunSm, n^Mdi I remember following in envioiu foncy, as it in* 
eluded a descent to the Italian Lakes and a push on as far as Genoa. 
In rderence to wfaidx excursion I cull a line or two frmn a faded 
scrap df a letter addressed a little later by this youngest of us to his 
''Beloved Brothor’’ William. “This is about our Grande Course. We 
Started at 5 o’clock in the morning widi our faces and hands all 
nicely washed and our nails dean. The morning was superb, and 
as we waited in the court the soft balmy air of the mountains came 
in bringing with it the melodious sound of the rappel for breakfast. 
This finished we bade adieu, and I could see the emotions of the 
'"kind and ever-watchful Madame Maquelin as a few silent drops 
tsidcled down her fair cheeks. We at last arrived at the boat, where 
we met Mr. Peters, a portly gentleman from the city of Philadelphia, 
with his two sweet sons, one twelve, the other seven years old, the 
eldest cenning from Mr. E.'s school with no very good opinion of the 
prindpal~ 8 aying he had seen him in a state of tightness several times 
during his stay there.” Mr. Peters appears to have been something of 
a pessiffliM, for, when at a later stage “it began to rain hard, and half 
the road was a foot deep in water, and the cocher had stopped some- 
vdiere to get lanterns and had at the same time indulged in certain 
potations which didn't make him drive any the straighter,” this gen- 
tktmin “insinuated that we had all better have been with our 
mothers.” The letter records at some length the early phases of 
die k#ur, but under the weight of the vision of Italy it rather breaks 
dowh and artlessly simplifies. “Genoa is a most lively town, and 
there is a continual swarm of sailors in the street. We visited several 
pidaoeS, amot^ others that of Victor Emanuel, which is very fine, 
and the fruit is very cheap. We stayed there several days, but at last 
Started for Turin, wberq we spent a Sunday— a place 1 dida^t much 
)Bte, 1 suppose that reason. We lefr Turin the next <hiy im 

fout^ but lost our road md had to come back.” I reamt even in 
pstpstlOe of these light accents my diade of wmider at this odd chance 
that made the least developed of m the subjea of what seetqc 4 to 
i(f#.«Sink^th«r a privilege of the highest intensity: and there ifihi 

a 'p, it ccdspany my sense, through all the after years, tiud ilub 
the blest «dd Italy, almost too ei»iy ihmiidi' It afr* 



jpem m fa«ve but ju<t miiied bduf, ffllgbt have doiie itNauttiiil^ 
towards preparing t»- enriching (or Bob die one little plot of dan' 
Haousneas in whiqh his deeply troubled life was to find rest. He idw 
in the event also fondly to aim at paintii^;, like two of his brothan^ 
but whereas they were to fumble widt the lock, in their very differ' 
ing degree, only in those young years, he was to keep at it most at 
he grew older, though always with a perfect intelligaice of the in* 
evitable limini of the relation, the same intelligence that was so 
sharp and sad, so extraordinarily free and fine and detached in fact, 
as play of mind, play of independent talk and of pen, for the linuu 
of his reladon to many other matters. Singularly intelligent all 
round, yet with faculties that had early declined any consummatimi 
of acquaintance with such training as under a different sort of 
pressure he might have enjoyed, he had an admirable hand and 
eye, and I have known no other such capacity for absorbing or stor* 
ing up the minutest truths and shades of landscape fact and giving 
them out afterward, in separation from the scene, with full assurance 
and felidty. He could do this still better even than he cared to do: 
I for my part cared much more that he should than he ever did him* 
self, and then it was, I dare say, that I made the r^ection: “He 
took in the picture of Italy, with his firm hard gift, having the 
chance while William and I were still, comparatively, small un* 
touched and gaping barbarians; and it should always be in him <o 
do at some odd fine moment a certain honour to that." 1 held to it 
dkat that sensibility had played in him more than by any outward 
measure at the time; which w^ pethaps indeed one of the 
within me of the wasteful habit or trick of a greater foeUtg lot 
people’s potential propriety or felicity or full expressitm than dtof 
seemed able to have themselves. At all events I was absolutiely never 
CO cease to remember for Bob, tbroigh everything-* and there was 
mudb and the most agitated and agdtktiigv.^ he hid been 
dipped as a boy into tite sacred stream; to some effed; whid^> tfnnlGii 
to two or thiee of his moai saving »td tffteh m anmaingaendbllh^ 
ffm iwbhl sea of his life migd^t never quite wndi away. 

' Wiffiaai had meanwhile come to with ni, bm a«l 
dffod widi aiaMfam tunw, yoongte and faiter 
alfiove< iff i wH i> amd whMtiladnaii Hair adiM 
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m {ba- Iisyq seemed that, with his cq&sguh eiauoittoii 
^ him from the writings of Mamihf, 
pMsa^ <rf which he could recite by heart, and the cirduhstance **»««• 
^ ^er pupa, William's comrade for a time, was of unimt^atedly 
J^lwh, that IS of quasi-Byronic association, he didn’t quite rise to 
^ W gothic standard. Otherwise indeed our brother nmved on 
the hagh^ plane oi light and air and ease, and above all of enjoyed 
sa^ty, ihat we felt he naturally mm*. Present to me yet is the thrill 
^ tenming feom him that his English fellow-pupil was the grandsmi. 
M lumber nghtly the degree of descent, of Mary Chaworth. 
2^ns first love, and my sense afterwards, in gaping at youmr 
-Mr. Masters himself, that this independently romantic contact 
Woma have been more to my own private purpose at least than the 
amst emphasised gothicism. None the less do I regain it as a part of 
my current wion that Frau Strombei^. who was young and feir. 
wrote tragedies as well as made pancakes-which were served to each 
consumer double, a thick confiture within being the reason of this 
^unance, and being also a note beyond our experience in the 
Bon^Gmse; and that with the printed five acts of a certain “Cleo- 
jwtta before me. read aloud in the first instance to her young in- 
mtes and by my brother passed on to me, I lost myself in the view 
I scarce knew what old-world Germanic grace, positively, or little 
«^-aty practice of the theatre; these things so lived in the 

imphlet, '^grey paper with blunt type” and bristling, to my 
discomfiture, with descriptive stage directions, vast dense bracketed 
gothic enough in all conscience, as to which I would already 
o^[in to wonder wh^er such reinforcements of presentatitm 
prot^ more for or against the true expressitmal essooce of the mat- 
^ few OT against, that is, there being nothing at all so dramatic, so 
cMjgeabl^th meaning and picture, as speech, of whatever sort. 
»tede perfect- Such speculatioas, I may parenthesise, might well 
nave been fostered, and doubden were, by an impressum that Z &id 
yggfeaaorated in a few lines of a letter of my father’s to a 

having btot^ us on to Bonn, introduced us to our 
caretakers and remained long enoi^h to have had an «ye< 
theiheatee, to which we acomipanied liinf. «We had Ristmi 
> Maty^uait for us kit night-whidi wm the viOtiire ootmtar. 



MCnrEi <af A WM and morami. m 

idttitg Jetasf Wren. Every Ikde wMle tlie kNt»e otuhiQg vniiie» iie 
aet^inary beak, the fatrid leer o£ mettane, and the xelentkn bdo^i 
looked from die feathery mass and stdtened you with dh^inst. 
She would do Eliubeth better.*’ I recall the perfoimance in every 
feature, as well as my absence of such reserves, though quite also the 
point to which I was impressed by the utterance of them; not that it 
^dn’t leave me at the same time free to feel that the heroine of his* 
tory represented could scarce have been at all a dove-like, much less 
a wren-like person. She had indeed on Madame Ristori’s showing 
prodigious resources of militant mobility— of what in fact would be 
called to-day mobilisation. Several years later on I was to see the 
actress play the same part in America; and then, if I am not mis- 
taken, was to note scarce more than <me point; the-awful effect on 
my histrionic case, even on one so guardedly artful as hers, of having 
been dragged round the globe and forced home, so far as might be, 
to imperfect comprehensions. The big brush had come fairly to daub 
the canvas. Let the above, however, serve in particular to lead in as 
many examples of my father's singularly striking and personal habit 
of expression and weight of thought as these pages may find room for. 

The one difficulty is that to open that general door into the limbo 
of old letters, charged with their exquisite ghostly appeal, is almost 
to sink into depths of concession. 1 yield here for instance to the 
claim of a page or two from William, just contemporary and ad- 
dressed to our parents in Paris— and yield perhaps but for no better 
reasrni than that of the small historic value or recoverable dtarm 
that X am moved to find in its illustrative items. The reference of it* 
later lines is to a contemporary cousin, young and blooming; by 
whom I have already ever so Ughtly brushed ^ and who figured quite 
with the grand air on our youxg horizon: the only dau^ter of the 
brightest of the Albany uncles (by that time lost and mourned) now 
cm the tour of Europe with a pair of pixnective elders for her cm- 
trance upon life and at that hour aurtoundit^ our parents* her 
unde ahd aunt, with a imtably voluminous rustle of ficeKh Paris 
dodmi, the fiar-^neading drapery of the nmre And tnore draped and 
flounced aiad "sloped” second Empire. This Crktidly firusi-jhiimahnia^ 
readied ou];,)ean» so locialde fior ua was mwy Of lieiy ht our 
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lUtinelaodp She was with her stature and i^pe the 
possible pns<^ to carry clothes, and I thought of her, with a revival 
of the old yearning envy, as now quite transcendently orphaned and 
bereft, dowered, directed and eqipped. 

Your hearts, I know, would have been melted if you had had 
a view of us this Sunday morning. I went directly after break* 
fast fm the boys, and though H. had an “iron stomach-ache," 
as he called it, we went o£E together to that low wooded hill 
which the Aunt could see from her window when you were 
here, and walked about till dinner-time, H. being all the while 
in g^t pain. In one part we found a platform with a stone 
bench commanding a view of the whole valley, and, as we 
were rather tired, sat down on it, H. and Wilky each with a 
Once a Week, while I tried to draw the view in my pocket- 
book. We wondered what our beloved parents were doing at 
that moment, n.30, and thought you must all have been in 
your salon, Alice at the window with her eyes fixed on her 
novel, but eating some rich fruit that Father has just brought 
in for her from the Palais Ropl, and the lovely Mother and 
Aunt in armchairs, their hands crossed in front of them, lis- 
tening to Father, who walks up and down talking of the supe- 
riority of America to these countries after all, and how much 
'better it is we should have done with them. M^e wished, oh we 
wished we could have been with you to join in the conversa- 
tion and partake of the fruit. We got up from the seat and 
went on with a heavy sigh, but in a vray so fraternal, present- 
ly such a sweet picture of brotherly unitedness and affec- 
ticwi, that it would have done you good to see us. 

And so it is every day that we meet for our shorter walks 
and tallu. Xhe German gets on slowly, but I notice a very 
nyked improvement in talking. I have not kept at it so hard 
this last week as before, and I prevent H. from wmlting his 
eyes out, which he seems on the whole rather less inclined to 
do. I am going to read as mudi as I can the rest of thetime 
we are here. It seems a mere process of soaking, requirii^ no 
mental effort, but only time and steady patience. My room is 
^ comfortable now I've got used to it, and I have a pair of 
ahppen of green plush heavy and strong enough to last all my 
Me and then be worn by my children. The photograph of oifr 
Zoffingen group has come, which gives me a moostarfte bfa 
encHigh for three lifeguardsmen. Tell us smnethiy loore about 
Mary Helen. How long does she expea to stay in £iprope, st^oA 
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wbo it this Dr. Adams—the man she is citigaged to? She dhticts 
UK to write to her in bis care-so that 1 wish you would adi 
her, u she says she hopes to meet me, whether 1 shall still aid* 
dress her as Miss James? Of course it would be painful, but I 
think I could do it if Adams vraren’t there. Let the delicious 
little g^-eyed Alice be locked up alone on the day after the 
receipt of this with paper and envelopes to write a letter un- 
assisted, uncorrected and unpunctuated to her loving brothers, 
who would send her novels and peaches if they could. What a 
blessing it is to have such parents, such a perfect Mother and 
magnificent Fadier and dear good Aunt and splendid little 
Sisterl 

I may mention that Mary Helen was not “engaged” to the gentle- 
man above-mentioned, and was eventually to marry the late Alfred 
Grymes, originally of Louisiana. Also that a letter subsequent to 
this, apparently of the first days in September, sounds to his father 
the first note of my brother’s definite personal preference, as he 
seemed lately and increasingly, though not in conditions markedly 
propitious, to have become aware of it, for an adoption of the 
“artistic career.” It was an odd enough circumstance, in respect to 
the attested blood in our veins, that no less than three of our father’s 
children, with two of his grandsons to add to these, and with a col- 
lateral addendum representing seven, in all, of our grandfather’s, 
William James’s, descendants in three generations, should have 
found the artistic career in general and the painter’s trade in par- 
ticular irresistibly solicit them. 

I wish you would as you promised set down as clearly as you 
can on paper what your i^a of the nature of Art is, because 
1 do not, probably, understand it fully, and should like to 
have it presented in a form that 1 might think over at my 
leisure. 1 wish you would do so ^ fully as you conveniently 
can, so that I may ruminate it— and 1 won’t say more about it 
till 1 have heard from you again. As for what your last letter 
did contain, what can I do but thank you for every word of it 
and assure you that they went to the r^t spot Having such a . 
Fadher with us, how can we be other than in some tneasuth 
wordiy of him?-if not pmhaps as eminently so as the distance 
kiufr hitifbnd heart to imagine. 1 never value 1dm so muth as 
when-I am aWay from him. At home I hisstrdiii^fde- ; , 





HINtV JAMES: AUTOSIOGEAPtnr 

to, but all perfecUon, and I wonder as I write 

why I dtdn t cherish him more when he was beside me. I bea 
darhng old Mo^’s forgiveness too for the rude and daf- 
tly way in which I snub her, and the Aunt for the impa- 
tonce and violence I have always shown her. I shall be a wr- 
feet sherry^obbler to both of them, and to the small Alice too, 
young as she may be for such treats. 

I have just got home from dining with the boys and their 
Hum^ts; where I found the Doctor as genial as ever and the 
two old laditt perfect characters for Dickens. They have been 
!k world and melting together so long by 

the kitten 6re that the minds of both have become fused into 
one, and then seem to constitute a sort of two-bodied individ- 
ual. I never saw anything more curious than the way they sit 
mumbhng together at the end of the table, each using simul- 
taneously the same comment if anything said at our end strikes 
tnmr ear. H. pgs away pretty stoutly, but I don’t think you 
need worry about him. He and Wilky appear to get on in 
great h^ony and enliven themselves occasionally by broth- 
erly trials of strength, quite good-natured, in their room, when 
excess of labour has made them sleepy or heavy. In these 
sometimes one, sometimes the other is victorious. They often 
pay me a visit here while I am dressing, which of course is 
highly convenient-and I have more than once been with them 
early enough to be present at Wilky’s tumble out of bed and 
wnseqi^t awakening, with the call on the already-at-work 
,my the mischief didn’t you stop me?" Wilky and I 
walked to Rolandseck yesterday afternoon, and after a furi- 
ous race back to the station found ourselves too late for the 
trmn by a second. So we took a boat and rowed down here 
which was delightful. We are going to put H. through a 
splas^ng good walk daily. A thousand thanks to the chW 
upped, apricot-nosed, double-chinned little Sister for her 
strongly dashed-off letter, which inflamed the hearts of her 
lonely brothers with an intense longing to smack her celestial 

CllQCKS* 
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III 

I have before me another communication of about the same mo- 
ment, a letter addressed to his father in Paris within that month; 
from which, in spite of its lively interest as I hold, I cull nothing— 
and precisely because of that interest, which prescribes for it a later 
appearance in conditions in which it may be given entire. William 
is from this season on, to my sense, so livingly and admirably re- 
flected in his letters, which were happily through much of his career 
both numerous and highly characteristic, that I feel them particu- 
larly plead, in those cases in which they most testify to his personal 
history, for the separate gathered presentation that happily awaits 
them. There best may figure the serious and reasoned reply drawn 
from him by some assuredly characteristic enough communication 
of our parent’s own in respect to his declared preference for a paint- 
er’s life over any other. Lost is this original and, in the light of 
later matters, sufficiently quaint declaration, and lost the paternal 
protest answered by my brother from Bonn and anything but in- 
felicitous, on its side, so far as the truer apprehension went, under 
the showing of the time to come. The only thing was that our hither 
had a wonderful way of being essentially right without being prac- 
tically or, as it were, vulgarly, determinant, and that this relegation 
of his grounds of contention to the sphere of the non-immediato, the 
but indirectly urgent, from the point of view of the thing really to 
do, couldn’t but often cause impatience in young breasts conscious 
of gifts or desires or ideals of which the very sig^ and warrant, die 
truth they were known by, was that they were susceptible of applica- 
tion. It was in no world of close application that our wondrous 
parent moved, and his indifference at the first bludi to the mani* 
festation of special and marketable talents and faculties, restlesdy 
outward purposes of whatever would-be "suocesffur' ton, was a{N: 
to be surpassable only by his delight subsequendy takm in oar 
attested and>visibie results, the very fruits of iqipUcation; as fo 
whidi tfae jpossibility, perhaps evm the vktual'^Mrantee, ha^ lio 
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rnudi left him cold in advance as made him adversely and “spiritu- 
ally” hot. The sense of that word was the most living thing in the 
world for him— to the point that the spiritual simply meant to him 
the practical and the successful, so far as he could get into touch 
with such denominations, or so far, that is, as he could face them 
or care for them a priori. Fortunately, as he had observational powers 
of the happiest, perceptions— perceptions of character and value, 
perceptions of relation and effect, perceptions in short of the whole 
—turned to the ground sensibly beneath our feet, as well as a splen- 
did, an extraordinarily animated and, so far as he himself at least 
was concerned, guiding and governing soul, justice and generosity 
always eventually played up, the case worked itself happily out, and 
before we knew it he had found it quite the rightest of all cases, 
while we on our side had had the liveliest, and certainly the most 
amusing and civilising, moral or, as he would have insisted, spiritual 
recreation by the way. 

My brother challenges him, with a beautiful deference, on the 
imputed damage to what might be best in a man by the professional 
pursuit of “art”— which he appears to have set forth with character- 
istic emphasis; and I take the example for probably one of the rarest 
in all the so copious annals of parental opposition to the aesthetic 
as distinguished from some other more respectable course. What 
was marked in our father’s prime uneasiness in presence of any par- 
ticular form of success we might, according to our lights as then 
glimmering, propose to invoke was that it bravely, or with such in- 
ward assurance, dispensed with any suggestion of an alternative. 
What we were to do instead was just to be something, something 
unconnected with specific doing, something free and uncommitted, 
something finer in short than being thatj whatever it was, might 
consist of. The “career of art” has again and again been deprecated 
and denounced, on the lips of anxiety or authority, as a departure 
from the career of business, of industry and respectability, the so- 
called regular life, but it was perhaps never elsewhere to know dis- 
suasion on the very ground of its failing to uplift the spirit in the 
ways it most pretends to. I must in fairness add, however, that if the 
uneasiness I here refer to continued, and quite by exception as 
compared with the development of other like episodes, during the 
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whole of my brother's fortunately but little prolonged studio season, 
it was really because more alternatives swarmed before our parent's 
eyes, in the cause, than he could bring himself to simplify it by 
naming. He apprehended ever so deeply and tenderly his eldest son’s 
other genius— as to which he was to be so justified; though this in- 
deed was not to alter the fact that when afterwards that subject 
went in, by a wondrous reaction, for the pursuit of science, first of 
chemistry and then of anatomy and physiology and medicine, with 
psychology and philosophy at last piling up the record, the rich 
malaise at every turn characteristically betrayed itself, each of these 
surrenders being, by the measure of them in the parental imagina- 
tion, so comparatively narrowing. That was the nearest approach 
to any plea for some other application of the spirit— that they were 
narrowing. When I myself, later on, began to '*write” it was breathed 
upon me with the finest bewildering eloquence, with a power of 
suggestion in truth which I fairly now count it a gain to have 
felt play over me, that this too was narrowing. On the subsequent 
history of which high paradox no better comment could occur to 
me than my find of a passage in a letter long subsequently addressed 
to Mr. James T. Fields, then proprietor and editor of the Atlantic 
Monthly magazine— a letter under date of May 1868 and referring 
clearly to some published remarks on a certain young writer which 
did violence to the blessedly quick paternal prejudice. 

I had no sooner left your sanctum yesterday than I was af- 
flicted to remember how I had profaned it by my unmeasured 
talk about poor H. Please forget it utterly. I don't know how 
it is with better men, but the parental sentiment is so fiendish 
a thing with me that if anyone attempt to slay my young, 
especially in a clandestine way, or out of a pious regard {e.g*) 
to the welfare of the souls comprised in the diocese of the At- 
lantic, I can’t help devoting him bag and baggage to the in- 
fernal gods. I am not aware of my animus until I catch, as 
yesterday, a courteous ear; then the unholy fire flames forth at 
such a rate as to leave me no doubt on reflection where it was 
originally lighted. 

Almost all my dear father is there, making the faded page to-day 
inexpressibly touching to me; his passionate tenderness, his infinite 
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capacity for reaction on reaction, a force in him fruitful in so many 
more directions than any high smoothness of parti-pris could be, and 
his beautiful fresh individual utterance, always so stamped with 
the very whole of him. The few lines make for me, after all the 
years, a sort of silver key, so exquisitely fitting, to the treasure of 
living intercourse, of a domestic air quickened and infinitely col- 
oured, comprised in all our younger time. The renewed sense of 
which, however, has carried me for the moment too far from the 
straighter line of my narrative. 

The author of the young letter of which I have deferred presen- 
tation met in Paris, shortly after that date, the other party to the 
discussion; and the impression of the endless day of our journey, 
my elder and my younger brothers’ and mine, from Bonn to that 
city, has scarcely faded from me. 7’he railway service was so little 
then what it has become that I even marvel at our having made our 
connections between our early rise in the Bonn-Gasse and our mid- 
night tumble into bed at the Hotel dcs Trois Empereurs in the 
Place du Palais Royal; a still-felt rapture, a revelation of the Parisian 
idea of bed after the rude German conception, our sore discipline 
for so many weeks. I remember Cologne and its cathedral almost in 
the bland dawn, and our fresh start thence for Strasbourg, now 
clearly recognised, alas, as a start back to America, to which it had 
been of a sudden settled that we were, still with a fine inconsequence, 
to return. We had seen Cologne cathedral by excursion from Bonn, 
but we saw Strasbourg, to my sorrow until a far later occasion 
soothed it, only as a mild monster behind bars, that is above chim- 
neys, housetops and fortifications; a loss not made up to me by 
other impressions or particulars, vivid and significant as I found 
myself none the less supposing several of these. Those were the 
September days in which French society, so far as it was of the 
Empire at least, moved more or less in its mass upon Homburg and 
Baden-Baden; and we met it in expressive samples, and in advance 
and retreat, during our incessant stops, those long-time old stops, 
unknown to the modern age, when everyone appeared to alight and 
walk about with the animation of prisoners suddenly pardoned, and 
ask for conveniences, and clamour for food, and get mixed with the 
always apparently still dustier people of opposite trains drawn up 
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for the same purposes. We appeared to be concerned with none but 
first-class carriages, as an effect of which our own was partly occupied, 
the livelong day, by the gens of a noble French house as to which 
we thus had frequent revelations— a pair of footmen and a lady’s 
maid, types of servile impudence taking its ease, who chattered by 
the hour for our wonderstruck ears, treating them to their first echo 
of the strange underworld, the sustaining vulgarity, of existences 
classified as “great.” They opened vistas, and I remember how when, 
much later, I came to consider the designed picture, first in Edmond 
About and then in Alphonse Daudet, of fifty features symptomatic 
of the social pace at which the glittering regime hurried to its end, 
there came back to me the breath of this sidewind of the frenzied 
dance that we had caught during those numerous and so far from edi- 
fying hours in our fine old deep-seated compartment. The impression, 
I now at any rate perfectly recover, was one that could feed full 
enough any optimism of the appointedly modest condition. It was 
true that Madame la Marquise, who was young and good-natured 
and pretty without beauty, and unmistakably “great,” exhaling from 
afar, as I encouraged myself to imagine, the scented air of the Tuil- 
eries, came on occasion and looked in on us and smiled, and even 
pouted, through her elegant patience; so that she at least, I recollect, 
caused to swim before me somehow such a view of happy privilege 
at the highest pitch as made me sigh the more sharply, even if the 
less professedly, for our turning our backs on the complex order, 
the European, fresh to me still, in which contrasts flared and flour- 
ished and through which discrimination could unexhaustedly riot- 
pointing so many more morals, withal, if that was the benefit it was 
supposed to be, than we should find pretexts for “on the other 
side.” We were to fall as soon as we were at home again to reading 
the Revue des Deux Mondes— though doubtless again I should speak 
here, with any emphasis, but for myself; my chin, in Europe, had 
scarce risen to the level of that publication; but at Newport in 
Rhode Island, our next following place of sojourn, I speedily shot 
up so as quite to bend down to it: it took its place therewith as the 
very headspring of culture, a mainstay in exile, and as opening wide 
in especial the doors of that fictive portrayal of a society which put 
a price, for the brooding young reader, on cases, on cadres^ in the 
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Revue parlance, already constituted and propitiously lighted. Then 
it was that the special tension of the dragged-out day from Cologne 
to Paris proved, on the absurdest scale, a preparation, justified itself 
as a vivid point of reference: I was to know what the high periodical 
meant when I encountered in its etudes de mceurs the blue-chinned 
corruptible, not to say corrupt, larbin and the smart soubrette; it 
was above all a blessing to feel myself, in the perusal of M. Octave 
Feuillet, an education, as I supposed, of the taste, not at a marked 
disadvantage; since who but the Petite Comtesse herself had swung 
her crinoline in and out of my prospect, or, to put it better, of my 
preserved past, on one of my occasions of acutest receptivity? 

The truth was that acute, that quite desperate receptivity set in 
for me, under a law of its own— may really be described as having 
quite raged for me— from the moment our general face, by the rest- 
less parental decree (born not a little of parental homesickness and 
reinforced by a theory of that complaint on our own part, we having 
somehow in Europe “no companions,” none but mere parents them- 
selves), had been turned again to the quarter in which there would 
assuredly be welcomes and freedoms and unchecked appropriations, 
not to say also cousins, of both sexes and of a more and more en- 
gaging time of life, cousins kept and tended and adorned for us in 
our absence, together with the solicitation for our favour of possible, 
though oh so just barely possible, habitats before which the range 
of Europe paled; but which, nevertheless, to my aching fancy, meant 
premature abdication, sacrifice and, in one dreadful word, failure. 
I had had cousins, naturally, in the countries we were quitting, but 
to a limited degree; yet I think I already knew I had had compan- 
ions in as full a measure as any I was still to know— inasmuch as my 
imagination made out one, in the complex order and the coloured 
air, almost wherever I turned; and, inasmuch as, further, to live by 
the imagination was to live almost only in that way, so to foresee the 
comparative, not to say the absolute, absence of tonic accent in the 
appearances complacently awaiting me, as well as to forecast in these 
appearances, at the best, a greater paucity, was really to enjoy a sharp 
prevision of dearth. Certain it is that those supreme moments of 
Paris, those after-days at the Trois Empereurs, were to flush for me, 
as they ebbed, with images and visions; judged by any achieved act of 
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possession I hadn't assuredly much to give up, but intensity of senti- 
ment, resting on a good disposition, makes for its own sake the 
most of opportunity, and I buried my associations, which had been 
in a manner till lately my hopes as well, with all decent dignity and 
tenderness. These more or less secret obsequies lent to our further 
brief delay a quality of suppressed excitement; the “old-world’* 
hours were numbered too dreadfully— had shrunk but to a handful: 

I had waked up to that, as with a passionate even if private need for 
gathering in and saving, on the morrow of our reaching our final 
s ticking-place: I had slipped from my so cushioned sleep, my cano- 
pied couch, to hang, from the balcony of our quatri^me, my broth- 
ers* and mine, over that Place du Palais Royal and up against that 
sculptured and storied facade of the new Louvre which seemed to 
me then to represent, in its strength, the capacity and chiselled rim 
of some such potent vivifying cup as it might have been given us, 
under a happier arrangement, to taste now in its fulness and with 
a braver sense for it. Over against us on the great palace wall, as I 
make out— if not for that occasion then for some other— were statues 
of heroes, Napoleon’s young generals, Hoche, Marceau, Desaix or 
whoever, such a galaxy as never was or should ever be again for 
splendid monumental reference; and what it somehow came to was 
that here massed itself the shining second Empire, over which they 
stood straight aloft and on guard, like archangels of the sword, and 
that the whole thing was a high-pitched wonder and splendour, 
which we had already, in our small gaping way, got into a sort of 
relation with and which would have ever so much more ever so 
thrillingly to give us. What it would give us loomed but vaguely 
enough out of the great hum and the great toned perspective, and 
withal the great noble expense, of which we had constant reminder; 
but that we were present at something it would be always after 
accounted a privilege to have been concerned with, and that we 
were perversely and inconsiderately dropping out of it, and for a 
reason, so far as there might be a reason, that was scarcely less than 
strange— all this loomed large to me as our interval shrank, and I 
even ask myself before the memory of it whether I was ever again in 
the later and more encompassing and accommodating years to have 
in those places so rich a weight of consciousness to carry or so grand 
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La Farge. Here moreover— here and everywhere about me, before 
we could quite turn round— was the War, with its infinite, its truly 
quite humiliating correction of my (as I now can but so far call it) 
fatuous little confidence that “appearances,'' on the native scene, 
would run short. They were in the event, taking one thing with 
another, never to hold out for me as they held during those four 
years. Wondrous this force in them as I at present look back— won- 
drous I mean in view of that indirectness of its play which my con- 
ditions confined me, with such private, though I must add, alas, such 
helplessly unapplied resentment, to knowing it by. If the force was 
great the attenuation of its reach was none the less preappointed and 
constant; so that the case must have come back again but to the 
degree— call it too, frankly, the force— of one's sensibility, or in other 
words the blest resource, the supremely breatheable and thereby 
nourishing and favouring air of one's imaginative life. There were 
of a truth during that time probably more appearances at one's 
command in the way of felt aspects, images, apprehended living 
relations and impressions of the stress of life, than during any other 
season one was to know; only doubtless with more of the work of 
their figuring to their utmost, their giving all they could, to do by 
one’s self and, in the last resort, deep within one's breast. The point 
to be made just here, in any case, is that if we had not recrossed the 
sea, by way, rather, of such an anticlimax, to William Hunt, we 
should certainly with brief delay have found ourselves doing it, on 
the first alarm of War, for the experience I thus too summarily 
glance at and which I don't pretend to speak of as all my own. 


IV 

Newport, with repatriation accepted, would have been on many 
grounds inevitable, I think— as it was to remain inevitable for sev- 
eral years, and this quite apart from William's having to paint; 
since if I spoke just now of the sweep of our view, from over the 
water, of a continent, or well-nigh, waiting to receive us, the eligi- 
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bility of its innumerable sites was a matter much more of our sim- 
plified, our almost distressfully uninvolved and unconnected state 
than of the inherent virtue of this, that or the other particular 
group of local conditions. Our parents had for us no definite project 
but to be liberally “good”— in other words so good that the presump- 
tion of our being so would literally operate anywhere and anyhow, 
would really amount in itself to a sort of situated state, a sufficient 
prime position, and leave other circumstances comparatively irrele- 
vant. What would infallibly have occurred at the best, however, was 
what did punctually happen— its having to be definitely gathered 
that, though we might apparently be good, as I say, almost on any 
ground, there was but one place in which we should even at a 
restricted pitch be well: Newport imposed itself at that period to so 
remarkable a degree as the one right residence, in all our great coun- 
try, for those tainted, under whatever attenuations, with the quality 
and the effect of detachment. The effect of detachment was the fact 
of the experience of Europe. Detachment might of course have come 
from many causes, but it truly came in most cases but from one, 
though that a fairly merciless: it came from the experience of 
Europe, and I think was on the whole regarded as— what it could 
only have been in the sphere of intimacy and secrecy felt to be— 
without an absolute remedy. As comparatively remedial Newport 
none the less figured, and this for sundry reasons into the detail of 
which I needn’t go. Its rare distinction and precious attribute was 
that, being a watering-place, a refuge from summer heats, it had 
also, were the measure considerably stretched, possibilities of hiber- 
nation. We could, under stress, brave there the period from Novem- 
ber to June; and it was to be under stress not to know what else to 
do. That was the pinch to which Europe reduced you; insidiously, 
fatally disconnected, you could but make the best, as a penalty, of 
the one marked point of reattachment. The philosophy of all of 
which was that to confess to disconnection was to confess by the 
same stroke to leisure— which involved also an admission, however 
rueful at once and deprecatory, of what might still at that time pass 
in our unregenerate country for something in the nature of 
“means,” You had had the means, that is, to become, so awkwardly, 
detached— for you might then do that cheaply; but the whole basis 
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of the winter life there, of that spare semblance of the Brighton 
life, the Folkestone life, the Bath or the Cheltenham or the Leam- 
ington life, was that your occupation or avocation should be vague 
enough; or that you shouldn’t in other words be, like everyone you 
might know save a dozen or so at the most, in business. I remember 
well how when we were all young together we had, under pressure 
of the American ideal in that matter, then so rigid, felt it tasteless 
and even humiliating that the head of our little family was not in 
business, and that even among our relatives on each side we couldn’t 
so much as name proudly anyone who was— with the sole exception 
of our maternal uncle Robertson Walsh, who looked, ever so benevo- 
lently, after our father’s “affairs,” happily for us. Such had never 
been the case with the father of any boy of our acquaintance; the 
business in which the boy’s father gloriously was stood forth in- 
veterately as the very first note of our comrade’s impressiveness. We 
had no note of that sort to produce, and I perfectly recover the effect 
of my own repeated appeal to our parent for some presentable 
account of him that would prove us respectable. Business alone 
was respectable— if one meant by it, that is, the calling of a lawyer, 
a doctor or a minister (we never spoke of clergymen) as well; I 
think that if we had had the Pope among us we should have sup- 
posed the Pope in business, just as I remember my friend Simpson’s 
telling me crushingly, at one of our New York schools, on my hang- 
ing back with the fatal truth about our credentials, that the author 
of his being (we spoke no more of “governors” than we did of “par- 
sons”) was in the business of a stevedore. That struck me as a great 
card to play— the word was fine and mysterious; so that “What shall 
we tell them you are, don’t you see?” could but become on our lips 
at home a more constant appeal. It seemed wantonly to be prompted 
for our father, and indeed greatly to amuse him, that he should put 
us off with strange unheard-of attributions, such as would have made 
us ridiculous in our special circles; his “Say I’m a philosopher, say 
I’m a seeker for truth, say I’m a lover of my kind, say I’m an author 
of books if you like; or, best of all, just say I’m a Student,” saw us 
so very little further. Abject it certainly appeared to be reduced to 
the “student” plea; and I must have lacked even the confidence of my 
brother Bob, who, challenged, in my hearing and the usual way, was 
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ready not only with the fact that our parent “wrote,” but with the fur- 
ther fact that he had written Lectures and Miscellanies James. I think 
that when we settled awhile at Newport there was no one there who had 
written but Mr. Henry T. Tuckerman, a genial and graceful poet of 
the Artless Age, as it might still be called in spite of Poe and Haw- 
thorne and Longfellow and Lowell, the most characteristic works of 
the first and the two last of whom had already appeared; especially as 
those most characteristic of Mr. Tuckerman referred themselves to 
a past sufficiently ample to have left that gentleman with a certain 
deafness and a glossy wig and a portly presence and the reputation, 
positively, of the most practised and desired of diners-out. He was 
to be recognised at once as a social value on a scene not under that 
rubric densely peopled; he constituted indeed such a note as would 
help to keep others of the vague definability in countenance. Clearly 
indeed it might happen that an association of vaguenesses would 
arrive in time, by fondly cleaving together, at the semblance of a 
common identity; the nature of the case then demanding, however, 
that they should be methodically vague, take their stand on it and 
work it for all it was worth. That in truth was made easy by the fact 
that what I have called our common disconnectedness positively 
projected and proclaimed a void; disconnected from business we 
could only be connected with the negation of it, which had as yet 
no affirmative, no figurative side. This probably would come; fig- 
ures, in the void, would one by one spring up; but what would be 
thus required for them was that the void should be ample and, as 
it were, established. Not to be afraid of it they would have to feel it 
clear of everything and everyone they knew in the air actually 
peopled. 

William Hunt, for that matter, was already a figure unmistakable, 
superficially speaking unsurpassable, just as John La Farge, already 
mentioned, was so soon to prove to be. They were only two indeed, 
but they argued the possibility; and so the great thing, as I say, was 
that, to stand out, they should have margin and light. We couldn’t 
all be figures— on a mere margin, the margin of business, and in the 
light of the general wonder of our being anything, anything there; 
but we could at least understand the situation and cultivate the possi- 
bilities, watch and protect the germs. This consciousness, this aim or 
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ideal, had after all its own intensity— it burned with a pure flame: 
there is a special joy, clearly, in the hopeful conversion of the desert 
into the garden, of thinness into thickness, a joy to which the con- 
version of the thick into the mere dense, of the free into the rank 
or the close, perhaps gives no clue. The great need that Newport 
met was that of a basis of reconciliation to “America” when the 
habit, the taking for granted, of America had been broken or inter- 
mitted: it would be hard to say of what subtle secret or magic the 
place was possessed toward this end, and by a common instinct, I 
think, we didn’t attempt to formulate it— we let it alone, only look- 
ing at each other hard, only moving gently, on the brave hypothesis, 
only in fine deprecating too rude and impatient, too precipitate a 
doubt of the spell that perhaps might work if we waited and prayed. 
We did wait and pray, accordingly, scantly-served though the board 
we might often have felt we had sat down to, and there was a fair 
company of us to do so, friendliest among whom to our particular 
effort was my father’s excellent friend of many years Edmund 
Tweedy, already named in pages preparatory to these and who, with 
his admirable wife, presented himself as our main introducer and 
initiator. He had married, while we were all young in New York 
together, a manner of Albany cousin, Mary Temple the elder, aunt 
of the younger,^ and had by this time “been through” more than 
anything, more than everything, of which there could be question 
for ourselves. The pair had on their marriage gone at once to Eu- 
rope to live, had put in several years of Italy and yet had at last, par- 
ticular reasons operating, returned to their native, that is to sterner, 
realities; those as to which it was our general theory, of so touching 
a candour as I look back to it, that they offered themselves at New- 
port in a muffling mitigating air. The air, material, moral, social, 
was in fact clear and clean to a degree that might well have left us 
but dazed at the circumjacent blankness; yet as to that I hasten to 
add too that the blowing out of our bubble, the planting of our 
garden, the correction of our thinness, the discovery, under stress, 
of such scraps of colour and conversation, such saving echoes and re- 
deeming references as might lurk for us in each other, all formed in 
1 A Small Boy and Others, 1913 , 
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themselves an active, and might at last even grow to suggest an 
absolutely bustling, process. 

I come back with a real tenderness of memory for instance to 
that felicity of the personal, the social, the “literary and artistic," 
almost really the romantic, identity responding, after a fashion quite 
to bring tears to the eyes, in proportion as it might have seemed to 
feel by some divine insufflation what it practically could stand for. 
What should one call this but the brave triumph of values conscious 
of having to be almost missionary? There were many such that in 
“Europe" hadn't had to be missionary at all; in Europe, as it were, 
one hadn't— comparatively— seen, if not the forest for the trees, then 
the trees for the forest; whereas on this other gi'eat vacuous level 
every single stem seemed to enjoy for its distinction quite the to- 
tality of the daylight and to rise into the air with a gladness that was 
itself a grace. Of some of the personal importances that acted in that 
way I should with easier occasion have more to say— I shall as it is 
have something; but there could perhaps be no better sample of the 
effect of sharpness with which the forces of culture might emerge 
than, say, the fairly golden glow of romance investing the mere act 
of perusal of the Revue des Deux Mondes. There was the charm— 
though I grant of course that I speak here all for myself, constitu- 
tionally and, face to face with myself, quite shamelessly an inquirer, 
a hunter, for charm— that whereas the spell cast had more or less 
inevitable limits in the world to which such a quality as the best 
things of the Revue, such a performance of the intellectual and ex- 
pressional engagement as these suggested, was native and was thereby 
relative to other generally like phenomena, so it represented among 
uSy where it had to take upon itself what I have already alluded to 
as all the work, far more than its face value. Few of the forces about 
us reached as yet the level of representation (even if here and there 
some might have been felt as trying for it); and this made all the 
difference. Anything suggestive or significant, anything promising or 
interesting, anything in the least finely charming above all, im- 
mensely counted, claimed tendance and protection, almost claimed, 
or at any rate enjoyed, worship; as for that matter anything finely 
charming does, quite rightly, anywhere. But our care, our privilege, 
on occasion our felt felicity, was to foster every symptom and 
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breathe encouragement to every success; to hang over the tenderest 
shoots that betrayed the principle of growth— or in other words to 
read devoutly into everything, and as straight as possible, the very 
fullest meaning we might hope it would learn to have. So at least 
quite at first— and so again very considerably after the large interval 
and grim intermission represented by the War; during which inter- 
est and quality, to say nothing of quantity, at the highest pitch, 
ceased in any degree to fail us, and what might be “read into” almost 
any aspect without exception paled in the light of what was in- 
evitably read out from it. It must be added at the same time that 
with its long duration the War fell into its place as part of life at 
large, and that when it was over various other things still than the 
love of peace were found to have grown. 

Immediately, at any rate, the Albany cousins, or a particular 
group of them, began again to be intensely in question for us; col- 
oured in due course with reflections of the War as their lives, not 
less than our own, were to become— and coloured as well too, for all 
sorts of notation and appreciation, from irrepressible private founts. 
Mrs. Edmund Tweedy, bereft of her own young children, had at the 
time I speak of opened her existence, with the amplest hospitality, 
to her four orphaned nieces, who were also our father’s and among 
whom the second in age, Mary Temple the younger, about in her 
seventeenth year when she thus renewed her appearance to our 
view, shone with vividest lustre, an essence that preserves her still, 
more than half a century from the date of her death, in a memory 
or two where many a relic once sacred has comparatively yielded to 
time. Most of those who knew and loved, I was going to say adored, 
her have also yielded— which is a reason the more why thus much 
of her, faint echo from too far off though it prove, should be tenderly 
saved. If I have spoken of the elements and presences round about us 
that "counted,” Mary Temple was to count, and in more lives than 
can now be named, to an extraordinary degree; count as a young 
and shining apparition, a creature who owed to the charm of her 
every aspect (her aspects were so many I ) and the originality, vivacity, 
audacity, generosity, of her spirit, an indescribable grace and weight 
->if ohe mig^t impute weight to a being so imponderable in com- 
mon scales. Whatever other values on our scene might, as 1 have 
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hinted, appear to fail, she was one of the first order, in the sense of 
the immediaqr of the impression she produced, and produced alto- 
gether as by the play of her own light spontaneity and curiosity— 
not, that is, as through a sense of such a pressure and such a motive, 
or through a care for them, in others. “Natural” to an effect of per- 
fect felicity that we were never to see surpassed is what I have already 
praised all the Albany cousinage of those years for being; but in 
none of the company was the note so clear as in this rarest, though 
at the same time symptomatically or ominously palest, flower of the 
stem; who was natural at more points and about more things, with a 
greater range of freedom and ease and reach of horizon than any of 
the others dreamed of. They had that way, delightfully, with the 
small, after all, and the common matters— while she had it with 
those too, but with the great and rare ones over and above; so that 
she was to remain for us the very figure and image of a felt interest 
in life, an interest as magnanimously far-spread, or as familiarly and 
exquisitely fixed, as her splendid shifting sensibility, moral, per- 
sonal, nervous, and having at once such noble flights and such touch- 
ingly discouraged drops, such graces of indifference and inconse- 
quence, might at any moment determine. She was really to remain, 
for our appreciation, the supreme case of a taste for life as life, as 
personal living; of an endlessly active and yet somehow a careless, 
an illusionless, a sublimely forewarned curiosity about it: something 
that made her, slim and fair and quick, all straightness and charming 
tossed head, with long light and yet almost sliding steps and a large 
light postponing, renouncing laugh, the very muse or amateur priest- 
ess of rash speculation. To express her in the mere terms of her rest- 
less young mind, one felt from the first, was to place her, by a per- 
version of the truth, under the shadow of female “earnestness"— for 
which she was much too unliteral and too ironic; so that, super- 
latively personal and yet as independent, as “off” into higher spaces, 
at a touch, as all the breadth of her sympathy and her courage could 
send her, she made it impossible to say whether she was just the most 
moving of maidens or a disengaged and dancing flame of thought. 
No one to come after her could easily seem to show either a quick 
inward life or a brave, or even a bright, outward, either a consistent 
contempt for social squalors or a very marked genius for moral re- 
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actions. She had in her brief passage the enthusiasm of humanity- 
more, assuredly, than any charming girl who ever circled, and would 
fain have continued to circle, round a ballroom. This kept her in- 
deed for a time more interested in the individual, the immediate 
human, than in the race or the social order at large; but that, on 
the other hand, made her ever so restlessly, or quite inappeasably, 
“psychologic.” The psychology of others, in her shadow— I mean 
their general resort to it— could only for a long time seem weak and 
flat and dim, above all not at all amusing. She burned herself out; 
she died at twenty-four. 

At the risk perhaps of appearing to make my own scant adventure 
the pivot of that early Newport phase I find my reference to William 
Hunt and his truly fertilising action on our common life much con- 
ditioned by the fact that, since W. J., for the first six months or so 
after our return, daily and devotedly haunted his studio, I myself 
did no less, for a shorter stretch, under the irresistible contagion. 
The clearness of the whole passage for me, the clearest impression, 
above all, of the vivid and whimsical master, an inspirer, during a 
period that began a little later on, of numberless devotions and loy- 
alties, is what this fond memory of my permitted contact and en- 
deavour still has to give me. Pupils at that time didn’t flock to his 
gates— though they were to do so in Boston, during years, later on; 
an earnest lady or two, Boston precursors, hovered and flitted, but 
I remember for the rest (and I speak of a short period) no thorough- 
going iUves save John La Farge and my brother. I remember, for 
that matter, sitting quite in solitude in one of the grey cool rooms 
of the studio, which thus comes back to me as having several, and 
thinking that 1 really might get to copy casts rather well, and might 
in particular-see myself congratulated on my sympathetic rendering of 
the sublime uplifted face of Michael Angelo’s “Captive” in the Louvre. 
I sat over this effort and a few others for long quiet hours, and seem to 
feel myself again aware, just to that tune, of how happy I ought to be. 
No one disturbed me; the earnest workers were elsewhere; I had a 
chamber of the temple all to myself, with immortal forms and curves, 
with shadows beautiful and right, waiting there on blank-eyed faces for 
me to prove myself not helpless; and with two or three of Hunt’s 
own fine things, examples of his work in France, transporting me 
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at once and defying. I believed them great productions— thought in 
especial endless good of the large canvas of the girl with her back 
presented while she fills her bucket at the spout in the wall, against 
which she leans with a tension of young muscle, a general expression 
of back, beneath her dress, and with the pressure of her raised and 
extended bare arm and flattened hand: this, to my imagination, 
could only become the prize of some famous collection, the light of 
some museum, for all the odd circumstance that it was company 
just then for muddled me and for the queer figures projected by my 
crayon. Frankly, intensely— that was the great thing— these were 
hours of Art, art definitely named, looking me full in the face and 
accepting my stare in return— no longer a tacit implication or a shy 
subterfuge, but a flagrant unattenuated aim. I had somehow come 
into the temple by the back door, the porte d’honneur opened on 
another side, and I could never have believed much at best in the 
length of my stay; but I was there, day by day, as much as any one 
had ever been, and with a sense of what it “meant” to be there that 
the most accredited of pupils couldn’t have surpassed; so that the 
situation to this extent really hummed with promise. I fail, I con- 
fess, to reconstitute the relation borne by my privilege to that of 
tuition “in the higher branches,” to which it was quite time I should 
have mounted, enjoyed at the hands of the Reverend William C. 
Leverett, curate to the then “rector,” Doctor Mercer, of that fine old 
high-spired Trinity Church in which had throbbed, from long be- 
fore the Revolution as they used to say, the proud episcopal heart 
of Newport; and feel indeed that I must pretty well have shaken 
off, as a proved absurd predicament, all submission to my dilemma: 
all submission of the mind, that is, for if my share of Mr. Leverett’s 
attention was less stinted than my share of William Hunt’s (and' 
neither had much duration) it failed to give me the impression that 
anything worth naming had opened out to me, whereas in the studio 
I was at the threshold of a world. 

It became itself indeed on the spot a rounded satisfying world, the 
place did; enclosed within the grounds, as we then regarded them, 
of the master’s house, circled about with numerous trees, as we then 
counted them, and representing a more direct exclusion of vulgar 
sounds, false notes and harsh reminders than I had ever known. 1 
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fail in the least to make out where the real work of the studio went 
forward; it took somewhere else its earnest course, and our separa- 
tion-mine from the real workers, my indulged yet ignored state- 
kept me somehow the safer, as if I had taken some mild and quite 
harmless drug through which external rubs would reach me from a 
distance, but which left my own rubbing power, not to say my own 
smearing or smutching, quite free. Into the world so beautifully 
valid the master would occasionally walk, inquiring as to what I had 
done or would do, but bearing on the question with an easy light- 
ness, a friendliness of tact, a neglect of conclusion, which it touches 
me still to remember. It was impossible to me at that time not so to 
admire him that his just being to such an extent, as from top to toe 
and in every accent and motion, the living and communicating Ar- 
tist, made the issue, with his presence, quite cease to be of how one 
got on or fell short, and become instead a mere self-sacrificing vision 
of the picturesque itself, the constituted picturesque or treated “sub- 
ject,” in efficient figure, personal form, vivid human style. I then felt 
the man the great mystery could mark with its stamp, when wishing 
the mark unmistakable, teach me just in himself the most and best 
about any art that I should come to find benignantly concerned with 
me, for moments however smilingly scant. William Hunt, all mus- 
cular spareness and brownness and absence of waste, all flagrant physi- 
ognomy, brave bony arch of handsome nose, upwardness of strong 
eyebrow and glare, almost, of eyes that both recognised and won- 
dered, strained eyes that played over questions as if they were objects 
and objects as if they were questions, might have stood, to the life, 
for Don Quixote, if we could associate with that hero a far-spreading 
beard already a little grizzled, a manner and range of gesture and 
broken form of discourse that was like a restless reference to a 
palette and that seemed to take for granted, all about, canvases and 
models and charming, amusing things, the “tremendously interest- 
ing” in the seen bit or caught moment, and the general unsayability, 
in comparison, of anything else. He never would have perched, it 
must be added, on Rosinante— he was fonder of horses even than 
of the method of Couture, and though with a shade of resemblance, 
as all simple and imaginative men have, to the knight of La Mancha, 
he least suggested that analogy as he passed in a spuming buggy, his 
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beard flying, behind a favourite trotter. But what he perhaps most 
puts before me to-day is the grim truth of the merciless manner in 
which a living and hurrying public educates itself, making and de- 
vouring in a day reputations and values which represent something 
of the belief in it that it has had in them, but at the memory of 
which we wince, almost to horror, as at the legend of victims who 
have been buried alive. Oh the cold grey luminaries hung about in 
odd corners and back passages, and that we have known shining and 
warm I They serve at the most now as beacons warning any step not 
to come that way, whatever it does; the various attested ways it may 
not with felicity come growing thus all the while in number. 

John La Farge became at once, in breaking on our view, quite the 
most interesting person we knew, and for a time remained so; he be- 
came a great many other things beside— a character, above all, if there 
ever was one; but he opened up to us, though perhaps to me in particu- 
lar, who could absorb all that was given me on those suggestive lines, 
prospects and possibilities that made the future flush and swarm. His 
foreignness, which seemed great at that time, had gained a sharper ac- 
cent from a long stay made in France, where both on his father’s and his 
mother’s side he had relations, and had found, to our hovering envy, all 
sorts of charming occasions. He had spent much time in Brittany, 
among kindred the most romantically interesting, people and places 
whose very names, the De Nanteuils of Saint-Pol-de-L^on, I seem to re- 
member for instance, cast a spell across comparatively blank Newport 
sands; he had brought home with him innumerable water-colour 
sketches, Breton peasants, costumes, interiors, bits of villages and 
landscape; and I supposed him to have had on such ground the most 
delightful adventure in the world. How was one not to suppose it 
at a time when the best of one’s education, such as that was, had 
begun to proceed almost altogether by the aid of the Revue des 
Deux Mondes, a periodical that supplied to us then and for several 
years after (or again I can but speak for myself) all that was finest 
in the furniture and the fittings of romance? Those beginnings of 
Newport were our first contact with New England— a New England 
already comparatively subdued and sophisticated, a Samson shorn 
of his strength by the shears of the Southern, and more particularly 
of the New York, Delilah; the result of which, still speaking for my- 
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self, was a prompt yearning and reaching out, on the part of the 
spirit, for some corrective or antidote to whatever it was that might 
be going, in the season to come, least charmingly or informingly or 
inspiringly to press upon us. I well recall my small anxious foresight 
as to a required, an indispensable provision against either assault 
or dearth, as if the question might be of standing an indefinite siege; 
and how a certain particular capacious closet in a house we were 
presently to occupy took on to my fond fancy the likeness at once 
of a store of edibles, both substantial and succulent, and of a hoard 
of ammunition for the defence of any breach— the Revue accumulat- 
ing on its shelves at last in serried rows and really building up be- 
neath us with its slender firm salmon-coloured blocks an alternative 
sphere of habitation. There will be more to say of this, bristling or 
rather flowering with precious particulars, if I stray so far; but the 
point for the moment was that one would have pushed into that 
world of the closet, one would have wandered or stumbled about in 
it quite alone if it hadn’t been that La Farge was somehow always 
in it with us. That was in those years his admirable function and 
touch— that he affected me as knowing his way there as absolutely 
no one else did, and even as having risen of a sudden before us to 
bear us this quickening company. Nobody else, not another creature, 
was free of it to that tune; the whole mid-century New England— 
as a rough expression of what the general consciousness most sig- 
nified— was utterly out of it; which made, you see, a most unequal 
division of our little working, or our totally cogitative, universe 
into the wondrous esoteric quarter peopled just by us and our friend 
and our common references, and the vast remainder of the public 
at large, the public of the innumerably uninitiated even when ap- 
parently of the most associated. 

All of which is but a manner of expressing the intensity, as I felt 
it, of our Franco-American, our most completely accomplished 
friend’s presence among us. Out of the safe rich home of the Revue, 
which opened away into the vastness of visions, he practically 
stepped, and into it, with all his ease, he mysteriously returned 
again: he came nearer to being what might have been meant con- 
cretely throughout it all— though meant most of course in its full- 
charged stream of fiction— than any other visiting figure. The stream 
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of fiction was so constant an appeal to the charmed, by which I mean 
of course the predisposed, mind that it fairly seemed at moments to 
overflow its banks and take to its bosom any recognised, any con- 
gruous creature or thing that might happen to be within reach. La 
Farge was of the type— the “European,” and this gave him an au- 
thority for me that it verily took the length of years to undermine; 
so that as the sense of those first of them in especial comes back to 
me I find it difficult, even under the appeal to me of the attempt, 
to tell how he was to count in my earliest culture. If culture, as I 
hold, is a matter of attitude quite as much as of opportunity, and 
of the form and substance of the vessel carried to the fountain no 
less than of the water-supply itself, there couldn’t have been better 
conditions for its operating drop by drop. It operates ever much 
more, I think, by one’s getting whatever there may happen to be 
out for one’s use than by its conforming to any abstract standard of 
quantity or lustre. It may work, as between dispenser and subject, 
in so incalculably personal a manner that no chemical analysis shall 
recover it, no common estimate of forces or amounts find itself in 
the least apply. The case was that La Farge swam into our ingenuous 
ken as the figure of figures, and that such an agent, on a stage so 
unpeopled and before a scene so unpainted, became salient and 
vivid almost in spite of itself. The figure was at a premium, and fit 
for any glass case that its vivacity should allow to enclose it— wherein 
it might be surrounded by wondering, admiring and often quite 
inevitably misconceiving observers. It was not that these too weren’t 
agents in their way, agents in some especial good cause without the 
furtherance of which we never should have done at all; but they 
were by that very fact specialised and stiffened, committed to their 
one attitude, the immediately profitable, and incapable of that play 
of gesture in which we recognise representation. A representative, a 
rounded figure, however, is as to none of its relations definable or 
announceable beforehand; we only know it, for good or for ill, but 
with something of the throb of elation always, when we see it, and 
then it in general sufficiently accounts for itself. We often for that 
matter insist on its being a figure, we positively make it one, in pro- 
portion as we seem to need it— or as in other words we too acutely 
miss the active virtue of representation. It takes some extraordinary 
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set of circumstances or time of life, I think, either to beguile or to 
hustle us into indifference to some larger felt extension roundabout 
us of "the world”— a sphere the confines of which move on even as 
we ourselves move and which is always there, just beyond us, to twit 
us with the more it should have to show if we were a little more 
“of” it. Sufficiency shuts us in but till the man of the world— never 
prefigured, as I say, only welcomed on the spot— appears; when we 
see at once how much we have wanted him. When we fail of that 
acknowledgment, that sense as of a tension, an anxiety or an in- 
digence relieved, it is of course but that the extraordinary set of 
circumstances, or above all the extraordinary time of life I speak 
of, has indeed intervened. 

It was as a man of the world that, for all his youth. La Farge rose 
or, still better, bowed, before us, his inclinations of obeisance, his 
considerations of address being such as we had never seen and now 
almost publicly celebrated. This was what most immediately and 
most iridescently showed, the truth being all the while that the 
character took on in him particular values without which it often 
enough, though then much more grossly, flourishes. It was by these 
enrichments of curiosity, of taste and genius, that he became the 
personality, as we nowadays say, that I have noted— the full freshness 
of all of which was to play but through his younger time, or at least 
through our younger apprehension. He was so “intellectual”— that 
was the flower; it crowned his being personally so finished and 
launched. The wealth of his cultivation, the variety of his initiations, 
the inveteracy of his forms, the degree of his empressement (this in 
itself, I repeat, a revelation) made him, with those elements of the 
dandy and the cavalier to which he struck us as so picturesquely sac- 
rificing, a cluster of bright promises, a rare original and, though 
not at all a direct model for simpler folk, as we then could but feel 
ourselves, an embodiment of the gospel of esthetics. Those more 
resounding forms that our age was to see this gospel take on were 
then still to come, but I was to owe them in the later time not half 
the thrill that the La Farge of the prime could set in motion. He was 
really an artistic, an esthetic nature of wondrous homogeneity; one 
was to have known in the future many an unfolding that went with 
a larger ease and a shrewder economy, but never to have seen a 
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subtler mind or a more generously wasteful passion, in other words 
a sincerer one, addressed to the problems of the designer and painter. 
Of his long later history, full of flights and drops, advances and re- 
treats, experiment and performance, of the endless complications of 
curiosity and perversity, I say nothing here save that if it was to 
contradict none of our first impressions it was to qualify them all 
by others still more lively; these things belonging quite to some 
other record. Yet I may just note that they were to represent in 
some degree an eclipse of the so essentially harmonious person 
round whom a positive grace of legend had originally formed itself. 
1 see him at this hour again as that bright apparition; see him, 
jacketed in black velvet or clad from top to toe in old-time ele- 
gances of cool white and leaning much forward with his protuber- 
ant and overglazed, his doubting yet all-seizing vision, dandle along 
the shining Newport sands in far-away summer sunsets on a charm- 
ing chestnut mare whose light legs and fine head and great sweep 
of tail showed the Arab strain— quite as if (what would have been 
characteristic of him) he had borrowed his mount from the adorable 
Fromentin, whom we already knew as a painter, but whose acquain- 
tance as a writer we were of course so promptly to owe him that 
when “Dominique” broke upon us out of the Revue as one of the 
most exquisite literary events of our time it found us doubly 
responsive. 

So, at any rate, he was there, and there to stay— intensely among 
us but somehow not withal of us; his being a Catholic, and appar- 
ently a “real” one in spite of so many other omnisciences, making 
perhaps by itself the greatest difference. He had been through a 
Catholic college in Maryland, the name of which, though I am not 
assured of it now, exhaled a sort of educational elegance; but where 
and when he had so miraculously laid up his stores of reading and 
achieved his universal saturation was what we longest kept asking 
ourselves. Many of these depths I couldn’t pretend to sound, but it 
was immediate and appreciable that he revealed to us Browning for 
instance; and this, oddly enough, long after Men and Women had 
begun (from our Paris time on, if I remember) to lie upon our 
parents’ book-table. They had not divined in us as yet an aptitude 
for that author; whose appeal indeed John reinforced to our eyes 
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by the reproduction of a beautiful series of illustrative drawings, 
two or three of which he was never to surpass— any more than he 
was to complete his highly distinguished plan for the full set, not 
the least faded of his hundred dreams. Most of all he revealed to us 
Balzac; having so much to tell me of what was within that formi- 
dably-plated door, in which he all expertly and insidiously played 
the key, that to re-read even after long years the introductory pages 
of Eugenie Grandet, breathlessly seized and earnestly absorbed un- 
der his instruction, is to see my initiator’s youthful face, so irregular 
but so refined, look out at me between the lines as through blurred 
prison bars. In M^rim^e, after the same fashion, I meet his exposi- 
tory ghost— hovering to remind me of how he started me on La 
V^nus d’llle; so that nothing would do but that I should translate 
it, try to render it as lovingly as if it were a classic and old (both 
of which things it now indeed is) and send it off to the New York 
weekly periodical of that age of crudest categories which was to do 
me the honour neither of acknowledging nor printing nor, clearly, 
since translations did savingly appear there, in the least understand- 
ing it. These again are mild memories— though not differing in that 
respect from most of their associates; yet I cherish them as inefface- 
able dates, sudden milestones, the first distinctly noted, on the road 
of so much inward or apprehensive life. Our guest— I call him our 
guest because he was so lingeringly, so abidingly and supersedingly 
present— began meanwhile to paint, under our eyes, with devotion, 
with exquisite perception, and above all as with the implication, a 
hundred times beneficent and fertilising, that if one didn’t in these 
connections consistently take one's stand on supersubtlety of taste 
one was a helpless outsider and at the best the basest of vulgarians 
or flattest of frauds— a doctrine more salutary at that time in our 
world at large than any other that might be sounded. Of all of which 
ingenuous Intensity and activity I should have been a much scanter 
witness than his then close condisciple, my brother, had not his per- 
sonal kindness, that of the good-natured and amused elder youth to 
the enslaved, the yearnii^ly gullible younger, charmed me often 
into a degree of participation. Occasions and accidents come back 
to me under their wash of that distilled old Newport light as to 
^hich we more and more agreed that it made altogether exception- 
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ally, on our side of the world, for possibility of the nuance, or in 
other words for picture and story; such for example as my felt sense 
of how unutterably it was the real thing, the gage of a great futtire, 
when I one morning found my companions of the larger, the serious 
studio inspired to splendid performance by the beautiful young 
manly form of our cousin Gus Barker, then on a vivid little dash of 
a visit to us and who, perched on a pedestal and divested of every 
garment, was the gayest as well as the neatest of models. This was 
my first personal vision of the “life,” on a pedestal and in a pose, 
that had half gleamed and half gloomed through the chiaroscuro 
of our old friend Haydon; and I well recall the crash, at the sight, 
of all my inward emulation— so forced was I to recognise on the spot 
that I might niggle for months over plaster casts and not come 
within miles of any such point of attack. The bravery of my brother’s 
own in especial dazzled me out of every presumption; since nothing 
less than that meant drawing (they were not using colour) and since 
our genial kinsman’s perfect gymnastic figure meant living truth, 

I should certainly best testify to the whole mystery by pocketing my 
pencil. 

I secured and preserved for long William’s finished rendering of 
the happy figure— which was to speak for the original, after his gal- 
lant death, in sharper and finer accents perhaps than aught else that 
remained of him; and it wanted but another occasion somewhat 
later on, that of the sitting to the pair of pupils under Hunt’s direc- 
tion of a subject presented as a still larger challenge, to feel that I 
had irrecoverably renounced. Very handsome were the head and 
shoulders of Katherine Temple, the eldest of those Albany cousins 
then gathered at Newport under their, and derivatively our. Aunt 
Mary’s wing, who afterwards was to become Mrs. Richard Emmet— 
the Temples and the Emmets being so much addicted to alliances 
that a still later generation was to bristle for us with a delightful 
Emmctry, each member of it a different blessing; she sat with end- 
less patience, the serenest of models, and W. J.’s portrait of her in 
oils survives (as well as La Farge’s, dealing with her in another 
view) as a really mature, an almost masterly, piece of painting, hav- 
ing, as has been happily suggested to me, much the air of a charac- 
teristic Manet. Such demonstrations would throw one back on 
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regret, so far as my brother was concerned, if subsequent counter- 
demonstrations hadn’t had it in them so much to check the train. 
For myself at the hour, in any case, the beautiful success with Kitty 
Temple did nothing but hurry on the future, just as the sight of the 
charming thing to-day, not less than that of La Farge’s profit perdu, 
or presented ear and neck and gathered braids of hair, quite as 
charming and quite as painted, touchingly reanimates the past. I 
say touchingly because of the remembered pang of my acceptance 
of an admonition so sharply conveyed. Therefore if somewhat later 
on I could still so fondly hang about in that air of production— so far 
at least as it enveloped our friend, and particularly after his marriage 
and his setting up of his house at Newport, vivid proofs alike, as 
seemed to us all, of his consummate, his raffing taste, even if we hadn’t 
yet, I think, that epithet for this— it was altogether in the form of 
mere helpless admirer and inhaler, led captive in part by the dawn- 
ing perception that the arts were after all essentially one and that 
even with canvas and brush whisked out of my grasp I still needn’t 
feel disinherited. That was the luxury of the friend and senior with 
a literary side— that if there were futilities that he didn’t bring 
home to me he nevertheless opened more windows than he closed; 
since he couldn’t have meant nothing by causing my eyes to plunge 
so straight into the square and dense little formal garden of 
M^rim^e. I might occasionally serve for an abundantly idle young 
out-of-doors model— as in fact I frequently did, the best perhaps of 
his early exhibitions of a rare colour-sense even now attesting it; but 
mightn't it become possible that M^rim^e would meanwhile serve 
for me? Didn’t I already see, as I fumbled with a pen, of what the 
small dense formal garden might be inspiringly symbolic? It was 
above all wonderful in the La Farge of those years that even as he 
painted and painted, very slowly and intently and belatedly— his 
habit of putting back the clock and ignoring every time-scheme but 
his own was matched only by his view of the constant timeliness of 
talk, talk as talk, for which no moment, no suspended step, was too 
odd or too fleeting— he remained as referentially and unexhaustedly 
bookish, he turned his back by the act as little on our theory of his 
omniscience as he ceased to disown his job, whatever it might be, 
while endlessly burying his salient and reinforced eyes and his vis- 
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ibly active organ of scent in some minutest rarity of print, some 
precious ancientry of binding, mechanically plucked, by the hazard 
of a touch, from one of the shelves of a stored collection that easily 
passed with us for unapproached. 

He lost himself on these occasions both by a natural ease and by 
his early adoption and application of the principle of the imper- 
turbable, which promised even from those days to govern his con- 
duct well-nigh to the exclusion of every other. We were to know 
surely as time went on no comparable case of consistency of attitude 
—no other such prompt grasp by a nature essentially entire, a set- 
tled sovereign self, of the truth of what would work for it most 
favourably should it but succeed in never yielding the first inch of 
any ground. Immense every ground thus became by its covering 
itself from edge to edge with the defence of his serenity, which, what- 
ever his fathomless private dealings with it, was never consentingly, 
I mean publicly, to suffer a grain of abatement. The artist’s serenity, 
by this conception, was an intellectual and spiritual capital that 
must never brook defeat— which it so easily might incur by a single 
act of abdication. That was at any rate the case for the particular 
artist and the particular nature he felt himself, armour-proof as 
they became against the appeal of sacrifice. Sacrifice was fallibility, 
and one could only of course be consistent if one inveterately had 
hold of the truth. There was no safety or, otherwise, no inward 
serenity or even outward— though the outward came secondly— un- 
less there was no deflection; none into the question, that is, of what 
might make for the serenity of others, which was their own affair 
and which above all seemed not urgent in comparison with the 
supreme artistic. It wasn’t that the artist hadn’t to pay, to pay for 
the general stupidity, perversity and perfidy, from the moment he 
might have to deal with these things; that was the inevitable suffer- 
ing, and it was always there; but it could be more or less borne if 
one was systematically, or rather if one was naturally, or even, better 
still, preternaturally, in the right; since this meant the larger, the 
largest serenity. That account of so fine a case of inward confidence 
would indeed during those very first years have sinned somewhat by 
anticipation; yet something of the beauty— that is of the unmatched 
virtuosity— of the attitude finally achieved did even at the early time 
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colour the air of intercourse with him for those who had either few 
enough or many enough of their own reserves. The second of these 
conditions sprang from a due anxiety for one's own interests, more 
or less defined in advance and therefore, as might be, more or less 
menaced; the other proviso easily went with vagueness— vagueness 
as to what things were one's interests, seeing that the exhibited 
working of an esthetic and a moral confidence conjoined on that 
scale and at play together unhampered would perhaps prove for 
the time an attraction beyond any other. This reflection must verily, 
in our relation, have brought about my own quietus— so far as that 
mild ecstasy could be divorced from agitation. I recall at all events 
less of the agitation than of the ecstasy; the primary months, certain 
aspects even of the few following years, look out at me as from fine 
accommodations, acceptances, submissions, emotions, all melted to- 
gether, that one must have taken for joys of the mind and gains 
of the imagination so clear as to cost one practically nothing. They 
are what I see, and are all I want to see, as I look back; there hangs 
about them a charm of thrilled good faith, the flush and throb of 
crowding apprehensions, that has scarce faded and of which I can 
only wish to give the whole picture the benefit. I bottle this im- 
ponderable extract of the loitering summers of youth, when every 
occasion really seemed to stay to be gathered and tasted, just for the 
sake of its faint sweetness. 

Some time since, in Boston, I spent an hour before a commemo- 
rative cluster of La Farge’s earlier productions, gathered in on the 
occasion of his death, with the effect as of a plummet suddenly 
dropped into obscure depths long unstirred, that of a remembered 
participation, it didn't seem too much to say, in the far-away diffi- 
cult business of their getting themselves born. These things, almost 
all finished studies of landscape, small and fond celebrations of the 
modest little Newport harmonies, the spare felicities and delicacies 
of a range of aspects that have ceased to appeal or to ‘‘count," called 
back into life a hundred memories, laid bare the very footsteps of 
time, light and uncertain though so often the imprint. I seemed so 
to have been there by the projection of curiosity and sympathy, if 
not by having literally looked in, when the greater number of such 
effects worked themselves out, that they spoke to me of my own 
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history— through the felt intensity of my commission, as it were, to 
speak for my old friend. The terms on which he was ever ready to 
draw out for us the interesting hours, terms of patience as they es- 
sentially were for the edified party, lived again in this record, but 
with the old supposition of profit, or in other words the old sense of 
pleasure, of precious acquisition and intenser experience, more vivid 
than anything else. There recurs to me for instance one of the 
smallest of adventures, as tiny a thing as could incur the name and 
which was of the early stage of our acquaintance, when he proposed 
to me that we should drive out to the Glen, some six miles off, to 
breakfast, and should afterwards paint— zue paintl— in the bosky open 
air. It looks at this distance a mythic time, that of felt inducements 
to travel so far at such an hour and in a backless buggy on the sup- 
position of rustic fare. But different ages have different measures, 
and I quite remember how ours, that morning, at the neat hostel 
in the umbrageous valley, overflowed with coffee and griddle-cakes 
that were not as other earthly refreshment, and how a spell of 
romance rested for several hours on our invocation of the genius 
of the scene: of such material, with the help of the attuned spirit, 
may great events consent to be composed. My companion, his easel 
and canvas, his palette and stool and other accessories happily 
placed, settled to his subject, while I, at a respectful distance, settled 
to mine and to the preparation of this strange fruit of time, my 
having kept the impression as if it really mattered. It did indeed 
matter, it was to continue to have done so, and when I ask myself 
the reason I find this in something as rare and deep and beautiful 
as a passage of old poetry, a scrap of old legend, in the vagueness of 
rustling murmuring green and plashing water and woodland voices 
and images, flitting hovering possibilities; the most retained of these 
last of course being the chance that one’s small daub (for I too had 
my easel and panel and palette) might incur appreciation by the eye 
of friendship. This indeed was the true source of the spell, that it 
was in the eye of friendship, friendship full of character and colour, 
and full of amusement of its own, that I lived on any such occasion, 
and that I had come forth in the morning cool and had found our 
breakfast at the inn a thing of ineffable savour, and that I now sat 
and flurriedly and fearfully aspired. Yes, the interesting ineffectual 
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and exquisite array of the Boston “show” smote for me most the 
chord of the prime questions, the admirations and expectations at 
first so confident, even that of those refinements of loyalty out of 
which the last and highest tribute was to spring; the consideration, 

I mean, of whether our extraordinary associate, neither promptly 
understood nor inveterately accepted, might not eventually be 
judged such a colourist and such a poet that owners of his first felici- 
ties, those very ones over which he was actually bending, and with 
a touch so inscrutable, such “tonalities” of his own, would find 
themselves envied and rich. I remember positively liking to see most 
people stupid about him, and to make them out, I dare say, more 
numerously stupid than they really were: this perhaps in some de- 
gree as a bright communication of his own spirit— which discerned 
from so far off that of the bitterest-sweet cup it was abundantly to 
taste; and partly because the case would after that fashion only 
have its highest interest. The highest interest, the very highest, it 
certainly couldn’t fail to have; and the beauty of a final poetic jus- 
tice, with exquisite delays, the whole romance of conscious delicacy 
and heroic patience intervening, was just what we seemed to see 
meanwhile stow itself expectantly away. 

This view of the inevitable fate of distinguished work was thus, 
on my part, as it comes before me again, of early development, and 
I admit that I should appear to antedate it hadn’t I in renewed 
presence of each of the particular predestined objects of sacrifice I 
have glanced at caught myself in the very act of that invidious ap- 
prehension, that fondest contemporaneity. There were the charming 
individual things round the production of which 1 had so at once 
elatedly and resignedly circled; and nothing remained at the end 
of time but to test the historic question. Was the quiet chamber of 
the Boston museum a constitution of poetic justice long awaited 
and at last fully cognisant?— or did the event perhaps fail to give 
out, after all, the essence of our far-away forecast? I think that what 
showed clearest, or what I, at any rate, most sharply felt, was the 
very difficulty of saying; which fact meant of course, I recognise, that 
the story fell a little short, alas, of rounding itself off. Poetic justice, 
when it comes, I gather, comes ever with a great shining; so that if 
there is any doubt about it the source of the doubt is in the very 
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depths of the case and has been from the first at work there. It 
literally seems to me, besides, that there was more history and 
thereby more interest recoverable as the matter stood than if every 
answer to every question about it hadn’t had a fine ambiguity. I 
like ambiguities and detest great glares; preferring thus for my 
critical no less than for my pedestrian progress the cool and the 
shade to the sun and dust of the way. There was an exquisite effort 
of which I had been peculiarly sure; the large canvas of the view of 
the Paradise Rocks over against Newport, but within the island and 
beyond the ‘‘second beach”— such were our thin designations! On 
the high style and the grand manner of this thing, even though a 
little uneasy before the absence from it of a certain crdnerie of 
touch, I would have staked every grain of my grounded sensibility- 
in spite of which, on second thoughts, I shall let that faded fact, and 
no other contention at all, be my last word about it. For the prevail- 
ing force, within the Boston walls, the supreme magic anything was 
to distil, just melted into another connection which flung a soft 
mantle as over the whole show. It became, from the question of how 
even a man of perceptive genius had painted what we then locally 
regarded as our scenery, a question of how we ourselves had felt and 
cherished that scenery; which latter of these two memories swept 
for me everything before it. The scenery we cherished— by which I 
really mean, I fear, but four or five of us— has now been grossly and 
utterly sacrificed; in the sense that its range was all for the pedes- 
trian measure, that to overwalk it was to love it and to love it to 
overwalk it, and that no such relation with it as either of these 
appears possible or thinkable to-day. We had, the four or five of 
us, the instinct— the very finest this must have been— of its scale and 
constitution, the adorable wise economy with which nature had 
handled it and in the light of which the whole seaward and insular 
extension of the comparatively futile town, untrodden, unsuspected, 
practically all inviolate, offered a course for the long afternoon 
ramble more in harmony with the invocations, or for that matter 
the evocations, of youth than we most of us, with appreciation so 
rooted, were perhaps ever to know. We knew already, we knew then, 
that no such range of airs would ever again be played for us on but 
two or three silver strings. They were but two or three— the sea so 
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often as of the isles of Greece, the mildly but perpetually embayed 
promontories of mossy rock and wasted thankless pasture, bathed in 
a refinement of radiance and a sweetness of solitude which 
amounted in themselves to the highest “finish”; and little more than 
the feeling, with all this, or rather with no more than this, that 
possession, discrimination, far frequentation, were ours alone, and 
that a grassy rocky tide-washed, just a bare, though ever so fine- 
grained, toned and tinted breast of nature and field of fancy 
stretched for us to the low horizon’s furthest rim. The vast region— 
it struck us then as vast— was practically roadless, but this, far from 
making it a desert, made it a kind of boundless empty carpeted 
saloon. It comes back to me that nobody in those days walked, no- 
body but the three or four of us— or indeed I should say, if pushed, 
the single pair in particular of whom I was one and the other 
Thomas Sargeant Perry, superexcellent and all-reading, all-engulfing 
friend of those days and still, sole survivor, of these, I thus found 
deeply consecrated that love of the long, again and again of the very 
longest possible, walk which was to see me, year after year, through 
so many of the twists and past so many of the threatened blocks of 
life’s road, and which, during the early and American period, was to 
make me lone and perverse even in my own sight: so little was it 
ever given me then, wherever I scanned the view, to descry a fellow- 
pedestrian. The pedestrians came to succumb altogether, at New- 
port, to this virtual challenge of their strange agitation— by the cir- 
cumstance, that is, of their being offered at last, to importunity, the 
vulgar road, under the invasion of which the old rich alternative 
miserably dwindled. 


Nothing meanwhile could have been less logical, yet at the same 
time more natural, than that William’s interest in the practice of 
painting should have suddenly and abruptly ceased; a turn of our 
affair attended, however, with no shade of commotion, no repining 
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at proved waste; with as little of any confessed ruefulness of mistake 
on one side as of any elation of wisdom, any resonance of the ready 
told you so” on the other. The one side would have been, with a 
different tone about the matter and a different domestic habit than 
ours, that of my brother's awkwardness, accompanying whatever in- 
telligence, of disavowal, and the other been our father's not unem- 
phatic return to the point that his doubts, those originally and 
confidently intimated, had been justified by the fact. Tempting 
doubtless in a heavier household air the opportunity on the latter's 
part to recall that if he had perfectly recognised his son’s probable 
progress to a pitch of excellence he had exactly not granted that an 
attainment of this pitch was likely in the least, however uncontested, 
to satisfy the nature concerned; the foregone conclusion having all 
the while been that such a spirit was competent to something larger 
and less superficially calculable, something more expressive of its 
true inwardness. This was not the way in which things happened 
among us, for I really think the committed mistake was ever dis- 
criminated against—certainly by the head of the family— only to the 
extent of its acquiring, even if but speedily again to fade, an interest 
greater than was obtainable by the too obvious success. I am not sure 
indeed that the kind of personal history most appealing to my father 
would not have been some kind that should fairly proceed by mis- 
takes, mistakes more human, more associational, less angular, less 
hard for others, that is less exemplary for them (since righteousness, 
as mostly understood, was in our parent’s view, I think, the cruellest 
thing in the world) than straight and smug and declared felicities. 
The qualification here, I allow, would be in his scant measure of 
the difference, after all, for the life of the soul, between the marked 
achievement and the marked shortcoming. He had a manner of his 
own of appreciating failure, or of not at least piously rejoicing in 
displayed moral, intellectual, or even material, economies, which, 
had it not been that his humanity, his generosity and, for the most 
part, his gaiety, were always, at the worst, consistent, might some- 
times have left us with our small savings, our little exhibitions and 
complacencies, rather on our hands. As the case stood I find myself 
thinking of our life in those years as profiting greatly for animation 
and curiosity by the interest he shed for us on the whole side of the 
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human scene usually held least interesting— the element, the appear- 
ance, of waste which plays there such a part and into which he could 
read under provocation so much character and colour and charm, 
so many implications of the fine and the worthy, that, since the art 
of missing or of failing, or of otherwise going astray, did after all in 
his hands escape becoming either a matter of real example or of 
absolute precept, enlarged not a little our field and our categories 
of appreciation and perception. I recover as I look back on all this 
the sense as of an extraordinary young confidence, our common 
support, in our coming round together, through the immense lubri- 
cation of his expressed thought, often perhaps extravagantly working 
and playing, to plenty of unbewildered rightness, a state of comfort 
that would always serve— whether after strange openings into a 
sphere where nothing practical mattered, or after even still quainter 
closings in upon us of unexpected importances and values. Which 
means, to my memory, that we breathed somehow an air in which 
waste, for us at least, couldn’t and didn’t live, so certain were aber- 
rations and discussions, adventures, excursions and alarms of what- 
ever sort, to wind up in a “transformation scene’’ or, if the term be 
not profane, happy harlequinade; a figuration of each involved 
issue and item before the footlights of a familiar idealism, the most 
socialised and ironised, the most amusedly generalised, that possibly 
could be. 

Such an atmosphere was, taking one of its elements with another, 
doubtless delightful; yet if it was friendly to the suggested or 
imagined thing it promoted among us much less directly, as I have 
already hinted, the act of choice— choice as to the “career” for 
example, with a view of the usual proceedings thereupon conse- 
quent. I marvel at the manner in which the door appears to have 
been held or at least left open to us for experiment, though with a 
tendency to close, the oddest yet most inveterately perceptible 
movement in that sense, before any very earnest proposition in par- 
ticular. I have no remembrance at all of marked prejudices on our 
father’s part, but I recall repeated cases, in his attitude to our young 
affairs, of a disparagement suggested as by stirred memories of his 
own; the instance most present to me being his extreme tepidity 
in the matter of William’s, or in fact of my, going, on our then 
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American basis, to college. I make out in him, and at the time made 
out, a great revulsion of spirit from that incurred experience in his 
own history, a revulsion I think moreover quite independent of any 
particular or intrinsic attributes of the seat of learning involved in 
it. Union College, Schenectady, New York, the scene of his personal 
experiment and the natural resort, in his youth, of comparatively 
adjacent Albanians, might easily have offered at that time no very 
rare opportunities— few were the American country colleges that 
then had such to offer; but when, after years, the question arose for 
his sons he saw it in I scarce know what light of associational or 
“subjective” dislike. He had the disadvantage— unless indeed it was 
much more we who had it— of his having, after many changes and 
detachments, ceased to believe in the Schenectady resource, or to 
revert to it sentimentally, without his forming on the other hand, 
with his boys to place, any fonder presumption or preference. There 
comes out to me, much bedimmed but recognisable, the image of 
a day of extreme youth on which, during a stay with our grand- 
mother at Albany, we achieved, William and I, with some confused 
and heated railway effort, a pious pilgrimage to the small scholastic 
city— pious by reason, I clearly remember, of a lively persuasion on 
my brother’s part that to Union College, at some indefinite future 
time, we should both most naturally and delightedly repair. We 
invoked, I gather, among its scattered shades, fairly vague to me now, 
the loyalty that our parent appeared to have dropped by the way- 
even though our attitude about it can scarce have been prematurely 
contentious; the whole vision is at any rate to-day bathed and 
blurred for me in the air of some charmed and beguiled dream, that 
of the flushed good faith of an hour of crude castle-building. We 
were helped to build, on the spot, by an older friend, much older, 
as I remember him, even than my brother, already a member of the 
college and, as it seemed, greatly enjoying his life and those “society” 
badges and trinkets with which he reappears to me as bristling and 
twinkling quite to the extinction of his particular identity. This 
is lost, like everything else, in the mere golden haze of the little 
old-time autumn adventure. Wondrous to our sensibility may well 
have been the October glamour— if October it was, and if it was not 
it ought to have been I— of that big brave region of the great State 
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over which the shade of Fenimore Cooper’s Mohawks and Mohicans 
(if this be not a pleonasm) might still have been felt to hang. The 
castle we had built, however, crumbled— there were plenty of others 
awaiting erection; these too successively had their hour, but I 
needn’t at this time stoop to pick up their pieces. I see moreover 
vividly enough how it might have been that, at this stage, our 
parents were left cold by the various appeal, in our interest, of 
Columbia, Harvard and Yale. Hard by, at Providence, in the New- 
port time, was also “Brown”; but I recover no connection in which 
that mystic syllable swept our sky as a name to conjure with. Our 
largest licence somehow didn’t stray toward Brown. It was to the 
same tune not conceivable that we should have been restored for 
educational purposes to the swollen city, the New York of our child- 
hood, where we had then so tumbled in and out of school as to 
exhaust the measure, or as at least greatly to deflower the image, 
of our teachability on that ground. Yale, off our beat from every 
point of view, was as little to be thought of, and there was moreover 
in our father’s imagination no grain of susceptibility to what might 
have been, on the general ground, “socially expected.” Even Har- 
vard, clearly— and it was perhaps a trifle odd— moved him in our 
interest as little as Schenectady could do; so that, for authority, the 
voice of social expectation would have had to sound with an art 
or an accent of which it had by no means up to that time learned 
roundabout us the trick. This indeed (it comes to saying) is some- 
thing that, so far as our parents were concerned, it would never 
have learned. They were, from other preoccupations, unaware of 
any such pressure; and to become aware would, I think, primarily 
have been for them to find it out of all proportion to the general 
pitch of prescription. We were not at that time, when it came to 
such claims, in presence of persuasive, much less of impressive, 
social forms and precedents— at least those of us of the liberated 
mind and the really more curious culture were not; the more curi- 
ous culture, only to be known by the positive taste of it, was 
nowhere in the air, nowhere seated or embodied. 

Which reflections, as I perhaps too loosely gather them in, refresh 
at any rate my sense of how we in particular of our father’s house 
actually profited more than we lost, if the more curious culture was 
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in question, by the degree to which we were afloat and discon- 
nected; since there were at least luxuries of the spirit in this quite 
as much as drawbacks— given a social order (so far as it was an order) 
that found its main ideal in a “strict attention to business,” that is 
to buying and selling over a counter or a desk, and in such an in- 
tensity of the trafiic as made, on the part of all involved, for close 
localisation. To attend strictly to business was to be invariably there, 
on a certain spot in a certain place; just as to be nowhere in partic- 
ular, to have to be nowhere, told the queer tale of a lack or of a for- 
feiture, or possibly even of a state of intrinsic unworthiness. I have 
already expressed how few of these elements of the background we 
ourselves had ever had either to add to or to subtract from, and how 
this of itself did after a fashion “place” us in the small Newport col- 
ony of the despoiled and disillusioned, the mildly, the reminiscen- 
tially desperate. As easy as might be, for the time, I have also noted, 
was our footing there; but I have not, for myself, forgotten, or even 
now outlived, the particular shade of satisfaction to be taken in one’s 
thus being in New England without being of it. To have originally 
been of it, or still to have had to be, affected me, I recall, as a case 
I should have regretted— unless it be more exact to say that I thought 
of the condition as a danger after all escaped. Long would it take to 
tell why it figured as a danger, and why that impression was during 
the several following years much more to gain than to lose intensity. 
The question was to fall into the rear indeed, with ever so many 
such secondary others, during the War, and for reasons effective 
enough; but it was afterwards to know a luxury of emergence— this, 
I mean, while one still “cared,” in general, as one was sooner or later 
to stop caring. Infinitely interesting to recover, in the history of a 
mind, for those concerned, these movements of the spirit, these tides 
and currents of growth— though under the inconvenience for the his- 
torian of such ramifications of research that here at any rate I feel 
myself warned off. There appeared to us at Newport the most inter- 
esting, much, of the Albany male cousins, William James Temple- 
coming, oddly enough, first from Yale and then from Harvard; so 
that by contact and example the practicability of a like experience 
might have been, and doubtless was, put well before us. “Will” 
Temple, as we were in his short life too scantly to know him, had 
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made so luckless, even if so lively a start under one alma mater that 
the appeal to a fresh parentship altogether appears to have been 
judged the best remedy for his case: he entered Harvard jumping, if 
I mistake not, a couple of years of the undergraduate curriculum, 
and my personal memory of these reappearances is a mere recapture 
of admiration, of prostration, before him. The dazzled state, under 
his striking good looks and his manly charm, was the common state; 
so that I disengage from it no presumption of a particular plea play- 
ing in our own domestic air for his temporary Cambridge setting; 
he was so much too radiant and gallant and personal, too much a 
character and a figure, a splendid importance in himself, to owe the 
least glamour to settings; an advantage that might have seemed 
rather to be shed on whatever scene by himself in consenting to light 
it up. He made all life for the hour a foreground, and one that we 
none of us would have quitted for a moment while he was there. 

In that form at least I see him, and no revival of those years so 
puts to me the interesting question, so often aimlessly returned upon 
in later life, of the amount of truth in this or that case of young con- 
fidence in a glory to come— for another than one’s self; of the likeli- 
hood of the wonders so flatteringly forecast. Many of our estimates 
were monstrous magnifications— though doing us even at that more 
good than harm; so that one isn’t even sure that the happiest his- 
tories were to have been those of the least liberal mistakes. I like at 
any rate to think of our easy overstrainings— the possible flaw in 
many of which was not indeed to be put to the proof. That was the 
case for the general, and for every particular, impression of Will 
Temple, thanks to his early death in battle— at Chancellorsville, 
1863; he having, among the quickened forces of the time, and his 
hither’s record helping him, leaped to a captaincy in the regular 
Army; but I cling to the idea that the siftings and sortings of life, 
had he remained subject to them, would still have left him the lustre 
that blinds and subdues. I even do more, at this hour; I ask myself, 
while his appearance and my piersonal feeling about it live for me 
again, what possible aftertime could have kept up the pitch of my 
sentiment— aftertime either of his or of mine. Blest beyond others, I 
think as we look back, the admirations, even the fondest (and which 
indeed were not of their nature fond?) that were not to know to their 
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cost the inevitable test or strain; they are almost the only ones, of 
the true high pitch, that, without broken edges or other tatters to 
show, fold themselves away entire and secure, even as rare lengths of 
precious old stuff, in the scented chest of our savings. So great mis- 
adventure have too often known at all events certain of those that 
were to come to trial. The others are the residual, those we must 
keep when we can, so to be sure at least of a few, sacrificing as many 
possible mistakes and misproportions as need be to pay but for two 
or three of them. There could be no mistake about Gus Barker, who 
threw himself into the fray, that is into the cavalry saddle, as he 
might into a match at baseball (football being then undreamt of), 
and my last reminiscence of whom is the sight of him, on a brief 
leave for a farewell to his Harvard classmates after he had got his 
commission, crossing with two or three companions the expanse of 
Harvard Square that faced the old Law School, of which I found my- 
self for that year (1862-63) a singularly alien member. I was after- 
wards sharply to regret the accident by which I on that occasion 
missed speech of him; but my present vision of his charming latent 
agility, which any motion showed, of his bright-coloured wagging 
head and of the large gaiety of the young smile that made his hand- 
some teeth shine out, is after all the years but the more happily un- 
effaced. The point of all which connections, however, is that they 
somehow managed to make in the parental view no straight links 
for us with the matter-of-course of college. There were accidents too 
by the aid of which they failed of this the more easily. It comes to 
me that, for my own part, I thought of William at the time as hav- 
ing, or rather as so much more than having, already graduated; the 
effect of contact with his mind and talk, with the free play of his 
spirit and the irrepressible brush of his humour, couldn’t have been 
greater had he carried off fifty honours. I felt in him such authority, 
so perpetually quickened a state of intellect and character, that the 
detail or the literal side of the question never so much as came 
up for me: I must have made out that to plenty of graduates, or of 
the graduating, nothing in the nature of such appearances attached. 
I think of our father moreover as no less affected by a like impres- 
sion; so extremely, so immensely disposed do I see him to generalise 
his eldest son’s gifts as by the largest, fondest synthesis, and not so 
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much proceed upon them in any one direction as proceed from them, 
as it were, in all. 

Little as such a view might have lent itself to application, my 
brother’s searching discovery during the summer of i86i that his 
vocation was not “after all” in the least satisfyingiy for Art, took on 
as a prompt sequel the recognition that it was quite positively and 
before everything for Science, physical Science, strenuous Science 
in all its exactitude; with the opportunity again forthcoming to put 
his freshness of faith to the test. I had presumed to rejoice before at 
his adoption of the studio life, that offering as well possible contacts 
for myself; and yet I recall no pang for his tergiversation, there 
being nothing he mightn’t have done at this or at any other mo- 
ment that I shouldn’t have felt as inevitable and found in my sense 
of his previous age some happy and striking symptom or pledge of. 
As certain as that he had been all the while “artistic” did it thus ap- 
pear that he had been at the same time quite otherwise inquiring 
too— addicted to “experiments” and the consumption of chemicals, 
the transfusion of mysterious liquids from glass to glass under ex- 
posure to lambent flame, the cultivation of stained fingers, the estab- 
lishment and the transport, in our wanderings, of galvanic batteries, 
the administration to all he could persuade of electric shocks, the 
maintenance of marine animals in splashy aquaria, the practice of 
photography in the room I for a while shared with him at Boulogne, 
with every stern reality of big cumbrous camera, prolonged exposure, 
exposure mostly of myself, darkened development, also intermin- 
able, and ubiquitous brown blot. Then there had been also the con- 
stant, as I fearfully felt it, the finely speculative and boldly disinter- 
ested absorption of curious drugs. No livelier remembrance have I 
of our early years together than this inveteracy, often appalling to a 
nature so incurious as mine in that direction, of his interest in the 
“queer” or the incalculable effects of things. There was apparently 
for him no possible effect whatever that mightn’t be more or less 
rejoiced in as such— all exclusive of its relation to other things than 
merely knowing. There recurs to me withal the shamelessness of 
my own indifference— at which I also, none the less, I think, won- 
dered a little; as if by so much as it hadn’t been given me to care for 
visibly provoked or engineered phenomena, by that same amount 
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was I open to those of the mysteriously or insidiously aggressive, the 
ambushed or suffered sort. Vivid to me in any case is still the sense 
of how quite shiningly light, as an activity and an appeal, he had 
seemed to make everything he ^ve himself to; so that at first, until 
the freshness of it failed, he flung this iridescent mantle of interest 
over the then so grey and scant little scene of the Harvard (the Law- 
rence) Scientific School, where in the course of the months I had had 
a glimpse or two of him at work. Early in the autumn of 1861 he 
went up from Newport to Cambridge to enter that institution; in 
which thin current rather than in the ostensibly more ample began 
to flow his long connection with Harvard, gathering in time so many 
affluents. His letters from Cambridge during the next couple of 
years, many of them before me now, breathe, I think, all the ex- 
perience the conditions could have begotten at the best; they mark 
the beginning of those vivacities and varieties of intellectual and 
moral reaction which were for the rest of his life to be the more 
immeasurably candid and vivid, the more numerous above all, and 
the more interesting and amusing, the closer view one had of him. 
That of a certainty; yet these familiar pages of youth testify most 
of all for me perhaps to the forces of amenity and spontaneity, the 
happy working of all relations, in our family life. In such parts of 
them as I may cite this will shine sufficiently through— and I shall 
take for granted thus the interest of small matters that have perhaps 
but that reflected light to show. It is in a letter to myself, of that 
September, dated “Drear and Chill Abode," that he appears to have 
celebrated the first steps of his initiation. 

Sweet was your letter and grateful to my eyes. I had gone in 
a mechanical way to the P.O. not hoping for anything (though 
“on esp^re alors qu’on d^sesp^re toujours,“) and, finding noth- 
ing, was turning heavily away when a youth modestly tapped 
me and, holding out an envelope inscribed in your well-known 
character, said, “Mr. J., this was in our boxI“ 'Twas the young 
Pascoe, the joy of his mother— but the graphic account I read 
in the letter he gave me of the sorrow of my mother almost 
made me shed tears on the floor of the P.O. Not that on re- 
flection I should dream — I for reflection shows me a future in 
which she shall regard my vacation visits as “on the whole” 
rather troublesome than otherwise; or at least when she shall 
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feel herself as blest in the trouble I spare her when absent as 
in the glow of pride and happiness she feels at the sight of me 
when present. But she needn't fear I can ever think of her 
when absent with such equanimity. I oughtn't to “joke on such 
a serious subject," as Bobby would say though; for I have had 
several pangs since being here at the thought of all I have left 
behind at Newport— especially gushes of feeling about the 
place. I haven't for one minute had the feeling of being at 
home here. Something in my quarters precludes the possibil- 
ity of it, though what this is I don't suppose I can describe to 
you. 

As I write now even, writing itself being a cosy cheerful- 
looking amusement, and an argand gas-burner with a neat 
green shade merrily singing beside me, I still feel unsettled. 

I write on a round table in the middle of the room, with a 
fearful red and black cloth. Before me I see another such- 
covered table of oblong shape against the wall, capped by a 
cheap looking-glass and flanked by two windows, curtainless 
and bleak, whose shades of linen flout the air as the sportive 
wind impels them. To the left are two other such windows, 
with a horse-hair sofa between them, and at my back a fifth 
window and a vast wooden mantel-piece with nothing to re- 
lieve its nakedness but a large cast, much plumbago'd, of a 
bust of Franklin. On my right the Bookcase, imposing and re- 
spectable with its empty drawers and with my little array of 
printed wisdom covering nearly one of the shelves. I hear the 
people breathe as they go past in the street, and the roll and 
jar of the horse-cars is terrific. I have accordingly engaged the 
other room from Mrs. Pascoe, with the little sleeping-room 
upstairs. It looks infinitely more cheerful than this, and if I 
don't find the grate sufficient I can easily have a Franklin stove 
put up. But she says the grate will make an oven of it. . . . 
John Ropes I met the other day at Harry Quincy's room, and 
was very much pleased with him. Don't fail to send on Will 
Temple's letters to him and to Herbert Mason, which I left in 
one of the library's mantelpiece jars, to use the Portuguese 
idiom. Storrow Higginson has been very kind to me, making 
enquiries about tables etc. We went together this morning to 
the house of the Curator of the Gray collection of Engravings, 
which is solemnly to unfold its glories to me to-morrow. He 
is a most serious stately German gentleman, Mr. Thies by 
name, fully sensible of the deep vital importance of his treas- 
ures and evidently thinking a visit to them a great affair— to 
me. Had 1 known how great, how tremendous and formal, I 
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hardly think I should have ventured to call. Tom Ward pays 
me a visit almost every evening. Poor Tom seems a-cold too. 

His deafness keeps him from making acquaintances. Professor 
Eliot, at the School, is a fine fellow, I suspect; a man who if he 
resolves to do a thing won’t be prevented. I find analysis very 
interesting so far! The Library has a reading-room, where they 
take all the magazines; so I shan’t want for the Rev. des 2 M. 

I remain with unalterable sentiments of devotion ever, my 
dear H., your Big Brother Bill. 

This record of further impressions closely and copiously followed. 

Your letter this morning was such a godsend that I hasten 
to respond a line or two, though I have no business to— for I 
have a fearful lesson to-morrow and am going to Boston to- 
night to hear Agassiz lecture (12 lectures on “Methods in Nat. 
Hist.'*), so that I will only tell you that I am very well and 
my spirits just getting good. Miss Upham's table is much pleas- 
anter than the other. Professor F. J. Child is a great joker— 
he’s a little flaxen-headed boy of about 40. There is a nice old 
lady boarder, another man of about 50, of aristocratic bear- 
ing, who interests me much, and 3 intelligent students. At the 
other table was no conversation at all; the fellows had that 
American solemnity, called each other Sir, etc. I cannot tell 
you, dearest Mother, how your account of your Sunday dinner 
and of your feelings thereat brought tears to my eyes. Give 
Father my ardent love and cover with kisses the round fair 
face of the most kissworthy Alice. Then kiss the Aunt till you 
get tired, and get all the rest of them to kiss you till you cry 
hold enough I 

This morning as I was busy over the loth page of a letter to 
Wilky in he popped and made my labour of no account. I had 
intended to go and see him yesterday, but found Edward 
Emerson and Tom Ward were going, and so thought he would 
have too much of a good thing. But he walked over this morn- 
ing with, or rather without them, for he went astray and ar- 
rived very hot and dusty. I gave him a bath and took him to 
dinner, and he is now gone to see Andrew Robeson and E. E. 

His plump corpusculus looks as always. I write in my new par- 
lour whither I moved yesterday. You have no idea what an 
improvement it is on the old affair— worth double the cost, 
and the little bedroom under the roof is perfectly delicious, 
with a charming outlook on little back yards with trees and 
pretty old brick walls. The sun is upon this room from earliest 
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dawn till late in the afternoon— a capital thing in winter. 
I like Miss Upham’s very much. Dark “aristocratic" dining- 
room, with royal cheer. “Fish, roast beef, veal cutlets, pigeonsl" 
says the splendid, tall, noble-looking, white-armed, black-eyed 
Juno of a handmaid as you sit down. And for dessert a choice 
of three, three, darling Mother, of the most succulent, unctu- 
ous (no, not unctuous, unless you imagine a celestial unction 
without the oil) pie-like confections, always 2 platesful— my 
eye! She has an admirable chemical, not mechanical, combina- 
tion of cake and jam and cream which I recommend to Mother 
if she is ever at a loss; though there is no well-stored pantry 
like that of good old Kay Street, or if there is it exists not for 
miserable me. 

This chemical analysis is so bewildering at first that I am 
“muddled and bet" and have to employ almost all my time 
reading up. Agassiz is evidently a great favourite with his 
Boston audience and feels it himself. But he's an admirable 
earnest lecturer, clear as day, and his accent is most fasci- 
nating. Jeffries Wyman's lectures on Comp. Anatomy of Verts, 
promise to be very good; prosy perhaps a little and monoto- 
nous, but plain and well-arranged and nourris. Eliot I have 
not seen much more of; I don't believe he is a very accom- 
plished chemist, but can't tell yet. We are only about 12 in the 
Laboratory, so that we have a very cosy time. I expect to have 
a winter of “crowded life." I can be as independent as I please, 
and want to live regardless of the good or bad opinion of every 
one. I shall have a splendid chance to try, I know, and I know 
too that the native hue of resolution has never been of very 
great shade in me hitherto. I am sure that that feeling is a 
right one, and I mean to live according to it if I can. If I do so 
I think I shall turn out all right. 

I stopped this letter before tea, when Wilky the rosy-gilled 
and Frank Higginson came in. I now resume it by the light of 
a taper and that of the moon. Wilky read H.'s letter and 
amused me “metch" by his naive interpretation of Mother's 
most rational request that I should “keep a memorandum of 
all moneys I receive from Father." He thought it was that she 
might know exactly what sums her prodigal philosopher really 
gives out, and that mistrust of his generosity caused it. The 
phrase has a little sound that way, as H. subtly framed it, I 
confess! 

The first few days, the first week here, I really didn't know 
what to do with myself or how to fill my time. I felt as if 
turned out of doors. I then received H.'s and Mother's letters. 
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Never before did I know what mystic depths of rapture lay 
concealed within that familiar word. Never did the same being 
look so like two different ones as I going in and out of the 
P. O. if I bring a letter with me. Gloomily, with despair writ- 
ten on my leaden brow I stalk the street along towards the 
P. O., women, children and students involuntarily shrinking 
against the wall as I pass— thus,i as if the curse of Cain \^ere 
stamped upon my front. But when I come out with a letter an 
immense concourse of people generally attends me to my lodg- 
ing, attracted by my excited wild gestures and look. 

Christmas being sparely kept in the New England of those days, 
William passed that of 1861, as a Cambridge letter of the afternoon 
indicates, without opportunity for a seasonable dash to Newport, 
but with such compensations, nearer at hand as are here exhibited. 
Our brother Wilky, I should premise, had been placed with the 
youngest of us. Bob, for companion, at the '‘co-educationar’ school 
then but a short time previously established by Mr. F. B. Sanborn at 
Concord, Massachusetts— and of which there will be more to say, 
“Tom” Ward, already mentioned and who, having left the Concord 
school shortly before, had just entered Harvard, was quickly to be- 
come William's intimate, approved and trusted friend; the diversion 
of whose patient originality, whose intellectual independence, ability 
and curiosity from science and free inquiry to hereditary banking- 
consequent on the position of the paternal Samuel Gray Ward as 
the representative for many years in the United States of the house 
of Baring Brothers— he from the first much regretted: the more per- 
tinently doubtless that this companion was of a family “connected” 
with ours through an intermarriage, Gus Barker, as Mrs. S. G. 
Ward’s nephew, being Tom’s first cousin as well as ours, and such 
links still counting, in that age of comparatively less developed ram- 
ifications, when sympathy and intercourse kept pace as it was kept 
between our pairs of parents. 

I have been in Boston the whole blest morning, toted round 
by the Wards, who had as usual asked me to dine with them. 

I had happily provided myself with an engagement here for 
all such emergencies, but, as is my sportive wont, I befooled 

^Expressive drawing alas irreprodudble. 
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Tom with divers answers, and finally let him believe I would 
come (having refused several dazzling chances for the purpose) 
supposing of course I should see him here yesterday at Miss 
Upham's board and disabuse him. But the young viper went 
home right after breakfast— so I had to go into Boston this 
morning and explain. Wilky had come up from Concord to 
dine in said Commonwealth Avenue, and I, as it turned out, 
found myself in for following the innocent lamb Lily up and 
down the town for two hours, to hold bundles and ring bells 
for her; Wilky and Tom having vanished from the scene. 
Clear sharp cold morning, thermometer 5 degrees at sunrise, 
and the streets covered with one glare of ice. I had thick 
smooth shoes and went sliding off like an avalanche every 
three steps, while she, having india-rubbers and being a Bos- 
tonian, went ahead like a swan. I had among other things to 
keep her bundles from harm, to wipe away every three min- 
utes the trembling jewel with which the cold would with 
persistent kindness ornament my coral nose; to keep a hypo- 
critic watchful eye on her movements lest she fall; to raise my 
hat gracefully to more and more of her acquaintances every 
block; to skate round and round embracing lamp-posts and 
door-scrapers by the score to keep from falling, as well as to 
avoid serving old lady-promenaders in the same way; to cut 
capers 4 feet high at the rate of 20 a second, every now and 
then, for the same purpose; to keep from scooting off down 
hills and round corners as fast as my able-bodied companion; 
often to do all these at once and then fall lickety-bang like a 
chandelier, but when so to preserve an expression of placid 
beatitude or easy nonchalance despite the raging fiend within: 
oh it beggars description! When finally it was over and I stood 
alone I shook my companion's dust from my feet and, biting 
my beard with rage, sware a mighty oath unto high heaven 
that I would never, while reason held her throne in this dis- 
tracted orb, never NEVER, by word, look or gesture and this 
without mental reservation, acknowledge a ‘'young lady'* as a 
human being. The false and rotten spawn might die before I 
would wink to save it. No more Parties now!— at last I am a 
Man, etc., etc.! 

My enthusiasm ran very high for a few minutes, but I sud- 
denly saw that I was a great ass and became sobered instantly, 
so that on the whole I am better for the circumstance, being 
a sadder and a wiser man. I also went to the Tappans' and 
gave the children slight presents; then, coming home to my 
venal boards behaved very considerately and paternally to a 
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young lady who sat next to me, but with a shade of subdued 
melancholy in my manner which could not have been noticed 
at the breakfast-table. Many times and bitterly to-day have I 
thought of home and lamented that 1 should have to be away 
at this merry Christmastide from my rare family; wondering, 
with Wilky, if they were missing us as we miss them. And now 
as I sit in the light of my kerosene, with the fire quietly con- 
suming in the grate and the twilight on the snow outside and 
the melancholy old-fashioned strains of the piano dimly rising 
from below, I see in vision those at home just going in to 
dinner; my aged, silvered Mother leaning on the arm of her 
stalwart yet flexible H., merry and garrulous as ever, my blush- 
ing Aunt with her old wild beauty still hanging about her, 
my modest Father with his rippling raven locks, the genial 
auld Rob and the mysterious Alice, all rise before me, a glori- 
fied throng; but two other forms, one tall, intellectual, swarthy, 
with curved nose and eagle eye, the other having breadth 
rather than depth, but a goodly morsel too, are wanting to 
complete the harmonious whole. Eftsoons they vanish and I 
am again alone, alone— wh 3 .i pathos in the word I I have two 
companions though, most all the time— remorse and despairl 
T. S. Perry took their place for a little, and to-day they have 
not come back. T. S. seemed to enjoy his visit very much. It 
was very pleasant for me to have him; his rustic wonder at 
the commonest sights was most ludicrous, and his conversation 
most amusing and instructive. 

The place here improves to me as I go on living in it, and if 
I study with Agassiz 4 or 5 years there is nothing I should like 
better than to have you all with me, regular and comfortable. 
I enclose another advertisement of a house— but which would 
be too small for us, I believe, though it might be looked at. 
I had a long talk with one of A.'s students the other night, 
and saw for the first time how a naturalist may feel about his 
trade exactly as an artist does about his. For instance Agassiz 
would rather take wholly uninstructed people— “for he has to 
unteach them all they have learnt." He doesn't let them so 
much as look into a book for a long while; what they learn 
they must learn for themselves and be masters of it all. The 
consequence is he makes Naturalists of them— doesn't merely 
cram them; and this student (he had been there 2 years) said 
he felt ready to go anywhere in the world now with nothing 
but his notebook and study out anything quite alone. A. must 
be a great teacher. Chemistry comes on tolerably, but not so 
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fast as I expected. I am pretty slow with my substances, having 
done but 12 since Thanksgiving and having 38 more to do 
before the end of the term. 

Comment on the abundance, the gaiety and drollery, the generous 
play of vision and fancy in all this, would seem so needless as to be 
almost officious, were not the commentator constantly, were he not 
infinitely, arrested and reminded and solicited; which is at once his 
advantage and his embarrassment. Such a letter, at all events, read 
over with the general key, touches its contemporary scene and hour 
into an intensity of life for him; making indeed the great sign of 
that life my brother’s signal vivacity and cordiality, his endless spon- 
taneity of mind. Every thing in it is characteristic of the genius and 
expressive of the mood, and not least, of course, the pleasantry of 
paradox, the evocation of each familiar image by its vivid opposite. 
Our mother, €,g., was not at the time, nor for a good while yet, so 
venerably “silvered”; our handsome-headed father had lost, occipi- 
tally, long before, all pretence to raven locks, certainly to the effect 
of their “rippling”; the beauty of our admirable aunt was as happily 
alien either to wildness or to the “hanging” air as it could very 
well be; the “mystery” of our young sister consisted all in the can- 
dour of her natural bloom, even if at the same time of her lively in- 
telligence; and H.’s mirth and garrulity appear to have repre- 
sented for the writer the veriest ironic translation of something in 
that youth, I judge, not a little mildly— though oh so mildlyl— mo- 
rose or anxiously mute. To the same tune the aquiline in his own 
nose heroically derides the slightly relaxed line of that feature; and 
our brother Wilky’s want of physical “depth” is a glance at a differ- 
ent proportion. Of a like tinge of pleasantry, I may add, is the im- 
putation of the provincial gape to our friend T. S. Perry, of New- 
port birth and unintermitted breeding, with whom we were to live 
so much in the years to come, and who was then on the eve of en- 
tering Harvard— his face already uninterruptedly turned to that love 
of letters, that practice of them by dauntless and inordinate, though 
never at all vulgarly resonant, absorption which was to constitute 
in itself the most disinterested of careers. I had myself felt him from 
the first an exemplary, at once, and a discouraging friend; he had let 
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himself loose in the world of books, pressed and roamed through 
the most various literatures and the most voluminous authors, with 
a stride that, as it carried him beyond all view, left me dismayed 
and helpless at the edge of the forest, where I listened wistfully but 
unemulously to the far-off crash from within of his felled timber, 
the clearing of whole spaces or periods shelf by shelf or great tree 
by tree. The brother-in-law of John La Farge, he had for us further, 
with that reviving consciousness of American annals which the War 
was at once so rudely and so insidiously to quicken in us, the glamour 
of his straight descent from the Commodores Perry of the Lake Erie 
in the war of 1812, respectively, and of the portentous penetration 
of Japan just after the mid-century, and his longer-drawn but equally 
direct and so clean and comfortable affiliation to the great Benjamin 
Franklin: as these things at least seemed to me under my habit (too 
musing and brooding certainly to have made for light loquacity) of 
pressing every wind-borne particle of personal history— once the per- 
sons were only other enough from myself— into the service of what 
I would fain have called picture or, less explicitly, less formulatedly, 
romance. 

These, however, are but too fond insistences, and what mainly 
bears pointing out is my brother’s already restless reach forth to some 
new subject of study. He had but lately addressed himself, not with- 
out confidence, to such an investigation of Chemistry as he might 
become conscious of a warrant for, yet the appeal of Agassiz’s great 
authority, so much in the air of the Cambridge of that time, found 
him at once responsive; it opened up a world, the world of sentient 
life, in the light of which Chemistry faded. He had not, however, 
for the moment done with it; and what I at any rate find most to the 
point in the pages before me is the charm of their so witnessing to 
the geniality and harmony of our family life, exquisite as I look back 
on it and reflected almost as much in any one passage taken at 
hazard as in any other. He had apparently, at the date of the follow- 
ing, changed his lodging. 

President Felton’s death has been the great event of the 
week— two funerals and I don’t know how many prayers and 
sermons. To-day I thought I would go to University chapel 
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for the sake of variety and hear Dr. Peabody's final word on 
him— and a very long and lugubrious one it was. The prayer 
was a prolonged moan in which the death (not in its conse- 
quences, but in itself) was treated as a great calamity, and 
the whole eulogy was almost ridiculously overcharged. What 
was most disagreeable throughout was the wailing tones, not a 
bit that of simple pagan grief at the loss— which would have 
been honest; but a whine consciously put on as from a sense 
of duty, and a whine at nothing definite either, only a purpose- 
less clothing of all his words in tears. The whole style of the 
performance was such that I have concluded to have nothing 
more to do with funerals till they improve. 

The walking here has been terrible with ice or slush these 
many weeks, but over head celestial. No new developments 
in this house. The maniac sometimes chills my very marrow 
by hoarsely whispering outside the door, “Gulielmo, Guli- 
elmo!" Old Sweetser sits in his dressing-gown smoking his pipe 
all day in a little uncomfortable old bathroom next door to 
me. He may with truth be called a queer cuss. The young 
ladies have that very nasty immodest habit of hustling them- 
selves out of sight precipitately whenever I appear. I dined 

with Mrs. yesterday all alone. She was quite sick, very 

hoarse, and he was in the country, so that on the whole it was 
a great bore. She is very clumsy in her way of doing things, 
and her invitation to me was for the wife of an artist— not 
artistici 

I am now studying organic Chemistry. It will probably 
shock Mother to hear that I yesterday destroyed a pocket- 
handkerchief— but it was an old one and I converted it into 
some sugar which though rather brown is very good. I believe 
I forgot to tell you that I am shorn of my brightest ornament. 

That solitary hirsute jewel which lent such a manly and 
martial aspect to my visage is gone, and the place thereof is 
naked. I don't think anyone will know the difference, and 
moreover it is not dead, it only sleeps and will some day rise 
phoenix-like from its ashes with tenfold its former beauty. 
When Father comes will he please bring Ganot's Physique if 
H. doesn*t want it? 

In none of these earlier communications from Cambridge is the 
element of affectionate pleasantry more at play than in those ad- 
dressed to his sister. 
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Charmante jeune fille, I find the Tappans really expected 
me to bring you to them and were much disappointed at my 
failure. Ellen has grown very fat and big. Mary calls everybody 
“horrid.” Lyly Barker is with the Wards. I haven't seen her 
yet, but shall do so on Saturday, when I am also to dine with 
the Hunts. I hope your neuralgia, or whatever you may be- 
lieve the thing was, has gone and that you are back at school 
instead of languishing and lolling about the house. I send 
you herewith a portrait of Prof. Eliot, a very fair likeness, to 
grace your book withal. Write me whenever you have the 
slightest or most fleeting inclination to do so. If you have only 
one sentence to say, don't grudge paper and stamps for it. 

You don't know how much good you may do me at an appro- 
priate time by a little easy scratching of your graceful nimble 
pen. 

In another apostrophe to the same correspondent, at the same sea- 
son, his high spirits throw off the bonds of the vernacular. 

Est-ce que tu songes jamais k moi comme moi je songe k toi? 

—oh je crois bien que non! Maintes fois dans la journ^e 
I'image d'une espdce d'ange vetue de blanc avec de longs 
boucles noirs qui encadrent une figure telle que la plupart 
des mortels ne font que I'entrevoir dans leur r^ves, s'impose 
k mes sens ravis; creature longue et fluette qui se dispose k 
se coucher dans une petite chambrette verte oh le gaz fait un 
grand jour. Eh, oua, oua, oual c'est k faire mourir de douleur. 

Mais je parie que tout de meme pas une ^tincelle ne vibre 
pour moi dans les fibres de ton coeur endurci. H^las, oubli^ de 
mes parents et de mes semblables, je ne vois, ou que je regarde, 
qu'un ablme de d^sespoir, un gouffre noir et peupld de 
demons, qui t6t ou tard va m’engloutir. Tu ne m'^cris jamais 
sauf pour me soutirer des objets de luxe. La vaste m^re me 
diteste, il n’y a que le frire qui me reste attachi, et lui par 
esprit d'opposition plus que par autre chose. Eh mon Dieu, 
que vais-je devenir? En tout cas je vais clore cette lettre, qui 
s'est allongie malgri moi. Ton frere, James William. 

Of the same bright complexion is this report, addressed to his 
parents, of the change of lod^ng already noted. 

The presence of the Tweedys has been most agreeable and 
has contributed in no small degree to break the shock of re- 
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moval to these new rooms, which are not near so cosy as the 
old; especially with the smoking of my stove, which went on 
all the first two days. That has been stopped, however, and the 
only trouble is now to get the fire alight at all. I have generally 
to start it 3 or 4 times, and the removal of the material of 
each failure from the grate is a fearful business. I have also 
to descend to the cellar myself to get my coal, and my “hod,"' 
as Ma Sweetser, my landlady, calls it, not being very much 
bigger than a milk-pitcher, doesn't add to the charm. The coal 
is apt to drop on the stairs, and I have to pick it all up. At 
present the stove fills the room with a nephitic and pestilential 
gas, so that I have to keep the window open. I went last night 
with the Tweedys to the concert for which they came up, and 
with them this morning to hear Wendell Phillips. This 
Sweetser family is worthy of Dickens. It consists of a Mr. and 
Miss S., Mr. S.'s three gushing girls, a parrot and a maniac. 

The maniac is very obstreperous. Her husband left her board- 
ing here 3 months ago and went to Cuba. When she got mad 
he was written to, but has sent no reply, and they are keeping 
her. For the Aunt's sake I keep my drawer locked against her 
at night. Old Sweetser is a riddle I hope to do justice to at 
some future time, but can't begin on now. His sister shakes 
like an aspen whenever she is spoken to. Oh I forgot the most 
important character of all, the black wench who “does" the 
room. She is about 20 years old and wears short frocks, but 
talks like Alice Robeson and has an antediluvian face about 
as large as the top of a flour-barrel. 

I can really keep my hand from nothing, of whatever connection, 
that causes his intensity of animation and spontaneity of expression 
to revive. On a Sunday evening early in 1862 he had 

just returned from Milton, and, after removing from my per- 
son a beetle, sit down to write you immediately. Ever since 
10.30 this A.M. the beetle s'est promen^ k I'envi sur ma peau. 

The first feeling I had of his becoming attached to it made 
me jump so as to scare an old lady opposite me in the car into 
fits. Finding him too hard to crush I let him run, and at last 
got used to him though at times he tickled me to excruciation, 

I ache in every limb and every cranny of my mind from my 
visit. . . . They had the usual number of stories, wonderful 
and not wonderful, to tell of their friends and relatives (of 
Stephen somebody, e.g., who had a waggon weighing several 
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tons run over his chest without even bruising him, and so on). 

They are very nice girls indeed all the same. I then went, near 
by, to the Forbes's in a state of profuse perspiration, and saw 
handsome Mrs. F. and her daughters, and a substitute for 
Governor Andrew in the person of his wife; after which I re- 
turned here, being driven back in the car, as I perceived on 
the front platform, by our old familiar— familiar indeed I— 
friend William (I mean our Irish ex-coachman) whom age 
doesn't seem to render more veracious, as he told me several 
very big stories about himself: how he smashed a car to pieces 
the other night, how he first gave the alarm of the great fire, 
etc. 

I went to the theatre the other night, and, asking a gentle- 
man to make room for me, found him to be Bob Temple, who 
had arrived in Boston that day. He looks very well and talks 
in the most extraordinary way you ever heard about Slavery 
and the wickedness of human society, and is apparently very 
sincere. He sailed for Europe on Wednesday. I exhorted him 
to stop over at Newport, but he wouldn’t. There was some- 
thing quite peculiar about him— he seemed greatly changed. 

I can tell you more at home, but wish I might have seen more 
of him. I have been the last three nights running to hear John 
Wilkes Booth, the “young American Roscius." Rant, rant, rant 
of the most fearful kind. The worst parts most applauded, but 
with any amount of fire and energy in the passionate parts, in 
some of which he really becomes natural. . . . You don’t know 
what a regular Sevignc^ you have in Alice. I blush for my 
delinquencies toward her, but bow my head with meek hu- 
mility, contented to be her debtor all my life and despairing 
of ever repaying her the value of her letters. Mother and Aunt 
I pine to see, and the honest Jack Tar of the family, the rough 
Bob, with his rude untutored waysl 

Traps for remembrance I find set at every turn here, so that I have 
either to dodge them or patiently to suffer catching. I try in vain for 
instance merely to brush past the image of our kinsman Robert 
Temple the younger, who made with his brother Will the eldest 
pair in that house of cousins: he waylays, he persuades me too much, 
and to fail of the few right words for him would be to leave a deep 
debt unrepaid— his fitful hovering presence, repeatedly vivid and 
repeatedly obscured, so considerably ‘‘counted" for us, pointing the 
sharpest moral, pointing fifty morals, and adorning a perpetual tale. 
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He was for years, first on the nearer and then little by little on the 
further, the furthest, horizon, quite the most emphasised of all our 
wastrels, the figure bristling most with every irregular accent that 
we were to find ourselves in any closeness of relation with. I held 
him for myself at least, from far back, a pure gift of free-handed 
chance to the grateful imagination, the utmost limit of whose com- 
plaint of it could be but for the difficulty of rendering him the really 
proper tribute. I regarded him truly, for a long time, as a possession 
of the mind, the human image swung before us with most of the ef- 
fect of strong and thick and inimitable colour. If to be orphaned 
and free of range had affected my young fancy as the happy, that is 
the romantic, lot, no member of the whole cousinship, favoured in 
that sense as so many of them were, enjoyed so, by my making out, 
the highest privilege of the case. Nothing, I could afterwards easily 
see, had been less inevitable and of a greater awkwardness of acci- 
dent than his being, soon after the death of his parents, shipped off 
from Albany, in pursuit of an education, to an unheard-of school in 
a remote corner of Scotland; which fact it was, however, that played 
for me exactly the bright part of preparing to show with particular 
intensity what Europe again, with the opportunity so given, was 
going to proceed to. It thus shone out when after the lapse of several 
years he recurred to our more competent view that, quite richly 
erratic creature as he might appear, and to whatever degree of won- 
der and suspense, of amusement and amazement, he might wind us 
up, the rich alien influence, full of special queernesses and mysteries 
in this special connection, had complacently turned him out for us 
and had ever so irretrievably and ineffaceably stamped him. He rose 
before us, tall and goodlooking and easy, as a figure of an oddly 
civilised perversity; his irreverent challenging humour, playing at 
once, without mercy, over American aspects, seemed somehow not 
less cultivated than profane— just which note in itself caused the plot 
beautifully to thicken; for this was to distinguish and almost em- 
bellish him throughout a long career in which he was to neglect no 
occasion, however frankly forbidding, for graceless adventure, that 
he had the pure derisive, the loose and mocking mind, yet initiated, 
educated, almost elegantly impudent, in other words successfully 
impertinent, and which expressed itself, in particular by the pen. 
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with a literary lightness that we used to find inimitable. He had 
dangled there, further off and nearer, as a character, to my atten- 
tion, in the sense in which “people in books” were characters, and 
other people, roundabout us, were somehow not; so that I fairly 
thought of him (though this more, doubtless, with the lapse of time) 
very much as if we had owed him to Thackeray or Dickens, the 
creators of superior life to whom we were at that time always owing 
most, rather than to any set of circumstances by which we had in our 
own persons felt served; that he was inimitable, inimitably droll, 
inimitably wasted, wanton, impossible, or whatever else it might 
be, making him thus one with the rounded and represented creature, 
shining in the light of art, as distinguished from the vague handful 
of more or less susceptible material that had in the common air to 
pass for a true concretion. The promise of this had been, to my orig- 
inal vision, in every wind-bome echo of him, however light; I doubt- 
less put people “into books” by very much the same turn of the 
hand with which I took them out, but it had tinged itself with the 
finely free that, proceeding in due course from his school at Focha- 
bers to the University of Aberdeen (each sound and syllable of this 
general far cry from Albany had in itself an incoherence!) he had en- 
countered while there the oddest of all occasions to embrace the 
Romish faith. In the same way it ministered to the vivid, even if 
baffled, view of him that he appeared then to have retreated upon 
the impenetrable stronghold of Nairn, described by him as a bleak 
little Scotch watering-place which yet sufficed to his cluster of pre- 
dicaments: whence he began to address to his bewildered pair of 
Albany guardians and trustees the earlier of that series of incompar- 
ably amusing letters, as we judged them, the arrival of almost any 
one of which among us, out of the midst of indocilities at once more 
and more horrific and more and more reported with a desperate 
drollery, was to constitute an event so supremely beguiling that dis- 
tressful meanings and expensive remedies found themselves alike 
salved to consciousness by the fact that such compositions could only 
be, for people of taste, enjoyable. I think of this hapless kinsman 
throughout as blest with a “form” that appealed to the finer fibres of 
appreciation; so that, variously misadventurous as he was ever to 
continue, his genius for expression again and again just saved him— 
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saved him for bare life, left in his hand a broken piece of the ef- 
fective magic wand, never perhaps waved with anything like that 
easy grace in an equally compromised interest. 

It was at any rate as if I had from the first collected and saved 
up the echoes— or so at least it seems to me now: echoes of him as all 
sarcastically and incorrigibly mutinous, somewhat later on, while in 
nominal charge of a despairing pasteur at Neuchatel— followed by 
the intensified sense of him, after I scarce remember quite what in- 
terval, on his appearing at Newport, where his sisters, as I have 
mentioned, had been protectively gathered in, during the year, more 
or less, that followed our own installation there. Then it was that 
we had the value of his being interesting with less trouble taken to 
that end— in proportion to the effect achieved— than perhaps ever 
served such a cause; it would perhaps scarce even be too much to 
say that, as the only trouble he seemed capable of was the trouble 
of quite positively declining to interest on any terms, his essential 
Dickensism, as I have called it, or his Thackerayan tint if preferred, 
his comedy-virtue in fine, which he could neither disown nor, prac- 
tically speaking, misapply, was stronger even than his particular 
sardonic cynicism, strongly as that was at last to flower. I won’t in the 
least say he dazzled— that was reserved for his so quite otherwise 
brilliant, his temporarily triumphant, younger brother, at whom I 
have already glanced, who was on no possible terms with him, and 
never could have been, so that the difficulty of their relation glim- 
mers upon me as probably half the good reason for the original 
queer despatch of the elder to about the remotest, the most separat- 
ing, point in space at which “educational advantages’’ could be con- 
ceived as awaiting him. 1 must have had no need by that time to 
be dazzled, or even to be charmed, in order more or less fondly, often 
indeed doubtless fearfully, to apprehend; what I apprehended being 
that here was a creature quite amusedly and perceptively, quite 
attentively and, after a fashion, profitably, living without a single 
one of the elements of life (of the inward, I mean, those one would 
most have missed if deprived of them) that I knew as most conducive 
to animation. What could have roused more curiosity than this, for 
the time at least, even if there hadn’t been associated with it such a 
fine redolence, as I then supposed it, of the rich and strange places 
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and things, as I supposed them, that had contributed to making 
him over? He had come back made— unless one was already, and 
too conveniently or complacently, to call it unmade: that was the 
point (and it certainly wasn’t Albany that ever would have made 
him); he had come back charged, to my vision, with prodigious 
“English” impressions and awarenesses, each so thoroughly and 
easily assimilated that they might have played their part as convic- 
tions and standards had he pretended to anything that would in that 
degree have satisfied us. He never spoke of his “faith,” as that might 
have been the thing we could have held him to; and he knew what 
not too gracelessly to speak of when the sense of the American gro- 
tesque in general and the largely-viewed “family” reducibility to 
the absurd in particular offered him such free light pasture. He had 
the sign of grace that he ever perfectly considered my father— so far 
as attitude, distinct from behaviour, went; but most members of our 
kinship on that side still clung to this habit of consideration even 
when, as was in certain cases but too visible, they had parted with 
all sense of any other. I have preserved no happier truth about my 
father than that the graceless whom, according to their own fond 
term, he, and he alone of all of us, “understood,” returned to him 
as often and appealed to him as freely as those happier, though in- 
deed scarce less importunate, in the connection, who found attrac- 
tion and reason enough in their understanding him. My brother’s 
impression of this vessel of intimations that evening at the Boston 
theatre, and of his “sincerity” and his seeming “greatly changed,” 
doesn’t at all events, I feel, fail in the least to fit into one of those 
amplifications upon which my incurable trick of unwillingness 
wholly to sacrifice any good value compromised by time tends to 
precipitate me with a force that my reader can scarce fear for me 
more than I fear it for myself. There was no “extraordinary way** 
in which our incalculable kinsman mightn't talk, and that William 
should have had for the hour the benefit of this general truth is 
but a happy note in my record. It was not always the case that one 
wished one “might have seen more of him,” but this was only be- 
cause one had had on any contact the sense of seeing so much. That 
produced consequences among which the desire for more might 
even be uncannily numbered. John Wilkes Booth, of the same eve- 
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ning, was of course President Lincoln’s assassin-to-be, of whose 
crudely extravagant performance of the hero of Schiller’s Robbers 
I recall my brother’s imitative description— I never myself saw him; 
and it simplifies his case, I think, for distracted history, that he must 
have been quite an abominable actor. I appear meanwhile to have 
paid William at Cambridge a visit of which I have quite oddly lost 
remembrance— by reason doubtless of its but losing itself in like, 
though more prolonged, occasions that were to follow at no great 
distance and that await my further reference. The manner of his 
own allusion to it more than suffices. 

The radiance of H.'s visit has not faded yet, and I come 
upon gleams of it three or four times a day in my tarings to 
and fro, but it has never a bit diminished the lustre of far-off 
shining Newport, all silver and blue, and of this heavenly 
group below all being more or less failures, especially the 
two outside ones. The more so as the above-mentioned H. 
could in no wise satisfy my craving for knowledge of family 
and friends— he didn't seem to have been on speaking terms 
with anyone for some time past, and could tell me nothing of 
what they did, said or thought, about any given subject. 
Never did I see a so-much uninterested creature in the affairs 
of those about him. He is a good soul, though, in his way, 
too; and less fatal than the light fantastic and ever-sociable 
Wilky, who has wrought little but disaster during his stay 
with me; breaking down my good resolutions about food, 
keeping me from all intellectual exercise, working havoc on 
my best hat by wearing it while dressing, while in his night- 
gown, while washing his face, and all but going to bed with 
it. He occupied my comfortable arm-chair all the morning in 
the position represented in the fine plate that accompanies 
this letter— but one more night though, and he will have gone, 
and no thorn shall pierce the side of the serene and hallowed 
felicity of expectation in which I shall revel till the time comes 
for returning home, home to the hearth of my infancy and 
budding youth. As Wilky has submitted to you a r^sum^ of 
his future history for the next few years, so will I of mine, 
hoping it will meet your approval. Thus: one year Chemistry, 
then one term at home. Then one year with Wyman, followed 
by a medical education. Then five or six years with Agassiz; 
after which probably death, death, death from inflation and 
^ A drawing of figures in evening lamplight. 
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plethora of knowledge. This you had better seriously consider. 

So farewell till 8.45 some Sunday evening soon. Your bold, 
your beautiful, your blossoml 

‘T lead, as ever,*' he meanwhile elsewhere records, “the monoto- 
nous life of the scholar, with few variations.'* 

We have very general talk at our table, Miss Upham de- 
claiming against the vulgarity of President Lincoln and com- 
placently telling of her own ignorance as to the way the wind 
blows or as to the political events going on, and saying she 
thinks it a great waste of time and of “no practical account” 
to study natural history. F. J. Child impresses one as very witty 
and funny, but leaves it impossible to remember what he says. 

I took a walk with the Divinity student this splendid after- 
noon. He told me he had been walking yesterday with one of 
the Jerseymen and they had discussed the doctrine of a future 
state. The Jersey man thought that if the easy Unitarian doc- 
trines were to become popular the morals of the community 
would be most terribly relaxed. “Why,” said the other, “here 
you are in the very thick of Unitarianism; look about you— 
people are about as good as anywhere.” “Yes,” replied the 
Jerseyman, “I confess to you that that is what has staggered 
me, and I don't understand it yeti” 

I stretch over to the next year, 1863, for the sake of the following 
to his sister. 

Ch^rie charmante, I am established in a cosy little room, 
with a large recess with a window in it containing bed and 
washstand, and separated from the main apartment by a rich 
green silk curtain and a large gilt cornice. This gives the 
whole establishment a splendid look. 1 found when 1 got back 
here that Miss Upham had raised her price; so great efforts 
were made by two of us to form a club. But too little en- 
thusiasm was shown by any one else, and it fell through. 1 then 
with that fine economical instinct which distinguishes me re- 
solved to take breakfast and tea, of my own finding and mak- 
ing, in my room, and only pay Miss Upham for dinners. Miss 
U. is now holding forth at Swampscott, so 1 asked to see her 
sister Mrs. Wood and learn the cost of the 7 dinners a week. 

She with true motherly instinct said that 1 should only make a 
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slop with my self-made meals in my room, and that she would 
rather let me keep on for 4.50, seeing it was me. I said she 
must first consult Miss Upham. She returned from Swampscott 
saying that Miss U. had sworn she would rather pay me a 
dollar a week than have me go away. Ablaze with economic 
passion I cried “Done 1 ”— trying to make it appear that she 
had made me a formal offer to that effect. But she then 
wouldn’t admit it, and after much recrimination we sepa- 
rated, it being agreed that I should come for 4.50, hut tell no 
one. So mind you don’t either. I now lay my hand on my heart 
and confidently look to my Mother for that glance of appro- 
bation which she must bestow. Have I not redeemed any weak- 
nesses of the past? Though part of my conception fails, yet it 
was boldly planned and would have been a noble stroke. 

I have been pretty busy this week. I have a filial feeling 
toward Wyman already. I work in a vast museum at a table 
all alone, surrounded by skeletons of mastodons, crocodiles 
and the like, with the walls hung about with monsters and 
horrors enough to freeze the blood. But I have no fear, as 
most of them are tightly bottled up. Occasionally solemn 
men and women come in to see the museum, and sometimes 
timid little girls (reminding me of thee, my love, only they are 
less fashionably dressed), who whisper "Is folks allowed here?" 
It pains me to remark, however, that not all the little girls are 
of this pleasing type, many being bold-faced jades. Salter is 
back here, but morose. One or two new students and Prof. 
Goodwin, who is very agreeable. Also William Everett, son of 
the great Edward, very intelligent and a capital scholar, study- 
ing law. He took honours at the English Cambridge. I send a 
photograph of General Sickles for your and Wilky’s amuse- 
ment. It is a part of a great anthropomorphological collection 
which I am going to make. So take care of it, as well as of all 
the photographs you will find in the table-drawer in my room. 
But isn’t he a bully boy? Desecrate the room as little as pos- 
sible. If Wilky wants me as an extra nurse send for me without 
hesitation. 
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VI 

These returns to that first year or two at Newport contribute mean- 
while to filling out as nothing in the present pages has yet done for 
me that vision of our father’s unsurpassable patience and inde- 
pendence, in the interest of the convictions he cherished and the 
expression of them, as richly emphatic as it was scantly heeded, to 
which he daily gave himself. We took his “writing” infinitely for 
granted— we had always so taken it, and the sense of him, each long 
morning, at his study table either with bent considering brow or 
with a half-spent and checked intensity, a lapse backward in his 
chair and a musing lift of perhaps troubled and baffled eyes, seems 
to me the most constant fact, the most closely interwoven and under- 
lying, among all our breaks and variations. He applied himself there 
with a regularity and a piety as little subject to sighing abatements 
or betrayed fears as if he had been working under pressure for his 
bread and ours and the question were too urgent for his daring to 
doubt. This play of his remarkable genius brought him in fact 
throughout the long years no ghost of a reward in the form of pence, 
and could proceed to publicity, as it repeatedly did, not only by the 
copious and resigned sacrifice of such calculations, but by his meet- 
ing in every single case all the expenses of the process. The untired 
impulse to this devotion figured for us, comprehensively and fa- 
miliarly, as “Father’s Ideas,” of the force and truth of which in his 
own view we were always so respectfully, even though at times so 
bewilderedly and confoundedly persuaded, that we felt there was 
nothing in his exhibition of life that they didn’t or couldn’t account 
for. They pervaded and supported his existence, and very consider- 
ably our own; but what comes back to me, to the production of a 
tenderness and an admiration scarce to be expressed, is the fact that 
though we thus easily and naturally lived with them and indeed, as 
to their more general effects, the colour and savour they gave to his 
talk, breathed them in and enjoyed both their quickening and their 
embarrassing presence, to say nothing of their almost never less than 
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amusing, we were left as free and unattacked by them as if they had 
been so many droppings of gold and silver coin on tables and chim- 
ney-pieces, to be “taken** or not according to our sense and delicacy, 
that is our felt need and felt honour. The combination in him of 
his different vivacities, his living interest in his philosophy, his living 
interest in us and his living superiority to all greed of authority, all 
overreaching or overemphasing “success,** at least in the heated short 
run, gave his character a magnanimity by which it was impossible 
to us not to profit in all sorts of responsive and in fact quite luxuri- 
ous ways. It was a luxury, I to-day see, to have all the benefit of his 
intellectual and spiritual, his religious, his philosophic and his social 
passion, without ever feeling the pressure of it to our direct irrita- 
tion or discomfort. It would perhaps more truly figure the relation 
in which he left us to these things to have likened our opportunities 
rather to so many scattered glasses of the liquor of faith, poured-out 
cups stood about for our either sipping or draining down or leaving 
alone, in the measure of our thirst, our curiosity or our strength of 
head and heart. If there was much leaving alone in us— and I freely 
confess that, so far as the taking any of it all “straight** went, my lips 
rarely adventured— this was doubtless because we drank so largely 
at the source itself, the personally overflowing and irrigating. What 
it then comes to, for my present vision, was that he treated us most 
of all on the whole, as he in fact treated everything, by his saving 
imagination— which set us, and the more as we were naturally so 
inclined, the example of living as much as we might in some such 
light of our own. If we had been asked in our younger time for 
instance what were our father’s ideas, or to give an example of one 
of them, I think we should promptly have answered (I should my- 
self have hastened to do so) that the principal was a devoted attach- 
ment to the writings of Swedenborg; as to whom we were to remem- 
ber betimes, with intimate appreciation, that in reply to somebody's 
plea of not finding him credible our parent had pronounced him, 
on the contrary, fairly “insipid with veracity.** We liked that partly, 
I think, because it disposed in a manner, that is in favour of our 
detachment, of the great Emanuel, but when I remember the part 
played, so close beside us, by this latter’s copious revelation, I feel 
almost ashamed for my own incurious conduct. The part played 
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consisted to a large extent in the vast, even though incomplete, 
array of Swedenborg’s works, the old faded covers of which, an- 
ciently red, actually apt to be loose, and backed with labels of im- 
pressive, though to my sense somewhat sinister London imprint. 
Arcana Coelestia, Heaven and Hell and other such matters— they 
all had, as from other days, a sort of black emphasis of dignity- 
ranged themselves before us wherever, and however briefly, we 
disposed ourselves, forming even for short journeys the base of our 
father’s travelling library and perhaps at some seasons therewith the 
accepted strain on our mother’s patience. I recall them as inveter- 
ately part of our very luggage, requiring proportionate receptacles; 
I recall them as, in a number considerable even when reduced, part 
of their proprietor’s own most particular dependence on his leaving 
home, during our more agitated years, for those speculative visits 
to possible better places (than whatever place of the moment) from 
which, as I have elsewhere mentioned, he was apt to return under 
premature, under passionate nostalgic, reaction. The Swedenborgs 
were promptly out again on their customary shelves or sometimes 
more improvised perches, and it was somehow not till we had assured 
ourselves of this that we felt that incident closed. 

Nothing could have exceeded at the same time our general sense 
—unless I all discreetly again confine myself to the spare record of my 
own— for our good fortune in never having been, even when most 
helpless, dragged by any approach to a faint jerk over the threshold 
of the inhabited temple. It stood there in the centre of our family 
life, into which its doors of fine austere bronze opened straight; we 
passed and repassed them when we didn’t more consciously go 
round and behind; we took for granted vague grand things within, 
but we never paused to peer or penetrate, and none the less never 
had the so natural and wistful, perhaps even the so properly resent- 
ful, "Oh I say, do look in a moment for manners if for nothing elsel" 
called after us as we went. Our admirable mother sat on the steps 
at least and caught reverberations of the inward mystic choir; but 
there were positive contemporary moments when I well-nigh became 
aware, I think, of something graceless, something not to the credit 
of my aspiring "intellectual life,’* or of whatever small pretensions 
to seriousness I might have begun to nourish, in the anything but 
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heroic impunity of my inattention. William, later on, made up for 
this not a little, redeeming so, to a large extent, as he grew older, 
our filial honour in the matter of a decent sympathy, if not of a 
noble curiosity: distinct to me even are certain echoes of passages 
between our father and his eldest son that I assisted at, more or less 
indirectly and wonderingly, as at intellectual “scenes,” gathering 
from them portents of my brother’s independent range of specula- 
tion, agitations of drought and announcements of difference, which 
could but have represented, far beyond anything I should ever have 
to show, a gained and to a considerable degree an enjoyed, con- 
fessedly an interested, acquaintance with the paternal philosophic 
penetralia. That particular impression refers indeed to hours which 
at the point I have reached had not yet struck; but I am touched 
even now, after all the years, with something exquisite in my half- 
grasped premonitory vision of their belonging, these belated dis- 
cussions that were but the flowering of the first germs of such other, 
doubtless already such opposed, perceptions and conclusions, to that 
order of thin consolations and broken rewards which long figured 
as the most and the best of what was to have been waited for on our 
companion’s part without the escape of a plaint. Yet I feel I may 
claim that our awareness of all that was so serenely dispensed with 
—to call it missed would have been quite to falsify the story and 
reflect meanly on the spirit— never in the least brutally lapsed from 
admiration, however unuttered the sentiment itself, after the fashion 
of raw youth; it is in fact quite distinct to me that, had there been 
danger of this, there came to us from our mother’s lips at intervals 
long enough to emphasise the final sincerity and beauty a fairly 
sacred reminder of that strain of almost solely self-nourished equa- 
nimity, or in other words insuperable gaiety, in her life’s comrade, 
which she had never seen give way. This was the very gaiety that 
kept through the years coming out for us— to the point of inviting 
free jokes and other light familiarities from us at its expense. The 
happiest household pleasantry invested our legend of our mother’s 
fond habit of address, “Your father’s ideas, you know— I” which 
was always the signal for our embracing her with the last re- 
sponsive finality (and, for the full pleasure of it, in his presence). 
Nothing indeed so much as his presence encouraged the licence, as 
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I may truly call it, of the legend— that is of our treatment en famille 
of any reference to the attested public weight of his labours; which, 
1 hasten to add, was much too esoteric a ground of geniality, a dear 
old family joke, not to be kept, for its value, to ourselves. But there 
comes back to me the impression of his appearing on occasion quite 
moved to the exuberance of cheer— as a form of refreshment he 
could draw on for a stronger and brighter spurt, I mean— by such 
an apology for resonance of reputation as our harmless, our of course 
utterly edgeless, profanity represented. It might have been for him, 
by a happy stretch, a sign that the world did know— taking us for 
the moment, in our selhsh young babble, as a part of the noise of the 
world. Nothing, at the same time, could alter the truth of his case, 
or can at least alter it to me now: he had, intellectually, conviction- 
ally, passionally speaking, a selfless detachment, a lack of what is 
called the eye for effect— always I mean of the elated and interested 
order— which I can but marvel at in the light of the rare aptitude 
of his means to his end, and in that of the beauty of both, though 
the stamp was doubtless most vivid, for so differing, so gropingly 
“esthetic” a mind as my own, in his unfailingly personal and ad- 
mirable style. We knew he had thoroughly his own “unconven- 
tional” form, which, by the unspeakable law of youth, we managed 
to feel the distinction of as not platitudinous even while we a bit 
sneakingly felt it as quotable, on possible occasions, against our 
presence of mind; the great thing was at all events that we couldn’t 
live with him without the sense that if his books resembled his talk 
and his character— as we moreover felt they couldn’t help almost 
violently doing— they might want for this, that or the other which 
kept the conventional true to its type, but could as little fail to flush 
with the strong colour, colour so remarkably given and not taken, 
projected and not reflected, colour of thought and faith and moral 
and expressional atmosphere, as they could leave us without that 
felt side-wind of their strong composition which made after all so 
much of the air we breathed and was in the last resort the gage of 
something perpetually fine going on. 

It is not too much to say, I think, that our religious education, so 
for as we had any, consisted wholly in that loose yet enlightening 
impression: I say so far as we had any in spite of my very definitely 



NOTES OF A SON AND BROTHER 


sss 


holding that it would absolutely not have been possible to us, in the 
measure of our sensibility, to breathe more the air of that reference 
to an order of goodness and power greater than any this world by 
itself can show which we understand as the religious spirit. Won- 
drous to me, as I consider again, that my father’s possession of this 
spirit, in a degree that made it more deeply one with his life than I 
can conceive another or a different case of its being, should have 
been unaccompanied with a single one of the outward or formal, 
the theological, devotional, ritual, or even implicitly pietistic signs 
by which we usually know it. The fact of course was that his religion 
was nothing if not a philosophy, extraordinarily complex and 
worked out and original, intensely personal as an exposition, yet 
not only susceptible of application, but clamorous for it, to the 
whole field of consciousness, nature and society, history, knowledge, 
all human relations and questions, every pulse of the process of our 
destiny. Of this vast and interesting conception, as striking an ex- 
pression of the religious spirit surely as ever was put forth, his eldest 
son has given an account so far as this was possible at once with 
brevity and with full comprehension— that I should have been 
unable even to dream of aspiring to, and in the masterly clearness 
and justice of which the opportunity of the son blends with that of 
the critic, each character acting in perfect felicity, after a fashion of 
which I know elsewhere no such fine example. It conveys the whole 
sense of our father’s philosophic passion, which was theologic, by 
my direct impression of it, to a degree fairly outdistancing all the- 
ologies; representing its weight, reproducing its utterance, placing 
it in the eye of the world, and making for it the strong and single 
claim it suggests, in a manner that leaves nothing to be added to the 
subject. I am not concerned with the intrinsic meaning of these 
things here, and should not be even had they touched me more 
directly, or more converted me from what I can best call, to my 
doubtless scant honour, a total otherness of contemplation, during 
the years when my privilege was greatest and my situation for in- 
quiry and response amplest; but the active, not to say the obvious, 
moral of them, in all our younger time, was that a life of the most 

I Literary Remains of Henry James, Boston, 1885. The portrait accompanying the 
volume gave us, alas, but the scantest satisfaction. 
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richly consequent flowed straight out of them, that in this life, the 
most abundantly, and above all naturally, communicated as life that 
it was possible to imagine, we had an absolutely equal share, and 
that in fine I was to live to go back with wonder and admiration 
to the quantity of secreted thought in our daily medium, the qual- 
ity of intellectual passion, the force of cogitation and aspiration, as 
to the explanation both of a thousand surface incoherences and a 
thousand felt felicities. A religion that was so systematically a 
philosophy, a philosophy that was so sweepingly a religion, being 
together, by their necessity, as I have said, an intensity of relation 
to the actual, the consciousness so determined was furnished forth 
in a way that met by itself the whole question of the attitude of 
“worship” for instance; as I have attempted a little to show that it 
met, with a beautiful good faith and the easiest sufficiency, every 
other when such came up: those of education, acquisition, material 
vindication, what is called success generally. In the beauty of the 
whole thing, again, I lose myself— by which I mean in the fact that 
we were all the while partaking, to our most intimate benefit, of an 
influence of direction and enlargement attended with scarce a single 
consecrated form and which would have made many of these, had 
we been exposed to intrusion from them, absurdly irrelevant. My 
father liked in our quite younger period to read us chapters from 
the New Testament and the Old, and I hope we liked to listen to 
them— though I recall their seeming dreary from their association 
with school practice; but that was the sole approach to a challenge 
of our complete freedom of inward, not less than our natural in- 
genuity of outward, experience. No other explicit address to us in 
the name of the Divine could, I see, have been made with any con- 
gruity— in face of the fact that invitations issued in all the vividest 
social terms, terms of living appreciation, of spiritual perception, of 
"human fellowship,” to use the expression that was perhaps oftenest 
on his lips and his pen alike, were the very substance of the food 
supplied in the parental nest. 

The freedom from pressure that we enjoyed in every direction, 
all those immunities and exemptions that had been, in protracted 
childhood, positively embarrassing to us, as I have already noted, 
before the framework, ecclesiastical and mercantile, squared at ui 
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as with reprobation from other households, where it seemed so to 
conduce to their range of resource— these things consorted with our 
yet being yearned over or prescribed for, by every implication, after 
a fashion that was to make the social organisation of such invidious 
homes, under my subsequent observation of life, affect me as so 
much bleak penury or domestic desert where these things of the 
spirit, these genialities of faith were concerned. Well do I remem- 
ber, none the less, how I was troubled all along just by this par- 
ticular crookedness of our being so extremely religious without 
having, as it were, anything in the least classified or striking to show 
for it; so that the measure of other-worldliness pervading our prem- 
ises was rather a waste, though at the same time oddly enough a 
congestion— projecting outwardly as it did no single one of those 
usual symptoms of propriety any of which, gathered at a venture 
from the general prospect, might by my sense have served: I 
shouldn’t have been particular, I thought, as to the selection. Re- 
ligion was a matter, by this imagination, to be worked off much 
more than to be worked in, and I fear my real vague sentiment to 
have been but that life would under the common equipment be 
somehow more amusing; and this even though, as I don’t forget, 
there was not an item of the detail of devotional practice that we 
had been so much as allowed to divine. I scarce know why I should 
have wanted anything more amusing, as most of our coevals would 
have regarded it, than that we had from as far back as I could re- 
member indulged in no shade of an approach to “keeping Sunday’’; 
which is one of the reasons why to speak as if piety could have borne 
for us any sense but the tender human, or to speak at all of devo- 
tion, unction, initiation, even of the vaguest, into the exercises or 
professions, as among our attributes, would falsify altogether our 
mere fortune of a general liberty of living, of making ourselves as 
brightly at home as might be, in that “spiritual world” which we 
were in the habit of hearing as freely alluded to as we heard the 
prospect of dinner or the call of the postman. The oddity of my 
own case, as I make it out so far as it involved a confused criticism, 
was that my small uneasy mind, bulging and tightening in the 
wrong, or at least in unnatural and unexpected, places, like a little 
jacket ill cut or ill sewn, attached its gaping view, as I have already 
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more than enough noted, to things and persons, objects and aspects, 
frivolities all, I dare say I was willing to grant, compared with what- 
ever manifestations of the serious, these being by need, apparently, 
the abstract; and that in fine I should have been thankful for a 
state of faith, a conviction of the Divine, an interpretation of the 
universe— anything one might have made bold to call it— which 
would have supplied more features or appearances. Feeling myself 
“after” persons so much more than after anything else— to recur to 
that side of my earliest and most constant consciousness which might 
have been judged most deplorable— I take it that I found the sphere 
of our more nobly supposititious habitation too imperceptibly 
peopled; whereas the religious life of every other family that could 
boast of any such (and what family didn’t boast?) affected my fancy 
as with a social and material crowdedness. That faculty alone was 
affected— this I hasten to add; no directness of experience ever stirred 
for me; it being the case in the first place that 1 scarce remember, 
as to all our young time, the crossing of our threshold by any faint 
shade of an ecclesiastical presence, or the lightest encounter with 
any such elsewhere, and equally of the essence, over and above, that 
the clerical race, the pre-eminently restrictive tribe, as I appre- 
hended them, couldn’t very well have agreed less with the general 
colour of my fondest vision: if it be not indeed more correct to say 
that I was reduced to supposing they couldn’t. We knew in truth 
nothing whatever about them, a fact that, as I recover it, also flushes 
for me with its fine awkwardness— the social scene in general hand- 
somely bristling with them to the rueful view I sketch, and they 
yet remaining for us, or at any rate for myself, such creatures of pure 
hearsay that when late in my teens, and in particular after my twen- 
tieth year, I began to see them portrayed by George Eliot and 
Anthony Trollope the effect was a disclosure of a new and romantic 
species. Strange beyond my present power to account for it this 
anomaly that amid a civilisation replete with “ministers”- for we 
at least knew the word— actively, competitively, indeed as would 
often appear quite violently, ministering, so little sense of a brush 
against approved examples was ever to attend me that I had finally 
to draw my nearest sufficiency of a true image from pictures of a 
social order largely alien to our own. All of which, at the same time, 
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I allow myself to add, didn’t mitigate the simple fact of my felt— 
my indeed so luxuriously permitted— detachment of sensibility from 
everything, everything, that is, in the way of great relations, as to 
which our father’s emphasis was richest. There was the dim disso- 
ciation, there my comparative poverty, or call it even frivolity, of 
instinct: I gaped imaginatively, as it were, to such a difiEerent set of 
relations. I couldn’t have framed stories that would have succeeded 
in involving the least of the relations that seemed most present to 
him', while those most present to myself, that is more complementary 
to whatever it was I thought of as humanly most interesting, attach- 
ing, inviting, were the ones his schemes of importances seemed vir- 
tually to do without. Didn’t I discern in this from the first a kind 
of implied snub to the significance of mine?— so that, in the blest 
absence of “pressure” which I just sought here passingly to celebrate, 
I could brood to my heart’s content on the so conceivable alternative 
of a field of exposure crammed with those objective appearances 
that my faculty seemed alone fitted to grasp. In which there was 
ever the small torment of the fact— though I don’t quite see to-day 
why it should not have been of a purely pleasant irritation— that 
what our parent most overflowed with was just the brave contradic- 
tion or opposition between all his parts, a thing which made for 
perfect variety, which he carried ever so easily and brightly, and 
which would have put one no less in the wrong had one accused 
him of knowing only the abstract (as I was so complacently and 
invidiously disposed to name it) than if one had foolishly remarked 
on his living and concluding without it. But I have already made 
clear his great mixed range— which of course couldn’t not have been 
the sign of a mind conceiving our very own breathing humanity 
in its every fibre the absolute expression of a resident Divinity. No 
element of character, no spontaneity of life, but instantly seized his 
attention and incurred his greeting and his comment; which things 
could never possibly have been so genially alert and expert— as I 
have, again, before this, superabundantly recorded— if it had not 
fairly fed on active observation and contact. He could answer one 
with the radiant when one challenged him with the obscure, just 
as he could respond with the general when one pulled at the particu- 
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lar; and I needn’t repeat that this made for us, during all our time, 
anything but a starved actuality. 

None the less, however, I remember it as savouring of loss to me 
—which is my present point— that our so thoroughly informal scene 
of susceptibility seemed to result from a positive excess of famili- 
arity, in his earlier past, with such types of the shepherd and the 
flock, to say nothing of such forms of the pasture, as might have 
met in some degree my appetite for the illustrational. This was one 
of the things that made me often wish, as I remember, that I might 
have caught him sooner or younger, less developed, as who should 
say; the matters that appeared, however confusedly, to have started 
his development being by this measure stranger and livelier than 
most of those that finally crowned it, marked with their own colour 
as many of these doubtless were. Three or four strongest pages in 
the fragment of autobiography gathered by his eldest son into the 
sheaf of his Literary Remains describe the state of soul undergone 
by him in England, in ’44, just previous to the hour at which Mrs. 
Chichester, a gentle lady of his acquaintance there, brought to his 
knowledge, by a wondrous chance, the possibility that the great 
Swedenborg, from whom she had drawn much light, might have 
something to say to his case; so that under the impression of his talk 
with her he posted at once up to London from the neighbourhood 
of Windsor, where he was staying, possessed himself of certain vol- 
umes of the writings of the eminent mystic (so-called I mean, for 
to my father this description of him was grotesque), and passed rap 
idly into that grateful infinitude of recognition and application 
which he was to inhabit for the rest of his days. I saw him move 
about there after the fashion of the oldest and easiest native, and 
this had on some sides its own considerable effect, tinged even on 
occasion with romance; yet I felt how the real right thing for me 
would have been the hurrying drama of the original rush, the inter- 
view with the admirable Mrs. Chichester, the sweet legend of his 
and my mother’s charmed impression of whom had lingered with 
us— I admired her very name, there seeming none other among us 
at all like it; and then the return with the tokens of light, the splen- 
did agitation as the light deepened, and the laying in of that ma- 
jestic array of volumes which were to form afterward the purplest 
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rim of his library’s horizon and which I was thus capable, for my 
poor part, of finding valuable, in default of other values, as col- 
oured properties in a fine fifth act. It was all a play I hadn’t “been 
to,” consciously at least— that was the trouble; the curtain had 
fallen while I was still tucked in my crib, and I assisted but on a 
comparatively flat home scene at the echo of a great success. I could 
still have done, for the worst, with a consciousness of Swedenborg 
that should have been graced at least with Swedenborgians— aware 
as I was of the existence of such enrolled disciples, ornaments of a 
church of their own, yet known to us only as persons rather acidly 
mystified by the inconvenience, as we even fancied them to feel it, 
of our father’s frankly independent and disturbingly irregular (all 
the more for its being so expressive) connection with their inspirer. 
In the light or the dusk of all this it was surely impossible to make 
out that he professed any faint shade of that clerical character as to 
his having incurred which we were, “in the world,” to our bewilder- 
ment, not infrequently questioned. Those of the enrolled order, in 
the matter of his and their subject of study, might in their way too 
have raised to my regard a fretted vault or opened a long-drawn 
aisle, but they were never at all, in the language of a later day, to 
materialise to me; we neither on a single occasion sat in their circle, 
nor did one of them, to the best of my belief, ever stray, remon- 
strantly or invitingly, into ours; where Swedenborg was read not 
in the least as the Bible scarce more than just escaped being, but 
even as Shakespeare or Dickens or Macaulay was content to be— 
which was without our arranging or subscribing for it. I seem to 
distinguish that if a fugitive or a shy straggler from the pitched 
camp did turn up it was under cover of night or of curiosity and 
with much panting and putting off of the mantle, much nervous 
laughter above all— this safe, however, to become on the shortest 
order amusement easy and intimate. That figured something in a 
slight way— as at least I suppose I may infer from the faint adumbra- 
tion I retain; but nothing none the less much attenuated what I 
suppose 1 should have denounced as the falsity of our position 
(meaning thereby of mine) had I been constitutionally at all voluble 
for such flights. Constructionally we had all the fun of licence, while 
the truth seemed really to be that fun in the religious connection 
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closely depended on bondage. The fun was of course that I wanted 
in this line of diversion something of the coarser strain; which came 
home to me in especial, to cut the matter short, when I was pres- 
ent, as I yielded first and last to many an occasion for being, at my 
father’s reading out to my mother with an appreciation of that 
modest grasp of somebody’s attention, the brief illusion of publicity, 
which has now for me the exquisite grace of the touching, some 
series of pages from among his “papers” that were to show her how 
he had this time at last done it. No touch of the beautiful or the 
sacred in the disinterested life can have been absent from such scenes 
—I find every such ideally there; and my memory rejoices above all 
in their presentation of our mother at her very perfectest of sound- 
less and yet absolutely all-saving service and trust. To have attempted 
any projection of our father’s aspect without an immediate refer- 
ence to her sovereign care for him and for all of us as the so widely 
open, yet so softly enclosing, lap of all his liberties and all our 
securities, all our variety and withal our harmony, the harmony 
that was for nine-tenths of it our sense of her gathered life in us, 
and of her having no other— to have so proceeded has been but to 
defer by instinct and by scruple to the kind of truth and of beauty 
before which the direct report breaks down. I may well have stopped 
short with what there would be to say, and yet what account of us 
all can pretend to have gone the least bit deep without coming to 
our mother at every penetration? We simply lived by her, in propor- 
tion as we lived spontaneously, with an equanimity of confidence, 
an independence of something that I should now find myself think 
of as decent compunction if I didn’t try to call it instead morbid 
delicacy, which left us free for detachments of thought and flights 
of mind, experiments, so to speak, on the assumption of our genius 
and our intrinsic interest, that I look back upon as to a luxury of 
the unworried that is scarce of this world. This was a support on 
which my father rested with the absolute whole of his weight, and 
it was when I felt her listen with the whole of her usefulness, which 
needed no other force, being as it was the whole of her tenderness 
and amply sufficing by itself, that I understood most what it was so 
to rest and so to act. When in the fulness of the years she was to die, 
and he then to give us time, a few months, as with a beatific depth 
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of design, to marvel at the manner of his acceptance of the stroke, 
a shown triumph of his philosophy, he simply one day consciously 
ceased, quietly declined to continue, as an offered measure of his 
loss of interest. Nothing— he had enabled himself to make perfectly 
sure— was in the least worth while without her; this attested, he 
passed away or went out, with entire simplicity, promptness and 
ease, for the definite reason that his support had failed. His philos- 
ophy had been not his support but his suspension, and he had never, 
I am sure, felt so lifted as at that hour, which splendidly crowned 
his faith. It showed us more intimately still what, in this world of 
cleft components, one human being can yet be for another, and 
how a form of vital aid may have operated for years with such 
perfection as fairly to have made recognition seem at the time 
a sort of excess of reaction, an interference or a pedantry. All 
which is imaged for me while I see our mother listen, at her work, 
to the full music of the “papers.” She could do that by the mere 
force of her complete availability, and could do it with a smooth- 
ness of surrender that was like an array of all the perceptions. The 
only thing that I might well have questioned on these occasions 
was the possibility on the part of a selflessness so consistently 
and unabatedly active of its having anything ever left acutely to 
offer; to abide so unbrokenly in such inaptness for the personal 
claim might have seemed to render difficult such a special show of 
it as any particular pointedness of hospitality would propose to repre- 
sent. I dare say it was our sense of this that so often made us all, 
when the explicit or the categoric, the impulse of acclamation, flow- 
ered out in her, find our happiest play of filial humour in just 
embracing her for the sound of it; than which I can imagine no 
more expressive tribute to our constant depths of indebtedness. She 
lived in ourselves so exclusively, with such a want of use for any- 
thing in her consciousness that was not about us and for us, that I 
think we almost contested her being separate enough to be proud 
of us— it was too like our being proud of ourselves. We were delight- 
edly derisive with her even about pride in our father— it was the 
most domestic of our pastimes; for what really could exceed the 
tenderness of our fastening on her that she was he, was each of us, 
was our pride and our humility, our possibility of any relation, and 
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the very canvas itself on which we were floridly embroidered? How 
can I better express what she seemed to do for her second son in 
especial than by saying that even with her deepest delicacy of atten- 
tion present I could still feel, while my father read, why it was that 
I most of all seemed to wish we might have been either much less 
religious or much more so? Was not the reason at bottom that I so 
suffered, I might almost have put it, under the impression of his 
style, which affected me as somehow too philosophic for life, and 
at the same time too living, as I made out, for thought?— since I must 
weirdly have opined that by so much as you were individual, which 
meant personal, which meant monotonous, which meant limitedly 
allusive and verbally repetitive, by so much you were not literary 
or, so to speak, largely figurative. My father had terms, evidently 
strong, but in which I presumed to feel, with a shade of irritation, 
a certain narrowness of exclusion as to images otherwise— and oh, 
since it was a question of the pen, so multitudinouslyl— entertain- 
able. Variety, variety— that sweet ideal, that straight contradiction 
of any dialectic, hummed for me all the while as a direct, if perverse 
and most unedified, effect of the parental concentration, with some 
of its consequent, though heedless, dissociations. I heard it, felt it, 
saw it, both shamefully enjoyed and shamefully denied it as form, 
though as form only; and 1 owed thus supremely to my mother that 
I could, in whatever obscure levity, muddle out some sense of my 
own preoccupation under the singular softness of the connection 
that she kept for me, by the outward graces, with that other and 
truly much intenser which I was so little framed to share. 

If meanwhile my father’s tone, so far as that went, was to remain 
the same, save for a natural growth of assurance, and thereby of 
amplitude, kll his life, I find it already, and his very voice as we 
were to know them, in a letter to R. W. Emerson of 1848, without 
more specific date, after the loose fashion of those days, but from 
8 Washington Place, New York, the second house in the row be- 
tween the University building and Broadway, as he was next to 
note to his correspondent in expressing the hope of a visit from him. 
(It was the house in which, the following year, his second son was 
born.) 
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I came home to-night from my lecture a little disposed to 
think, from the smart reduction of my audience, that 1 had 
about as well not have prepared my course, especially as I get 
no tidings of having interested one of the sort (the religious) 
for whom they are wholly designed. When I next see you I 
want a half-hour's support from you under this discourage- 
ment, and the purpose of this letter is to secure it. When I 
am with you I get no help from you— of the sort you can give 
me, I feel sure; though you must know what I want before I 
listen to you next. Usually the temper you show, of perfect 
repose and candour, free from all sickening partisanship and 
full of magnanimous tenderness for every creature, makes me 
forget my wants in your lavish plenty. But I know you have 
the same as I have, deep down in your breast, and it is by 
these I would fain know you. I am led, quite without any 
conscious wilfulness either, to seek the laws of these appear- 
ances that swim round us in God's great museum, to get 
hold of some central facts which make all other facts properly 
circumferential and orderly; and you continually dishearten 
me by your apparent indifference to such law and such facts, 
by the dishonour you seem to cast on our intelligence as if it 
were what stands in our way. Now my conviction is that my 
intelligence is the necessary digestive apparatus for my life; 
that there is nihil in vita— worth anything, that is— quod non 
prius in intellectu. Now is it not so in truth with you? Can 
you not report your life to me by some intellectual symbol 
which my intellect appreciates? Do you not know your activity? 
But fudge— I cannot say what I want to say, what aches to say 
itself in me, and so I'll hold up till I see you, and try once 
more to get some better furtherance by my own effort. Here I 
am these thirty-one years in life, ignorant in all outward 
science, but having patient habits of meditation which never 
know disgust or weariness, and feeling a force of impulsive 
love toward all humanity which will not let me rest wholly 
mute, a force which grows against all resistance that I can 
muster against it. What shall I do? Shall I get me a little nook 
in the country and communicate with my living kind— not my 
talking kind— by life only; a word perhaps of that communica- 
tion, a fit word once a year? Or shall 1 follow some commoner 
method— learn science and bring myself first into man's re- 
spect, that 1 may thus the better speak to him? 1 confess this 
last theory seems rank with earthliness— to belong to days 
forever past. 
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His appeal to Emerson at this hour was, as he elsewhere then 
puts it, to the “invisible” man in the matter, who affected him as 
somewhere behind the more or less immediately visible, the beau- 
tifully but mystifyingly audible, the Emerson of honeyed lectures 
and addresses, suggestive and inspiring as that one might be, and 
who might, as we say to-day, have something, something more at 
least, for him. “I will tell him that I do not value his substantive 
discoveries, whatever they may be, perhaps half so largely as he 
values them, but that I chiefly cherish that erect attitude of mind 
in him which in God’s universe undauntedly seeks the worthiest 
tidings of God, and calmly defies every mumbling phantom which 
would challenge its freedom. Should his zeal for realities and con- 
tempt of vulgar shows abide the ordeal I have thus contrived for 
them I shall gladly await his visit to me. So much at least is what I 
have been saying to myself. Now that I have told it to you also you 
have become a sort of confidant between me and myself, and so 
bound to promote harmony there.” The correspondence expands, 
however, beyond my space for reporting of it; I but pick out a few 
passages. 

I am cheered by the coming of Carlyle’s new book, which 
Greeley announces, and shall hasten off for it as soon as I have 
leisure.^ The title is provokingly enigmatical, but thought 
enough there will be in it no doubt, whatever the name; 
thought heaped up to topheaviness and inevitable lopsided- 
ness, but more interesting to me than comes from any other 
quarter of Europe— interesting for the man’s sake whom it 
shows. According to my notion he is the very best interpreter 
of a spiritual philosophy that could be devised for this age, 
the age of transition and conflict; and what renders him so is 
his natural birth-and-education-place. Just to think of a Scotch- 
man with a heart widened to German spiritualities! To have 
overcome his educational bigotries far enough to listen to the 
new ideas, this by itself was wonderful; and then to give all 
his native shrewdness and humour to the service of making 
them tell to the minds of his people— what more fortunate 
thing for the time could there be? You don’t look upon 
Calvinism as a fact at all; wherein you are to my mind philo- 
sophically infirm— impaired in your universality. I can see in 

iPost and Present, 1843. 
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Carlyle the advantage his familiarity with it gives him over 
you with a general audience. What is highest in him is built 
upon that lowest. At least so I read; 1 believe Jonathan 
Edwards redivivus in true blue would, after an honest study 
of the philosophy that has grown up since his day, make the 
best possible reconciler and critic of this philosophy— far better 
than Schelling redivivus. 

In the autumn of 1843 the “nook in the country” above alluded 
to had become a question renounced, so far at least as the American 
country was concerned, and never again afterwards flushed into life. 
“I think it probable I shall winter in some mild English climate, 
Devonshire perhaps, and go on with my studies as at home. I shall 
miss the stimulus of your candid and generous society, and I confess 
we don’t like the aspect of the journey; but one’s destiny puts on 
many garments as it goes shaping itself in secret— so let us not cling 
to any particular fashion.” Very marked, and above all very char- 
acteristic of my father, in this interesting relation, which I may but 
so imperfectly illustrate, his constant appeal to his so inspired, yet so 
uninflamed, so irreducible and, as it were, inapplicable, friend for 
intellectual and, as he would have said, spiritual help of the imme- 
diate and adjustable, the more concretely vital, kind, the kind trans- 
latable into terms of the real, the particular human terms of action 
and passion. “Oh you man without a handle! Shall one never be able 
to help himself out of you, according to his needs, and be dependent 
only upon your fitful tippings-up?”— a remarkably felicitous expres- 
sion, as it strikes me, of that difficulty often felt by the passionately- 
living of the earlier time, as they may be called, to draw down their 
noble philosopher’s great overhanging heaven of universal and 
ethereal answers to the plane of their comparatively terrestrial and 
personal questions; the note of the answers and their great antici- 
patory spirit being somehow that they seemed to anticipate every- 
thing but the unaccommodating individual case. My father, on his 
side, bristled with “handles”— there could scarce be a better general 
account of him— and tipped himself up for you almost before you 
could take hold of one; of which truth, for that matter, this same 
letter happens to give, even if just trivially, the hint. “Can I do any- 
thing for you in the way of taking parcels, no matter how large or 
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expensive?— or for any of your friends? If you see Margaret Fuller 
ask her to give me some service to render her abroad, the dear noble 
woman: it seems a real hardship to be leaving the country now that 
I have just come to talk with her.” Emerson, I should add, did offer 
personally so solid a handle that my father appears to have taken 
from him two introductions to be made use of in London, one to 
Carlyle and the other to John Sterling, the result of which shortly 
afterwards was as vivid and as deeply appropriated an impression of 
each eminent character as it was probably to be given either of 
them ever to have made. The impression of Carlyle was recorded 
but long subsequently, I note, and is included in William’s gather- 
ing-in of our father’s Literary Remains (1885); and of the acquain- 
tance with Sterling no reflection remains but a passage in a letter, 
under date of Ventnor and of the winter of 1843, from the latter to 
his biographer to be; Carlyle having already mentioned in the Life 
that “Two American gentlemen, acquaintances also of mine, had 
been recommended to him, by Emerson most likely”; and that “one 
morning Sterling appeared here with a strenuous proposal that we 
should come to Knightsbridge and dine with him and them. . . . 
And accordingly we went,” it goes on. “I remember it as one of the 
saddest dinners; though Sterling talked copiously, and our friends, 
Theodore Parker one of them, were pleasant and distinguished 
men.” My father, with Theodore Parker his friend and the date 
fitting, would quite seem to have been one of the pair were it not 
that “our conversation was waste and logical, I forget quite on what, 
not joyful and harmoniously effusive.” It is that that doesn’t fit with 
any real participation of his— nothing could well do less so; unless 
the occasion had but too closely conformed to the biographer’s 
darkly and richly prophetic view of it as tragic and ominous, “sad 
as if one had been dining in a ruin, in the crypt of a mausoleum”— 
all this “painfully apparent through the bright mask (Ste;rling) had 
bound himself to wear.” The end of his life was then, to Carlyle’s 
view, in sight; but his own note, in the Isle of Wight, on “Mr. James, 
your New-England friend,” was genial enough— “I saw him several 
times and liked him. They went on the a4th of last month back to 
London— or so purposed,” he adds, “because there is no pavement 
here for him to walk on. I want to know where he is, and thought 
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I should be able to leam from you. I gave him a note for Mill, who 
may perhaps have seen him.’’ 

My main interest in which is, I confess, for the far-off germ of the 
odd legend, destined much to grow later on, that— already the 
nucleus of a household— we were New England products; which I 
think my parents could then have even so much as seemed only to 
eyes naturally unaware of our American “sectional” differences. My 
father, when considerably past his thirtieth year, if I am not mis- 
taken, had travelled “East,” within our borders, but once in his life 
—on the occasion of his spending two or three months in Boston 
as a very young man; there connecting itself with this for me a 
reminiscence so bedimmed at once and so suggestive as now almost 
to torment me. It must have been in ’67 or ’68 that, giving him my 
arm, of a slippery Boston day, up or down one of the steep streets 
that used to mount, from behind, and as slightly sullen with the 
effort, to Beacon Hill, and between which my now relaxed memory 
rather fails to discriminate, I was arrested by his pointing out to me 
opposite us a house in which he had for a while had rooms, long 
before and quite in his early time. I but recall that we were more 
or less skirting the base of an ancient town-reservoir, the seat of the 
water-supply as then constituted, a monument rugged and dark, 
massively granitic, perched all perversely, as it seemed to look, on 
the precipitous slope, and which— at least as 1 see it through the 
years— struck quite handsomely the Babylonian note. I at any rate 
mix up with this frowning object— it had somehow a sinister presence 
and suggestion— my companion’s mention there in front of it that 
he had anciently taken refuge under its shadow from certain effects 
of a misunderstanding, if indeed not of a sharp rupture, for the time, 
with a highly generous but also on occasion strongly protesting 
parent at Albany, a parent displeased with some course he had taken 
or had declined to take (there was a tradition among us that he had 
been for a period quite definitely “wild”), and relief from further 
discussion with whom he had sought, and had more or less found, 
on that spot. It was an age in which a flight from Albany to Boston— 
there being then no Boston and Albany Railroad— counted as a far 
flight; though it wasn’t to occur to me either then or afterwards 
that the ground of this manoeuvre had been any plotted wildness in 
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the Puritan air. What was clear at the moment, and what he re- 
marked upon, was that the street-scene about us showed for all the 
lapse of time no scrap of change, and I remember well for myself 
how my first impression of Boston gave it to me under certain as- 
pects as more expressive than I had supposed an American city 
could be of a seated and rooted social order, an order not complex 
but sensibly fixed— gathered in or folded back to intensity upon 
itself; and this, again and again, when the compass of the posture, 
its narrow field, might almost have made the fold excruciating. It 
had given however no sign of excruciation— that itself had been part 
of the Puritan stoicism; which perhaps was exactly why the local 
look, recognised to the point I speak of by the visitor, was so con- 
tained and yet comparatively so full: full, very nearly, I originally 
fancied, after the appraisable fashion of some composed town-face 
in one of Balzac’s villes de province. All of which, I grant, is much 
to say for the occasion of that dropped confidence, on the sloshy 
hillside, to which I allude— and part of the action of which was that 
it had never been dropped before; this circumstance somehow a 
peculiar source of interest, an interest I the more regret to have lost 
my grasp of as it must have been sharp, or in other words founded, 
to account for the long reverberation here noted. I had still— as I was 
indeed to keep having through life— the good fortune that elements 
of interest easily sprang, to my incurable sense, from any ghost of 
a drama at all presented', though I of course can’t in the least pre- 
tend to generalise on what may or may not have constituted living 
presentation. This felicity occurred, I make out, quite incalculably, 
just as it could or would; the effect depended on some particular 
touch of the spring, which was set in motion the instant the touch 
happened to be right. My father’s was always right, to my receptive 
mind; as receptive, that is, of any scrap of enacted story or evoked 
picture as it was closed to the dry or the abstract proposition; so that 
I blush the deeper at not being able, in honour of his reference, to 
make the latter more vividly flower— I still so feel that I quite thrilled 
with it and, with the standing background at the moment lighted by 
it. There were things in it, and other persons, old actualities, old 
meanings and furnishings of the other old Boston, as I by that time 
couldn’t but appraise it; and the really archaic, the overhung and 
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sombre and secret-keeping street, "socially” disconnected, socially 
mysterious— as I like at any rate to remember it— was there to testify 
(testify to the ancient time of tension, expansion, sore meditation or 
whatever) by its positively conscious gloom. 

The moral of this, I fear, amounts to little more than that, putting 
aside the substance of his anecdote, my father had not set foot in 
New England till toward his thirty-fifth year, and my mother was not 
to do so till later still; circumstances not in the least preventing the 
birth of what I have called the falsifying legend. The allusion to the 
walking at Ventnor touches his inability to deal with rural roads and 
paths, then rougher things than now; by reason of an accident re- 
ceived in early youth and which had so lamed him for life that he 
could circulate to any convenience but on even surfaces and was 
indeed mainly reduced to driving— it had made him for all his earliet 
time an excellent whip. His constitution had been happily of the 
strongest, but as I look back I see his grave disability, which it took a 
strong constitution to carry, mainly in the light of a consistency of pa- 
tience that we were never to have heard broken. The two acceptances 
melt together for me— that of the limits of his material action, his do- 
ing and enjoying, set so narrowly, and that of his scant allowance of 
“public recognition,” or of the support and encouragement that 
spring, and spring so naturally and rightly, when the relation of effect 
to cause is close and straight, from any at all attested and glad under- 
standing of a formula, as we say nowadays a message, richly and sin- 
cerely urged. Too many such reflections, however, beset me here by the 
way. My letters jump meanwhile to the summer of 1849, when I find in 
another of them, addressed to Emerson, a passage as characteristic as 
possible of one of the writer’s liveliest and, as I confess it was ever 
to seem to me, most genially perverse idiosyncrasies, his distinctly 
low opinion of “mere” literary men. This note his letters in general 
again and again strike— not a little to the diversion of those who 
were to have observed and remembered his constant charmed sub- 
jection, in the matter of practice, to the masters, even quite the 
lighter, in the depreciated group. His sensibility to their spell was 
in fact so marked that it became from an early time a household 
game with us to detect him in evasive tears over their pages, when 
these were either real or romantic enough, and to publish without 
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mercy that he had so been caught. There was a period in particular 
during which this pastime enjoyed, indeed quite revelled in, the 
form of our dragging to the light, with every circumstance of de- 
rision, the fact of his clandestine and deeply moved perusal of G. P. 
R. James, our nominal congener, at that time ceasing to be pre- 
scribed. It was his plea, in the "’fifties,” that this romancer had been 
his idol in the ’forties and the ’thirties, and that under renewed, 
even if but experimental, surrender the associations of youth flocked 
back to life— so that we, profane about the unduly displaced master, 
were deplorably the poorer. He loved the novel in fine, he followed 
its constant course in the Revue with a beautiful inconsequence, and 
the more it was literature loved it the better, which was just how he 
loved, as well, criticism and journalism; the particular instance, with 
him, once he was in relation with it, quite sufficiently taking care of 
the invidiously-viewed type— as this was indeed viewed but a priori 
and at its most general— and making him ever so cheerfully forget 
to be consistent. Work was verily cut out for the particular instance, 
as against the type, in an air and at a time favouring so, again and 
again, and up and down the “literary world,” a dire mediocrity. It 
was the distillers of that thinness, the “mere” ones, that must have 
been present to him when he wrote to Emerson in 1849: “There is 
nothing I dread so much as literary men, especially our literary men; 
catch them out of the range of mere personal gossip about authors 
and books and ask them for honest sympathy in your sentiment, or 
for an honest repugnancy of it, and you will find the company of 
stage-drivers sweeter and more comforting to your soul. In truth the 
questions which are beginning to fill the best books, and will fill 
the best for a long time to come, are not related to what we have 
called literature, and are as well judged— I think better— by those 
whom books have at all events not belittled. When a man lives, that 
is lives enough, he can scarcely write. He cannot read, I apprehend, 
at all. All his writing will be algebraicised, put into the form of son- 
nets and proverbs, and the community will feel itself insulted to be 
offered a big bunch of pages, as though it were stupid and wanted 
tedious drilling like a child.” When I begin to quote my father, how- 
ever, I hang over him perhaps even too historically; for his expres- 
sion leads me on and on so by its force and felicity that I scarce know 
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where to stop. “The fact is that I am afraid I am in a very bad way, 
for I cannot heartily engage in any topic in which I shall appear to 
advantage”— the question having been, de part et d’autre, of pos- 
sible courses of lectures for which the appetite of New York and Bos- 
ton already announced itself as of the largest. And it still more be- 
guiles me that “my wife and I are obliged— so numerous has waxed 
our family— to enlarge our house in town and get a country house 
for the summer." Here came in that earnest dream of the solutional 
“Europe” with which I have elsewhere noted that my very youngest 
sensibility was fed. “These things look expensive and temporary to 
us, besides being an additional care; and so, considering with much 
pity our four stout boys, who have no play-room within doors and 
import shocking bad manners from the street, we gravely ponder 
whether it wouldn’t be better to go abroad for a few years with them, 
allowing them to absorb French and German and get such a sen- 
suous education as they can’t get here.” 

In 1850, however, we had still not departed for Europe— as we 
were not to do for several years yet; one advantage of which was that 
my father remained for the time in intercourse by letter with his 
English friend Dr. J. J. Garth Wilkinson, first known during my 
parents’ considerable stay in London of several years before, 1843- 
44; and whose admirable style of expression, in its way as personal 
and as vivid as Henry James’s own, with an added and doubtless 
more preceptibly full-blooded massiveness, is so attested by his earlier 
writings,^ to say nothing of the rich collection of his letters (1845- 

1 “But, Sir, wc have yet one more scene to visit together, connected with all we have 
previously witnessed: a home scene, Sir Benjamin; and we must now ascend a mountain 
of pity high enough to command the dewy extense of three kingdoms. From thence 
we have to look down from every point of our warm hearts with a sight as multifold 
as the cherubic eyes. We are to see with equal penetration through the diverse thick- 
ness of castles, mansions, and cottages, through London and through hamlet, at young 
wives and at aged mothers, little children, brothers and sisters— all groups and ties that 
are; and at affianced maidens, ties that were to be. There are rents and tears to-day in 
the general life: the bulletin of the dead has come, and the groups of sorrow are con- 
stituted. Splendid Paris bends as a Niobe or as a Rachel while the corse of her much- 
enduring Hero is borne to the marble Invalides; other corses go earthward with a 
shorter procession, helped away by the spades of ruder but more instant sculptors; the 
rucked sod of the Alma is their urn and monument in one; yet every warrior among 
them is also buried to-day with swelling greatness of obsequies, if we could see them, 
in the everlasting ruby vaults of some human heart. You arc touched. Sir Benjamin, 
and are justly religious on this summit. Struck down for a moment from worldliness, 
we both discourse without an afterthought on the immortal state; we hope that the 
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55) lately before me— notably by The Human Body and its Connec- 
tion with Man, dedicated in 1851 to my father— that I wonder at the 
absence of such a master, in more than one happy specimen, from 
the common educational exhibitions of English prose. Dr. Wilkin- 
son was a friend of Emerson’s as well, which leads the latter’s New 
York correspondent to cite to him in February 1850 a highly char- 
acteristic passage from one of the London communications. 

Carlyle came up here (presumably to Hampstead) on Mon- 
day to see Neuberg, and spoke much of you with very kind 
recollections. He remembered your metaphysics also and asked 
with terrible solicitude whether they yet persevered. I couldn’t 
absolutely say that they did not, though I did my best to stam- 
mer out something about the great social movement. He was 
suffering dreadfully from malaise and indigestion and gave 
with his usual force his usual putrid theory of the universe. 

All great men were most miserable; the day on which any man 
could say he was not miserable, that day he was a scoundrel; 

God was a Divine Sorrow; to no moment could he, Carlyle, 
ever say Linger, but only Goodbye and never let me see your 
face again. And all this interpolated with convulsive laughter, 
showing that joy would come into him were it even by the 
path of hysteria and disease. To me he is an unprofitable man, 
and though he gave me the most kind invitation I have too 
much respect for my stomach to go much into his company. 
Where hope is feeble genius and the human voice are on the 
way to die. By the next boat I will endeavour to send you over 
my thoughts on his recent pamphlet, the first of a series of 
Latter-Day-Tracts. He is very rapidly falling out with all his 
present admirers, for which I like them all the better; and 
indeed is driving fast toward social views— only his is to be a 
compulsory, not an attractive, socialism. 

After quotirig which my father comments: ‘‘Never was anything 
more false than this worship of sorrow by Carlyle; he has picked it 
up out of past history and spouts it for mere display, as a virtuoso de- 
brave are already welcomed in the land of peace; that our laurels they could not stop 
to take, and our earned promotion they seem to have missed are clad upon them now 
by the God of battles in front of the shining armies of the just. We hope also that if 
their voices could now speak to the mourners, the oil of their sure gladness would heal 
our faithless sorrow. It is a true strain no doubt, and yet but of momentary power." 
War, Cholera, and the Ministry of Health. An Appeal to Sir Benjamin Hall and the 
British People. London. 1854. 




NOTES OF A SON AND BROTHER S5S 

lights in the style of his grandfather. It is the merest babble in him, 
as everyone who has ever talked an hour with him will acquit him 
of the least grain of humility. A man who has once uttered a cry of 
despair should ever after clothe himself in sackcloth and ashes.” 

The writer was to have meanwhile, before our migration of 1855, 
a considerable lecturing activity. A confused, yet perfectly recover- 
able recollection, on my own part, of these years, connects itself with 
our knowledge that our father engaged in that practice and that he 
went forth for the purpose, with my mother always in earnest and 
confident even though slightly fluttered attendance, at about the 
hour of our upward procession to bed; which fact lent to the pro- 
ceeding— that is to his—z strange air of unnatural riot, quite as of 
torch-lighted and wind-blown dissipation. We went to plays and to 
ballets, and they had comparatively speaking no mystery; but at no 
lecture had we ever been present, and these put on for my fancy 
at least a richer light and shade, very much as if we ourselves had 
been on the performing side of the curtain, or the wonder of ad- 
miring (in our mother’s person) and of being admired (in our 
father’s) had been rolled for us into a single glory. This glory more- 
over was not menaced, but only made more of a thrill by the prime 
admirer’s anxiety, always displayed at the last, as to whether they 
were not starting without the feature of features, the corpus delicti 
or manuscript itself; which it was legendary with us that the ad- 
mired had been known to drive back for in an abashed flurry at the 
moment we were launched in dreams of him as in full, though 
mysterious, operation. I can see him now, from the parlour window, 
at the door of the carriage and under the gusty street-lamp, produce 
it from a coat-tail pocket and shake it, for her ideal comfort, in the 
face of his companion. The following, to Emerson, I surmise, is of 
some early date in the autumn of ’58. 

I give three lectures in Boston at the Masonic Temple; the 
first and second on Nov. 5th and 8th respectively. I should be 
greatly appalled in some respects, but still charmed, to have 
you for an auditor, seeing thus a hundred empty seats obliter- 
ated; but, 1 beg of you, don’t let any engagement suffer by 
such kindness to me. Looking over the lectures again they hor- 
rify me with their loud-mouthed imbecilityl— but I hope they 
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may fall upon less hardened ears in some cases. 1 am sure that 
the thought which is in them, or rather seems to me to strug- 
gle to be in them, is worthy of all men's rapturous homage, 
and I will trust that a glimpse of it may somehow befall my 
patient auditory. The fact is that a vital truth can never be 
transferred from one mind to another, because life alone ap- 
preciates it. The most one can do for another is to plant some 
rude formula of such truths in his memory, leaving his own 
spiritual chemistry to set free the germ whenever the demands 
of his life exact it. The reason why the gods seem so powerless 
to the sensuous understanding and suffer themselves to be so 
long defamed by our crazy theologies, is that they are life, and 
can consequently be revealed only to life. But life is simply 
the passage of idea into action; and our crazy theologies forbid 
ideas to come into action any further than our existing insti- 
tutions warrant. Hence man leads a mere limping life, and 
the poor gods who are dependent upon his manliness for their 
true revelation and for their real knowledge, are doomed to 
remain forever unknown, and even denied by such solemn 
pedants as Mr. Atkinson and Miss Martineau. However, I shall 
try to convert myself at least into an army of Goths and Huns, 
to overcome and destroy our existing sanctities, that the super- 
nal splendours may at length become credible and even vis- 
ible. Good-bye till we meet in Boston, and cultivate your 
goodnature according to my extensive needs. 

I bridge the interval before our migration of 1855 exactly for 
the sake of certain further passages addressed to the same corre- 
spondent, from London, in the following year. The letter is a long 
one and highly significant of the writer’s familiar frankness, but I 
must keep down my examples— the first of which glances at his gen- 
eral sense of the men he mainly met. 

They are all of them depressed or embittered by the public 
embarrassments that beset them; deflected, distorted, some- 
how despoiled of their rich individual manliness by the neces- 
sity of providing for these imbecile old inheritances of church 
and state. Carlyle is the same old sausage, fizzing and sput- 
tering in his own grease, only infinitely more unreconciled to 
the blest Providence which guides human affairs. He names 
God frequently and alludes to the highest things as if they 
were realities, but all only as for a picturesque effect, so com- 
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pletely does he seem to regard them as habitually circum* 
vented and set at naught by the politicians. I took our friend 
M. to see him, and he came away greatly distressed and 
d^sillusionn^, Carlyle having taken the utmost pains to deny 
and descry and deride the idea of his having done the least 
good to anybody, and to profess indeed the utmost contempt 
for everybody who thought he had, and poor M. being intent 
on giving him a plenary assurance of this fact in his own case. 

. . . Arthur Helps seems an amiable kindly little man with 
friendly offers, but I told him I had no intention to bore him, 
and would at most apply to him when I might want a good 
hatter or bootmaker. He fancied a little— at least I thought this 
was the case— that I was going to make a book, and might be 

indiscreet enough to put him inf . . . disappoints me, he is 

so eaten up with the “spirits” and all that. His imagination 
is so vast as to dwarf all the higher faculties, and his sympathy 
as narrow as Dr. Cheever’s or Brownson's. No reasonable man, 

it is true, likes the clergy or the philosophers, but 's dislike 

of them seems as envenomed as that between rival tradesmen 
or rival beauties. One can't endure the nonsense they talk, to 
be sure, but when one considers the dear human meaning and 
effort struggling at the bottom of it all one can feel still less 
any personal separation from the men themselves. 's sar- 

casm is of the fiercest, and on the whole he is only now at last 
sowing his intellectual wild oats— he will grow more genial in 
good time. This is it: I think he is but now finding his youthi 
That which we on our side of the water find so early and ex- 
haust so prodigally he has found thus much later- 1 mean an 
emancipation from the shackles of custom; and the kicking 
up of his heels consequently is proportionate to his greater 

maturity of muscle. Mrs. is a dear little goose of a thing, 

who fancies the divine providence in closer league with her- 
self than with others, giving her intimations of events about to 
happen and endowing her with peculiar perspicacity in the 
intuition of remedies for disease; and — , the great brawny 
fellow, sits by and says never a word in abatement of this 
enormous domestic inflation, though the visitor feels himself 
crowded by it into the most inconsiderable of corners. A sweet, 
loving, innocent woman like Mrs. oughtn't to grow ego- 

tistical in the company of a truly wise man, and this accord- 
ingly is another quarrel I have with — . In short I am get- 
ting to the time of life when one values one's friends for what 
they are more than for what they do. 1 am just as much im- 
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pressed as ever by his enormous power, but the goodness out 
of which it is born and the wisdom by which it is nurtured 
and bred are things I don’t so much see. 

The correspondence grew more interspaced, and with the year 
1861 and the following, when we were at home again, became a 
matter of the occasional note. I have before me a series of beautiful 
examples of Emerson’s share in it— during the earlier time copious 
enough; but these belong essentially to another case. I am all but 
limited, for any further show of the interesting relation than I have 
already given, to reproducing a few lines from Emerson’s Diary, 
passages unpublished at the moment I write, and the first of them 
of April 1 850. “I have made no note of these long weary absences at 
New York and Philadelphia. I am a bad traveller, and the hotels 
are mortifications to all sense of well-being in me. The people who 
fill them oppress me with their excessive virility, and would soon 
become intolerable if it were not for a few friends who, like women, 
tempered the acrid mass. Henry James was true comfort— wise, gen- 
tle, polished, with heroic manners and a serenity like the sun.” The 
hotels of those days may well have been an ordeal— distinct to me 
still, from no few childish glimpses of their bareness of ease and 
rudeness of acceuil; yet that our justly fastidious friend was not 
wholly left to their mercy seems signified by my not less vivid re- 
membrance of his staying with us on occasion in New York; some 
occasion, or occasions, I infer, of his coming on to lecture there. Do 
I roll several occasions into one, or amplify one beyond reason?- 
this last being ever, I allow, the waiting pitfall of a chronicler too 
memory-ridden. I "visualise” at any rate the winter firelight of our 
back-parlour at dusk and the great Emerson— I knew he was great, 
greater than any of our friends— sitting in it between my parents, 
before the lamps had been lighted, as a visitor consentingly housed 
only could have done, and affecting me the more as an apparition 
sinuously and, I held, elegantly slim, benevolently aquiline, and 
commanding a tone alien, beautifully alien, to any we heard round- 
about, that he bent this benignity upon me by an invitation to draw 
nearer to him, oflE the hearth-rug, and know myself as never 
yet, as 1 was not indeed to know myself again for years, in touch 
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with the wonder of Boston. The wonder of Boston was above all 
just then and there for me in the sweetness of the voice and the 
finish of the speech— this latter through a sort of attenuated emphasis 
which at the same time made sounds more important, more inter- 
esting in themselves, than by any revelation yet vouchsafed us. Was 
not this my first glimmer of a sense that the human tone could, in 
that independent and original way, be interesting? and didn't it for 
a long time keep me going, however unwittingly, in that faith, carry- 
ing me in fact more or less on to my day of recognising that it took 
much more than simply not being of New York to produce the music 
I had listened to. The point was that, however that might be, I had 
had given me there in the firelight an absolutely abiding measure. 
If I didn’t know from that hour forth quite all it was to not utter 
sounds worth mentioning, I make out that I had at least the op- 
posite knowledge. And all by the operation of those signal moments 
—the truth of which I find somehow reflected in the fact of my after- 
wards knowing one of our household rooms for the time— it must 
have been our only guest-chamber— as “Mr. Emerson’s room.” The 
evening firelight played so long for me upon the door— that is to the 
length probably of three days, the length of a child’s impression. But 
I must not let this carry me beyond the second note of the Diary, 
this time of May 1852. “ 'I do not wish this or that thing my fortune 
will procure, I wish the great fortune,’ said Henry James, and said 
it in the noblest sense.’’ The report has a beauty to me without my 
quite understanding it; the union of the two voices in it signifies 
quite enough. The last very relevant echo of my father’s by itself, in 
the connection, I hasten now to find in a communication that must 
have been of the summer of 1869, when Dr. Wilkinson paid his only 
visit to America— this apparently of the briefest. The letter to Emer- 
son from Cambridge notes that his appearance there had been de- 
layed. 


He may come to-morrow possibly: if in the morning I will 
telegraph you; if in the evening I shall try to keep him over 
Monday that you may meet him here at dinner on that day. 
But I fear this bothersome Sabbath and its motionless cars 
may play us a trick. I shall hope for a generous Monday all 
the same, and if that hope is baulked shall owe Sunday a 
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black-eye— and will pay my debt on the first suitable occasion, 

I warrant you. What an awkward story (the letter continues) 

The Nation to-day tells of Charles Sumner! Charles's burly 
voice has always had for me a dreadfully hollow sound, as if 
it came from a great copper vat, and I have loved him but 
with fear and trembling accordingly. Is he really, like all 
American politicians, tricky, or is The Nation-so careful 
about facts ordinarily— only slanderous? .... Carlyle nowa- 
days is a palpable nuisance. If he holds to his present mouth- 
ing ways to the end he will find no showman 1^-bas to match 
him, for I hold Barnum a much more innocent personage. 

I shouldn't wonder if Barnum grew regenerate in some far off 
day by mere force of his democracy. But Carlyle's intellectual 
pride is so stupid that one can hardly imagine anything able 
to cope with it. 

The following, in so different a key, is of some seven years earlier 
date— apparently '62; but I have let it stand over, for reasons, that 
it may figure here as the last of the communications addressed to 
Emerson that I shall cite. Written at an hotel, the Tremont House, 
in Boston, it marks his having come up from Newport for attend- 
ance at some meeting of a dining-club, highly distinguished in com- 
position, as it still happily remains, of which he was a member— 
though but so occasionally present that this circumstance perhaps 
explains a little the even more than usual vivacity of his impression. 
Not indeed, I may add, that mustered reasons or apologies were 
ever much called for in any case of the play of that really prime note 
of his spontaneity. 

I go to Concord in the morning, but shall have barely time 
to see you there, even if I do as much as that; so that I can't 
forbear to say to you now the word I wanted as to my impres- 
sion of yesterday about Hawthorne and Ellery Channing. 
Hawthorne isn't to me a prepossessing figure, nor apparently 
at all an enjoying person in any way; he has all the while the 
look— or would have to the unknowing— of a rogue who sud- 
denly finds himself in a company of detectives. But in spite of 
his rusticity I felt a sympathy for him fairly amounting to an- 
guish, and couldn’t take my eyes off him all dinner, nor my 
rapt attention: as that indecisive little Dr. Hedge ^ found, I 

lAn eminent Unitarian pastor. 
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am afraid, to his cost, for I hardly heard a word of what he 
kept on saying to me, and resented his maliciously putting 
his artificial person between me and the profitable object of 
study. (It isn't however that I now feel any ilbwill to him— I 
could recommend anyone but myself to go and hear him 
preach. The thing was that Hawthorne seemed to me to pos- 
sess human substance and not to have dissipated it all away 
like that culturally debauched , or even like good inoffen- 

sive comforting Longfellow.) John Forbes and you kept up the 
human balance at the other end of the table, but my region 
was a desert with H. for its only oasis. It was so pathetic to see 
him, contented sprawling Concord owl that he was and always 
has been, brought blindfold into that brilliant daylight and 
expected to wink and be lively, like some dapper Tommy Tit- 
mouse. I felt him bury his eyes in his plate and eat with such 
voracity that no one should dare to speak to him- My heart 
broke for him as his attenuated left-hand neighbour kept put- 
ting forth his long antennae to stroke his face and try whether 
his eyes were open. It was heavenly to see him persist in ignor- 
ing the spectral smiles— in eating his dinner and doing noth- 
ing but that, and then go home to his Concord den to fall 
upon his knees and ask his heavenly Father why it was that an 
owl couldn't remain an owl and not be forced into the diver- 
sions of a canary. I have no doubt that all the tenderest an- 
gels saw to his case that night and poured oil into his wounds 
more soothing than gentlemen ever know. W. Ellery Chan- 
ning too seemed so human and good— sweet as summer and 
fragrant as pinewoods. He is more sophisticated than Haw- 
thorne of course, but still he was kin; and I felt the world 
richer by two men, who had not yet lost themselves in mere 
members of society. This is what I suspect— that we are fast 
getting so fearful one to another, we “members of society" that 
we shall ere long begin to kill one another in self-defence and 
give place in that way at last to a more veracious state of 
things. The old world is breaking up on all hands: the glimpse 
of the everlasting granite I caught in H. and W. E. shows me 
that there is stock enough left for fifty better. Let the old im- 
postors go, bag and baggage, for a very real and substantial 
one is aching to come in, in which the churl shall not be ex- 
alted to a place of dignity, in which innocence shall never be 
tarnished nor trafficked in, in which every man's freedom shall 
be respected down to its feeblest filament as the radiant altar 
of God. To the angels, says Swedenborg, death means resurrec- 
tion to life; by that necessary rule of inversion which keeps 
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them separate from us and us from them, and so prevents our 
being mutual nuisances. Let us then accept political and all 
other distraction that chooses to come; because what is dis- 
order and wrath and contention on the surface is sure to be 
the greatest peace at the centre, working its way thus to a sur- 
face that shall never be disorderly. 

But it is in the postscript that the mixture and the transition strike 
me as most inevitable. 

Weren't you shocked at — 's engagement? To think of that 
prim old snuffers imposing himself on that pure young flame! 

What a world, what a world! But once we get rid of Slavery 
the new heavens and new earth will swim into reality. 

No better example could there be, I think, of my father's re- 
markable and constant belief, proof against all confusion, in the im- 
minence of a transformation-scene in human affairs— “spiritually" 
speaking of course always— which was to be enacted somehow with- 
out gross or vulgar visibility, or at least violence, as I have said, but 
was none the less straining to the front, and all by reason of the 
world's being, deep within and at heart, as he conceived, so achingly 
anxious for it. He had the happiness— though not so untroubled, all 
the while, doubtless, as some of his declarations would appear to 
represent— of being able to see his own period and environment as 
the field of the sensible change, and thereby as a great historic hour; 
that is, I at once subjoin, I more or less suppose he had. His measure 
of the imminent and immediate, of the socially and historically vis- 
ible and sensible was not a thing easy to answer for, and when 
treated to any one of the loud vaticinations or particular revolution- 
ary messages and promises our age was to have so much abounded in, 
all his sense of proportion and of the whole, of the real and the ridic- 
ulous, asserted itself with the last emphasis. In that mixture in him 
of faith and humour, criticism and conviction, that mark of a love of 
his kind which fed on discriminations and was never so moved to a 
certain extragavance as by an exhibited, above all by a cultivated or 
in the least sententious vagueness in respect to these, dwelt largely 
the original charm, the peculiarly social and living challenge (in 
that it was so straight and bright a reflection of life) of his talk and 
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temper. Almost all of my father shines for me at any rate in the 
above passages, and in another that follows, with their so easy glide 
from discrimination, as I have called it, that is from analytic play, 
in the outward sphere, to serenity of synthesis and confidence and 
high joy in the inward. It was as if he might have liked so to see 
his fellow-humans, fellow-diners, fellow-celebrities or whatever, in 
that acuity of individual salience, in order to proceed thence to some 
enormous final doubt or dry renouncement— instead of concluding, 
on the contrary, and on the same free and familiar note, to the emi- 
nently “worth while” character of life, or its susceptibility to vast 
and happy conversions. With which too, more than I can say, have I 
the sense here of his so finely contentious or genially perverse im- 
pulse to carry his wares of observation to the market in which they 
would on the whole bring least rather than most— where his offering 
them at all would produce rather a flurry (there might have been 
markets in which it had been known to produce almost a scandal), 
and where he would in fact give them away for nothing if thereby he 
might show that such produce grew. Never was there more of a case 
of the direct friendliness to startling growths— if so they might be 
held— of the very soil that lies under our windows. I don’t think he 
liked to scandalise— certainly he didn’t in the least for scandal’s sake; 
but nothing inspired him more to the act and the pleasure of ap- 
preciation for appropriation, as it might be termed, than the depre- 
cating attitude of others on such ground— that degree of shyness of 
appropriation on their part which practically left appreciation vague. 
It was true that the appreciation for a human use, as it might be 
called— that is for the high optimistic transition— could here carry 
the writer far. 


VII 

I find markedly relevant at this point a letter from Newport in the 
autumn of ’6i to another correspondent, one of a series several other 
examples of which no less successfully appeal to me, even though it 
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involve my going back a little to place three or four of these latter, 
written at Geneva in i860. Mrs. William Tappan, primarily Caroline 
Sturgis of Boston, was for long years and to the end of her life our 
very great friend and one of my father’s most constant and most 
considered interlocutors, both on the ground of his gravity and on 
that of his pleasantry. She had spent in Europe with her husband 
and her two small daughters very much the same years, from early in 
the summer of ’55 till late in the autumn of ’60, that we had been 
spending; and like ourselves, though with less continuity for the 
time, she had come to live at Newport, where, with no shadow of 
contention, but with an admirable intelligence, of the incurably 
ironic or mocking order, she was such a light, free, somewhat in- 
tellectually perverse but socially impulsive presence (always for in- 
stance insatiably hospitable) as our mustered circle could ill have 
spared. If play of mind, which she carried to any point of quietly- 
smiling audacity that might be, had not already become a noted, 
in fact I think the very most noted, value among us, it would have 
seated itself there in her person with a nervous animation, a refine- 
ment of what might have been called soundable sincerity, that left 
mere plump assurance in such directions far in the lurch. And she 
was interesting, she became fairly historic, with the drawing-out 
of the years, as almost the only survivor of that young band of the 
ardent and uplifted who had rallied in the other time to the “trans- 
cendental” standard, the movement for organised candour of con- 
versation on almost all conceivable or inconceivable things which ap- 
peared, with whatever looseness, to find its prime inspirer in Emer- 
son and become more familiarly, if a shade less authentically, vocal 
in Margaret Fuller. Hungry, ever so cheerfully and confidently hun- 
gry, had been much of the New England, and peculiarly the Boston, 
of those days; but with no such outreaching of the well-scoured 
empty platter, it probably would have struck one, as by the occasional 
and quite individual agitation of it from some ruefully-observed 
doorstep of the best society. It was from such a doorstep that Car- 
oline Sturgis had originally taken her restless flight, just as it was 
on such another that, after a course of infinite freedom of inquiry 
and irony, she in the later time, with a fortune inherited, an hos- 
pitality extended and a genial gravity of expression confirmed. 
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alighted again, to the no small re-enrichment of a company of friends 
who had had meanwhile scarce any such intellectual adventures as 
she was to retain, in a delicate and casual irreverence, the just 
slightly sharp fragrance or fine asperity of, but who might cultivate 
with complacency and in support of the general claim to compre- 
hensive culture and awareness unafraid the legend of her vicarious 
exposure. 

Mr. Frank Sanborn’s school, which I have already mentioned 
and to which the following alludes, was during the years imme- 
diately preceding the War, as during those of the War itself, the 
last word of what was then accounted the undauntedly modem, 
flourishing as it did under the patronage of the most “advanced” 
thought. The “coeducational” idea had up to that time, if I mistake 
not, taken on no such confident and consistent, certainly no such 
graceful or plausible form; small boys and big boys, boys from near 
and boys from far, consorted there and cohabited, so far as commu- 
nity of board and lodging and of study and sport went, with little 
girls and great girls, mainly under the earnest tutoring and elder- 
sistering of young women accomplished as scholarly accomplishment 
in such cases was then understood, but with Mr. Sanborn himself of 
course predominantly active and instructional, and above all with 
the further felicity of the participation of the generous Emerson 
family by sympathy and interest and the protective spread of the 
rich mantle of their presence. The case had been from the first a 
frank and high-toned experiment, a step down from the tonic air, 
as was so considerably felt, of radical conviction to the firm ground 
of radical application, that is of happy demonstration— an admittedly 
new and trustful thing, but all the brighter and wiser, all the more 
nobly and beautifully workable for that. With but the scantest di- 
rect observation of the attempted demonstration— demonstration, 
that is, of the excellent fruit such a grafting might produce— I yet 
imagine the enacted and considerably prolonged scene (it lasted a 
whole decade) to have heaped perfectly full the measure of what it 
proposed. The interesting, the curious, the characteristic thing was 
just, however, I seem to make out— I seemed to have made out even 
at the time— in the almost complete absence of difficulty. It might 
almost then be said of the affair that it hadn’t been difficult enough 
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for interest even should one insist on treating it as sufficiently compli- 
cated or composed for picture. The great War was to leave so many 
things changed, the country over, so many elements added, to say 
nothing of others subtracted, in the American consciousness at large, 
that even though the coeducational idea, taking to itself strength, 
has during these later years pushed its conquests to the very verge 
of demonstration of its inevitable limits, my memory speaks to me 
of the Concord school rather as of a supreme artless word on the part 
of the old social order than as a charged intimation or announce- 
ment on the part of the new. The later arrangements, more or less 
in its likeness and when on a considerable scale, have appeared, to 
attentive observation, I think, mere endlessly multiplied notes of the 
range of high spirits in the light heart of communities more aware 
on the whole of the size and number of their opportunity, of the 
boundless spaces, the possible undertakings, the uncritical minds 
and the absent standards about them, than of matters to be closely 
and preparedly reckoned with. They have been, comparatively 
speaking, experiments in the void— the great void that may spread 
so smilingly between wide natural borders before complications 
have begun to grow. The name of the complication before the fact 
is very apt to be the discovery— which latter term was so promptly 
to figure for the faith that living and working more intimately to- 
gether than had up to then been conceived possible would infinitely 
improve both the condition and the performance of the brother and 
sister sexes. It takes long in new communities for discoveries to be- 
come complications— though complications become discoveries 
doubtless often in advance of this; the large vague area, with its vast 
marginal ease, over which confidence could run riot and new kinds 
of human relation, elatedly proposed, flourish in the sun, was to 
shift to different ground the question the Concord school had played 
with, during its term of life, on its smaller stage, under the great 
New England elms and maples and in the preoccupied New Eng- 
land air. 

The preoccupation had been in a large measure, it is true, ex- 
actly with such possibilities, such bright fresh answers to old stale 
riddles, as Mr. Sanborn and his friends clubbed together to supply; 
but I can only, for my argument, recover the sense of my single visit 
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to the scene, which must have been in the winter of ’62-63, 1 think, 
and which put before me, as I seem now to make out, some suggested 
fit of perversity— not desperate, quite harmless rather, and almost 
frivolously futile, on the part of a particular little world that had 
been thrown back upon itself for very boredom and, after a spell of 
much admired talking and other beating of the air, wanted for a 
change to “do” something. The question it “played” with I just ad- 
visedly said— for what could my impression have been, personally if 
indirectly gathered, and with my admirably communicative younger 
brother to testify, but that if as a school, in strict parlance, the 
thing was scarce more than naught, as a prolonged pastime it was 
scarce less than charming and quite filled up in that direction its 
ample and original measure? I have to reckon, I here allow, with the 
trick of what I used irrepressibly to read into things in front of 
which I found myself, for gaping purposes, planted by some unques- 
tioned outer force; it seemed so prescribed to me, so imposed on 
me, to read more, as through some ever-felt claim for roundness of 
aspect and intensity of effect in presented matters, whatever they 
might be, than the conscience of the particular affair itself was per- 
haps developed enough to ask of it. The experience of many of the 
Concord pupils during the freshness of the experiment must have 
represented for them a free and yet ever so conveniently conditioned 
taste of the idyllic— such possibilities of perfect good comradeship 
between unsuspected and unalarmed youths and maidens (on a com- 
prehensive ground that really exposed the business to a light and 
put it to a test) as they were never again to see so favoured in every 
way by circumstance and, one may quite emphatically say, by atmos- 
phere. It is the atmosphere that comes back to me as most of all the 
making of the story, even when inhaled but by an occasional whiff 
and from afar— the manner of my own inhaling. In that air of 
charmed and cultivated good faith nothing for which the beautiful 
might be so presumingly claimed— if only claimed with a sufficiently 
brave clean emphasis— wouldn’t have worked, which was the great 
thing; every one must have felt that what was aspired to did work, 
and as I catch the many-voiced report of it again (many-voiced but 
pretty well suffused with one clear tone, this of inflections irrepro- 
ducible now) I seem to listen in convinced admiration, though not 
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by any means in stirred envy, to the cheerful clatter of its working. 
My failure of envy has, however, no mite of historic importance, 
proving as it does nothing at all but that if we had, in the family 
sense, so distinctly turned our back on Europe, the distinctness was 
at no point so marked as in our facing so straight to such a picture, 
by which I mean to such an exhibition, as my father’s letter throws 
oflE. Without knowledge of the letter at the time I yet measured the 
situation much as he did and enjoyed it as he did, because it would 
have been stupid not to; but from that to any wishful vision of being 
in it or of it would have been a long jump, of which I was unabash- 
edly incapable. To have broken so personally, so all but catastro- 
phically, with Europe as we had done affected me as the jump 
sufficient; we had landed somewhere in quite another world or at 
least on the sharp edge of one; and in the single particular sense 
could I, as time then went on, feel myself at all moved, with the 
helpless, the baffled visionary way of it, to push further in. What 
straight solicitation that phase of the American scene could exert— 
more coercive to the imagination than any we were ever again, as 
Americans, to know— I shall presently try to explain; but this was 
an intensely different matter. 

I buried two of my children yesterday— at Concord, Mass., 
and feel so heartbroken this morning that I shall need to 
adopt two more instantly to supply their place; and lo and be- 
hold you and William present yourselves, or if you decline the 
honour Ellen and Baby. Mary and I trotted forth last Wednes- 
day, bearing Wilky and Bob in our arms to surrender them to 
the famous Mr. Sanborn. The yellowest sunshine and an at- 
mosphere of balm were all over the goodly land, while the 
maple, the oak and the dogwood showered such splendours 
upon the eye as made the Champs Elys^es and the Bois ap- 
pear parvenus and comical. Mrs. Clark is a graceless enough 
woman outwardly, but so tenderly feathered inwardly, so un- 
afiPectedly kind and motherly toward the urchins under her 
roof, that one was glad to leave them in that provident nest. 

She has three or four other school-boarders, one of them a 
daughter of John Brown— tall, erect, long-haired and freckled, 
as John Brown's daughter has a right to be. I kissed her (in- 
wardly) between the eyes, and inwardly heard the martyred 
Johannes chuckle over the fat inheritance of love and tender* 
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ness he had after all bequeathed to his children in all good 
men’s minds. An arch little Miss Plumley also lives there, 
with eyes full of laughter and a mouth like a bed of lilies bor- 
dered with roses. How it is going to be possible for my two 
boys to pursue their studies in the midst of that bewilderment 
I don’t clearly see. I am only sure of one thing, which is that 
if 1 had had such educational advantages as that in my youth 
I should probably have been now far more nearly ripe for this 
world's business. We asked to see Miss Waterman, one of the 
teachers quartered in the house, in order to say to her how 
much we should thank her if she would occasionally put out 
any too lively spark she might see fall on the expectant tinder 
of my poor boys’ bosoms; but Miss W. herself proved of so 
siliceous a quality on inspection— with round tender eyes, 
young, fair and womanly— that I saw in her only new danger 
and no promise of safety. My present conviction is that a gen- 
eral conflagration is inevitable, ending in the total combus- 
tion of all that I hold dear on that spot. Yet I can’t but felici- 
tate our native land that such magnificent experiments in edu- 
cation go on among us. 

Then we drove to Emerson’s and waded up to our knees 
through a harvest of apples and pears, which, tired of their 
mere outward or carnal growth, had descended to the loving 
bosom of the lawn, there or elsewhere to grow inwardly meet 
for their heavenly rest in the veins of Ellen the saintly and 
others; until at last we found the cordial Pan himself in the 
midst of his household, breezy with hospitality and blowing 
exhilarating trumpets of welcome. Age has just the least in the 
world dimmed the lustre we once knew, but an unmistakable 
breath of the morning still encircles him, and the odour of 
primaeval woods. Pitchpine is not more pagan than he con- 
tinues to be, and acorns as little confess the gardener’s skill. 
Still I insist that he is a voluntary Pan, that it is a condition 
of mere wilfulness and insurrection on his part, contingent 
upon a mercilessly sound digestion and an uncommon imagi- 
native influx, and I have no doubt that even he, as the years 
ripen, will at last admit Nature to be tributary and not su- 
preme. However this be, we consumed juicy pears to the dili- 
gent music of Pan's pipe, while Ellen and Edith softly gath- 
ered themselves upon two low stools in the chimney-corner, 
saying never a word nor looking a look, but apparently hem- 
ming their handkerchiefs; and good Mrs. Stearns, who sat by 
the window and seemed to be the village dressmaker, ever and 
anon glanced at us over her spectacles as if to say that never 
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before has she seen this wondrous Pan so glistening with dew- 
drops. Then and upon the waves of that friendly music we 
were duly wafted to our educational Zion and carefully made 
over our good and promising and affectionate boys to the 
school-master’s keeping. Out into the field beside his house 
Sanborn incontinently took us to show how his girls and boys 
perform together their worship of Hygeia. It was a glimpse 
into that new world wherein dwelleth righteousness and which 
is full surely fast coming upon our children and our chil- 
dren’s children; and I could hardly keep myself, as I saw my 
children’s eyes drink in the mingled work and play of the in- 
spiring scene, from shouting out a joyful Nunc Dimittis. The 
short of the story is that we left them and rode home robbed 
of our plumage, feeling sore and ugly and only hoping that 
they wouldn’t die, any of these cold winter days, before the 
parental breast could get there to warm them back to life or 
cheer them on to a better. 

Mrs. William Hunt has just come in to tell the good news of 
your near advent and that she has found the exact house for 
you; instigated to that activity by one of your angels, of the 
Hooper band, with whom she has been in correspondence. 

I don’t thank angel Hooper for putting angel Hunt upon that 
errand, since I should like to have had the merit of it myself. 

I suspect the rent is what it ought to be: if it’s not I will lay by 
something every week for you toward it, and have no doubt 
we shall stagger through the cold weather. 

I gather from the above the very flower of my father’s irrepressible 
utterance of his constitutional optimism, that optimism fed so little 
by any sense of things as they were or are, but rich in its vision of 
the facility with which they might become almost at any moment or 
from one day to the other totally and splendidly different. A less 
vague or vain idealist couldn’t, I think, have been encountered; it 
was given him to catch in the fact at almost any turn right or left 
some flagrant assurance or promise of the state of man transfigured. 
The Concord school could be to him for the hour— there were hours 
and hoursi— such a promise; could even figure in that light, to his 
amplifying sympathy, in a degree disproportionate to its genial, but 
after all limited, after all not so intensely ‘‘inflated,” as he would 
have said, sense of itself. In which light it is that I recognise, and 
even to elation, how little, practically, of the idea of the Revolution 
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in the vulgar or violent sense was involved in his seeing so many 
things, in the whole social order about him, and in the interest o£ 
their being more or less immediately altered, as lamentably, and yet 
at the same time and under such a coloured light, as amusingly and 
illustratively, wrong— wrong, that is, with a blundering helpless hu- 
man salience that kept criticism humorous, kept it, so to speak, so- 
ciable and almost "sympathetic" even when readiest. The case was 
really of his rather feeling so vast a rightness close at hand or lurking 
immediately behind actual arrangements that a single turn of the 
inward wheel, one real response to pressure of the spiritual spring, 
would bridge the chasms, straighten the distortions, rectify the rela- 
tions and, in a word, redeem and vivify the whole mass— after a far 
sounder, yet, one seemed to see, also far subtler, fashion than any 
that our spasmodic annals had yet shown us. It was of course the 
old story that we had only to be with more intelligence and faith— 
an immense deal more, certainly— in order to work off, in the hap- 
piest manner, the many-sided ugliness of life; which was a process 
that might go on, blessedly, in the quietest of all quiet ways. That 
wouldn’t be blood and fire and tears, or would be none of these 
things stupidly precipitated; it would simply have taken place by 
enjoyed communication and contact, enjoyed concussion or convul- 
sion even— since pangs and agitations, the very agitations of percep- 
tion itself, are of the highest privilege of the soul and there is always, 
thank goodness, a saving sharpness of play or complexity of conse- 
quence in the intelligence completely alive. The meaning of which 
remarks for myself, I must be content to add, is that the optimists 
of the world, the constructive idealists, as one has mainly known 
them, have too often struck one as overlooking more of the aspects 
of the real than they recognise; whereas our indefeasible impression, 
William’s and mine, of our parent was that he by his very constitu- 
tion and intimate heritage recognised many more of those than he 
overlooked. What was the finest part of our intercourse with him— 
that is the most nutritive— but a positive record of that? Such a mat- 
ter as that the factitious had absolutely no hold on him was the 
truest thing about him, and it was all the while present to us, I think, 
as backing up his moral authority and play of vision that never, for 
instance, had there been a more numerous and candid exhibition of 
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all the human susceptibilities than in the nest of his original nur- 
ture. I have spoken of the fashion in which I still see him, after the 
years, attentively bent over those much re-written “papers,” that we 
had, even at our stupidest, this warrant for going in vague admira- 
tion of that they caught the eye, even the most filially detached, with 
a final face of wrought clarity, and thereby of beauty, that there 
could be no thinking unimportant— and see him also fall back from 
the patient posture, again and again, in long fits of remoter consider- 
ation, wondering, pondering sessions into which I think I was more 
often than not moved to read, for the fine interest and colour of it, 
some story of acute inward difficulty amounting for the time to dis- 
couragement. If one wanted drama there was drama, and of the most 
concrete and most immediately offered to one’s view and one’s sus- 
pense; to the point verily, as might often occur, of making one go 
roundabout it on troubled tiptoe even as one would have held one’s 
breath at the play. 

These opposed glimpses, I say, hang before me as I look back, but 
really fuse together in the vivid picture of the fond scribe separated 
but by a pane of glass— his particular preference was always directly 
to face the window— from the general human condition he was so 
devoutly concerned with. He saw it, through the near glass, saw it 
in such detail and with a feeling for it that broke down nowhere— 
that was the great thing; which truth it confirmed that his very 
fallings back and long waits and stays and almost stricken musings 
witnessed exactly to his intensity, the intensity that would “come 
out,” after all, and make his passionate philosophy and the fullest 
array of the appearances that couldn’t be blinked fit together and 
harmonise. Detached as 1 could during all those years perhaps 
queerly enough believe myself, it would still have done my young 
mind the very greatest violence to have to suppose that any plane 
of conclusion for him, however rich and harmonious he might tend 
to make conclusion, could be in the nature of a fool’s paradise. 
Small vague outsider as I was, I couldn’t have borne that possibility; 
and I see, as I return to the case, how little I really could ever have 
feared it. This would have amounted to fearing it on account of his 
geniality— a shocking supposition; as if his geniality had been thin 
and bite, patched up and poor, and not by the straightest connec- 
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tions, nominal and other, of the very stuff of his genius. No, I feel 
myself complacently look back to my never having, even at my small 
poorest, been so bHe, either, as to conceive he might be “wrong,” 
wrong as a thinker-out, in his own way, of the great mysteries, be- 
cause of the interest and amusement and vividness his attesting spirit 
could fling over the immediate ground. What he saw there at least 
could be so enlightening, so evocatory, could fall in so— which was 
to the most inspiring effect within the range of perception of a scant 
son who was doubtless, as to the essential, already more than any- 
thing else a novelist en herbe. If it didn’t sound in a manner patron- 
ising I should say that I saw that my father saw; and that I couldn’t 
but have given my own case away by not believing, however ob- 
scurely, in the virtue of his consequent and ultimate synthesis. Of 
course I never dreamed of any such name for it— I only thought of it 
as something very great and fine founded on those forces in him that 
came home to us and that touched us all the while. As these were 
extraordinary forces of sympathy and generosity, and that yet knew 
how to be such without falsifying any minutest measure, the struc- 
ture raised upon them might well, it would seem, and even to the 
uppermost sublime reaches, be as valid as it was beautiful. If he so 
endeared himself wasn’t it, one asked as time went on, through his 
never having sentimentalised or merely meditated away, so to call 
it, the least embarrassment of the actual about him, and having with 
a passion peculiarly his own kept together his stream of thought, 
however transcendent and the stream of life, however humanised? 
There was a kind of experiential authority in his basis, as he felt 
his basis— there being no human predicament he couldn’t by a sym- 
pathy more like direct experience than any I have known enter into; 
and this authority, which concluded so to a widening and brighten- 
ing of the philosophic— for him the spiritual— sky, made his char- 
acter, as intercourse disclosed it, in a high degree fascinating. These 
things, I think, however, are so happily illustrated in his letters that 
they look out from almost any continuous passage in such a series 
for instance as those addressed in the earlier time to Mrs. Tappan. 
His tone, that is, always so effectually looks out, and the living parts 
of him so singularly hung together, that one may fairly say his phi- 
losophy was his tone. To cite a few passages here is at the same time 
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to go back to a previous year or two—which my examples, I hold, 
make worth while. He had been on a visit to Paris toward the win- 
ter’s end of ’6o, and had returned to Geneva, whence he writes early 
in April. 

So sleepy have I been ever since my return from Paris that I 
am utterly unfit to write letters. I was thoroughly poisoned by 
tobacco in those horrid railway carriages, and this with want 
of sleep knocked me down. I am only half awake still, and will 
not engage consequently in any of those profound inquiries 
which your remembrance always suggests. 

I am very sorry for you that you live in an excommunicated 
country, or next door to it; and I don’t wonder at your want- 
ing to get away. But it is provoking to think that but for your 
other plan Switzerland might possess you all for the summer. 

It is doubtless in part this disappointment that will unsettle 
us in our present moorings and take us probably soon to Ger- 
many. What after that I have no idea, and am always so little 
wilful about our movements that I am ready the young ones 
should settle them. So we may be in Europe a good while yet, 
always providing that war keep smooth his wrinkled front and 
allow us quiet newspapers. They must fight in Italy for some 
time to come, but between England and France is the main 
point. If they can hold aloof from tearing each other we shall 
manage; otherwise we go home at once, to escape the universal 
spatter that must then ensue. 

What is the meaning of all these wars and rumours of wars? 

No respectable person ever seems to occupy himself with the 
question, but I can’t help feeling it more interesting than any- 
thing in Homer or Plato or the gallery of the Vatican. I long 
daily with unappeasable longing for a righteous life, such a 
life as I am sure is implied in every human possibility, and 
myriads are bearing me company. What does this show but 
that the issue is near out of all our existing chaos? All our evil 
is fossil and comes from the mere persistence of diseased insti- 
tutions in pretending to rule us when we ought to be left free 
to be living spirits of God. There is no fresh evil in the world. 

No one now steals or commits murder or any other offence 
with the least relish for it, but only to revenge his poor starved 
opportunities. The superiority of America in respect to free- 
dom of thought over Europe comes from this fact that she has 
so nearly achieved her deliverance from such tyrannies. All she 
now needs to make her right is simply an intelligent recogni- 
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tion of her spiritual whereabouts. If she had this she would 
put her hand to the work splendidly. You and I when we get 
home will try to quicken her intelligence in that respect, will 
do at any rate our best to put away this pestilent munching of 
the tree of knowledge of good and evil, and persuade to the 
belief of man's unmixed innocence. 

Which, it will easily be seen, was optimism with a vengeance, and 
marked especially in the immediacy, the state of being at hand for 
him, of a social redemption. What made this the more signal was 
its being so unattended with visions the least Apocalyptic or con- 
vulsional; the better order slipping in amid the worse, and su- 
perseding it, so insidiously, so quietly and, by a fair measure, so 
easily. It was a faith and an accompanying philosophy that 
couldn't be said not to be together simplifying; and yet nothing was 
more unmistakable when we saw them at close range, I repeat, than 
that they weren’t unnourished, weren’t what he himself would, as 
I hear him, have called the ‘‘flatulent” fruit of sentimentality. 

His correspondent had in a high degree, by her vivacity of expres- 
sion, the art of challenging his—as is markedly apparent from a letter 
the date of which fails beyond its being of the same stay at Geneva 
and of the winter's end. 

If I had really imagined that I had bored you and your hus- 
band so very little while I was in Paris in December I should 
long since have repeated the experiment; the more surely that 
I want so much to see again my darling nieces and delight my- 
self in the abundance of their large-eyed belief. . . . Our Alice 
is still under discipline-^preparing to fulfil some high destiny 
or other in the future by reducing decimal fractions to their 
lowest possible rate of subsistence, where they often grow so 
attenuated under her rapid little fingers that my poor old eyes 
can no longer see them at all. I shall go before long to Eng- 
land, and then perhaps—! But I shan’t promise anything on 
her behalf. 

You ask me ‘‘why I do not brandish my tomahawk and, like 
Walt Whitman, raise my barbaric yawp over the roofs of all 
the houses." It is because I am not yet a "cosmos" as that gen- 
tleman avowedly is, but only a very dim nebula, doing its 
modest best, no doubt, to solidify into cosmical dimensions, 
but still requiring an "awful sight” of time and pains and pa- 
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tience on the part of its friends. You evidently fancy that cos- 
moses are born to all the faculty they shall ever have, like 
ducks: no such thing. There is no respectable cosmos but what 
is born to such a vapoury and even gaseous inheritance as re- 
quires long centuries of conflict on its part to overcome the 
same and become pronounced or educated in its proper min- 
eral, vegetable or animal order. Ducks are born perfect; that 
is to say they utter the same unmodified unimproved quack 
on their dying pillow that they uttered on their natal day; 
whereas cosmoses are destined to a life of such surprising 
change that you may say their career is an incessant disavowal 
of their birth, or that their highest maturation consists in their 
utter renunciation of their natural father and mother. You 
transcendentalists make the fatal mistake of denying educa- 
tion, of sundering present from past and future from present. 
These things are indissolubly one, the present deriving its con- 
sciousness only from the past, and the future drawing all its 
distinctive wisdom from our present experience. The law is 
the same with the individual as it is with the race: none of us 
can dodge the necessity of regeneration, of disavowing our nat- 
ural ancestry in order to come forth in our own divinely-given 
proportions. The secret of this necessity ought to reconcile us 
to it, however onerous the obligation it imposes; for that se- 
cret is nothing more nor less than this, that we cosmoses have 
a plenary divine origin and are bound eventually to see that 
divinity reproduced in our most familiar and trivial experi- 
ence, even down to the length of our shoe-ties. If the Deity 
were an immense Duck capable only of emitting an eternal 
quack we of course should all have been bom webfooted, 
each as infallible in his way as the Pope, nor ever have been 
at the expense and bother of swimming-schools. But He is a 
perfect man, incapable of the slightest quackery, capable only 
of every honest and modest and helpful purpose, and these are 
perfections to which manifestly no one is born, but only re- 
born. We come to such states not by learning, only by un- 
learning. No natural edification issues in spiritual architec- 
ture of this splendour, but only a natural demolition or un- 
doing. I dimly recognise this great truth, and hence hold more 
to a present imbecility than to a too eager efficiency. I feel my- 
self more fit to be knocked about for some time yet and vas- 
tated of my natural vigour than to commence cosmos and 
raise the barbaric yawp. Time enough for that when I am 
fairly finished. Say what we will, you and I are all the while 
at school just now. The genial p^agogue may give you so 
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little of the ferule as to leave you to doubt whether you really 
are there; but this only proves what a wonderful pedagogue it 
is, and how capable of adapting himself to everyone. 

His friend in Paris found herself at that time, like many other 
persons, much interested in the exercise of automatic writing, of 
which we have since so abundantly heard and as to which she had 
communicated some striking observations. 

. . . Your letter is full of details that interest but don't fasci- 
nate. I haven't a doubt of a single experience you allege, and 
do not agree with your friend Count S. (your writing of this 
name is obscure) that the world of spirits is not an element in 
your writing. I am persuaded now for a long time of the truth 
of these phenomena and feel no inclination to dispute or dis- 
parage them; but at the same time I feel to such a degree my 
own remoteness from them that I am sure I could never get 
any personal contact with them. The state of mind exposing 
one to influences of this nature, and which makes them bene- 
ficial to it, is a sceptical state; and this I have never known for 
a moment. Spiritual existence has always been more real to 
me (I was going to say) than natural; and when accordingly 
I am asked to believe in the spiritual world because my senses 
are getting to reveal it I feel as if the ground of my convic- 
tion were going to be weakened rather than strengthened. Of 
course I should have very little respect for spiritual things 
which didn't ultimately report themselves to sense, which 
didn't indeed subside into things of sense as logically as a 
house into its foundations. But what I deny is that spiritual ex- 
istence can be directly known on earth-known otherwise than 
by correspondence or inversely. The letter of every revelation 
must be directly hostile to its spirit, and only inversely accord- 
ant, because the very pretension of revelation is that it's a de- 
scent, an absolute coming down, of truth, a humiliation of it 
from its own elevated and habitual plane to a lower one. 

Admit therefore that the facts of "spiritualism" are all true; 
admit that persons really deceased have been communicating 
with you about the state of Europe, the approaching crisis and 
the persons known to us whom you name; in that case I should 
insist that, to possess the slightest spiritual interest, their reve- 
lation should be re-translated into the spiritual tongue by 
correspondences; because as to any spirit knowing or caring to 
know those persons, or being bothered about any crisis of ours. 
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that is to me simply incredible. Such matters have in each case 
doubtless some spiritual or substantial counterpart answering 
in every particular to its superficial features; and Wilkinson 
and Emerson, for instance, with the others, are of course shad- 
ows of some greater or less spiritual quantities. But I’ll be 
hanged if there’s the slightest sensible accord between the sub- 
stance and the semblance on either hand. Your spirits, no 
doubt, give you the very communications you report to me; 
only Wilkinson spiritually interpreted and Emerson spiritu- 
ally interpreted mean things so very different from our two 
friends of those denominations that if our spiritual eye were 
for a moment open to discern the difference I think it highly 
probable— I’m sure it is infinitely possible— we should re- 
nounce their acquaintance. 

But I have harped on this string long enough; let me change 
the tune. Your spirits tell you to repose in what they are do- 
ing for you and, with a pathos to which I am not insensible, 
say “Rest now, poor child; your struggles have been great; 
clasp peace to your bosom at last.” And as a general thing our 
ears are saluted by assurances that these communications are 
all urged by philanthropy and that everyone so addressing us 
wants in some way to help and elevate us. But just this is to 
my mind the unpleasant side of the business. I have been so 
long accustomed to see the most arrant deviltry transact itself 
in the name of benevolence that the moment I hear a profes- 
sion of good-will from almost any quarter I instinctively look 
about for a constable or place my hand within reach of the 
bell-rope. My ideal of human intercourse would be a state of 
things in which no man will ever stand in need of any other 
man’s help, but will derive all his satisfaction from the great 
social tides which own no individual names. I am sure no man 
can be put in a position of dependence upon another without 
that other’s very soon becoming— if he accepts the duties of the 
relation— utterly degraded out of his just human proportions. 
No man can play the Deity to his fellow man with impunity— 
I mean spiritual impunity of course. For see: if I am at all sat- 
isfied with that relation, if it contents me to be in a position of 
generosity toward others, I must be remarkably indifferent at 
bottom to the gross social inequality which permits that posi- 
tion, and instead of resenting the enforced humiliation of my 
fellow man to myself, in the interests of humanity, I acqui- 
esce in it for the sake of the profit it yields to my own self- 
complacency. I do hope the reign of benevolence is over; until 
that event occurs I am sure the reign of God will be impos- 
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sible. But I have a shocking bad cold that racks my head to 
bursting almost; I can't think to any purpose. Let me hear 
soon from you that I have not been misunderstood. I wouldn't 
for the world seem wilfully to depreciate what you set a high 
value on. No, I really can't help my judgments. And I always 
soften them to within an inch of their life as it is. 

The following, no longer from the Hotel de TEcu, but from 5 
Quai du Mont Blanc, would indicate that his ''Dear Queen Car- 
oline,” as he addresses her, was at no loss to defend her own view 
of the matters in discussion between them: in which warm light in- 
deed it is that I was myself in the after years ever most amusedly to 
see her. 

Don't scold a fellow sol Exert your royal gifts in exalting 
only the lowly and humbling only the proud. Precisely what I 
like, to get extricated from metaphysics, is encouragement 
from a few persons like yourself, such encouragement as would 
lie in your intelligent apprehension and acknowledgment of 
the great result of metaphysics, which is a godly and spotless 
life on earth. If I could find anyone apt to that doctrine I 
should not work so hard metaphysically to convince the world 
of its truth. And as for being a metaphysical Jack Horner, the 
thing is contradictory, as no metaphysician whose studies are 
sincere ever felt tempted to self-complacency or disposed to 
reckon himself a good boy. Such exaltations are not for him, 
but only for the artists and poets, who dazzle the eyes of man- 
kind and don't recoil from the darkness they themselves pro- 
duce—as Dryden says, or Collins. 

Mrs. Tappan, spending the month of June in London, continued 
to impute for the time, I infer (I seem to remember a later complete 
detachment), a livelier importance to the supernatural authors of her 
“writing” than her correspondent was disposed to admit; but almost 
anything was a quickener of the correspondent's own rich, that is 
always so animated, earnestness. He had to feel an interlocutor’s 
general sympathy, or recognise a moral relation, even if a disturbed 
one, for the deep tide of his conviction to rise outwardly higher; but 
when that happened the tide overflowed indeed. 

My dear CAROLiNA-Neither North nor South, but an emi- 
nently free State, with no exulting shout of master and no 
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groan of captive to be heard in all its borders, but only the 
cheerful hum of happy husband and children— how do you 
find London? Here in Geneva we are so saturate with sunshine 
that we would fain dive to the depths of the lake to learn 
coolness of the little fishes. Still, we don’t envy your two weeks 
of unbroken rain in dear dismal London. What a preparation 
for doing justice to Lenox! You see I know— through Mary 
Tweedy, who has a hearty appreciation of her London privi- 
leges. How are A. D. and all the rest of them? Familiar spirits, 
are they not, on a short acquaintance?— and how pleasant an 
aspect it gives to the middle kingdom to think you shall be 
sure to find there such lovers and friends! Only let us keep 
them at a proper distance. It doesn’t do for us ever to accept 
another only at that other’s own estimate of himself. If we do 
we may as well plunge into Tartarus at once. No human being 
can afford to commit his happiness to another’s keeping, or, 
what is the same thing, forego his own individuality with all 
that it imports. The first requisite of our true relationship to 
each other (spiritually speaking) is that we be wholly inde- 
pendent of each other: then we may give ourselves away as 
much as we please, we shall do neither them nor ourselves any 
harm. But until that blessed day comes, by the advance of a 
scientific society among men, we shall be utterly unworthy to 
love each other or be loved in return. We shall do nothing but 
prey upon each other and turn each other’s life to perfect 
weariness. 

The more of it then just now the better! The more we bite 
and devour each other, the more horribly the newspapers 
abound in all the evidences of our disgusting disorganisation, 
the disorganisation of the old world, the readier will our dull 
ears be to listen to the tidings of the new world which is ach- 
ing to appear, the world wherein dwelleth righteousness. 
Don't abuse the newspapers therefore publicly, but tell every- 
body of the use they are destined to promote, and set others 
upon the look-out. A. D. is a very good woman, I haven't a 
doubt, but will fast grow a better one if she would let herself 
alone, and me also, and all other mere persons, while she dili- 
gently inquires about the Lord; that is about that lustrous uni- 
versal life which God's providence is now forcing upon men's 
attention and which will obliterate for ever all this exaggera- 
tion of our personalities. It is very well for lovers to abase 
themselves in this way to each other; because love is a passion 
of one's nature— that is to say the lover is not self-possessed, but 
is lifted for a passing moment to the level of the Lord's life in 
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the race, and so attuned to higher issues ever after in his own 
proper sphere. But these experiences are purely disciplinary 
and not final. All passion is a mere inducement to action, and 
when at last activity really dawns in us we drop this faculty 
of hallucination that we have been under about persons and 
see and adore the abounding divinity which is in all persons 
alike. Who will then ever be caught in that foolish snare 
again? I did nothing but tumble into it from my boyhood up 
to my marriage; since which great disillusioning— yes I— I feel 
that the only lovable person is one who will never permit 
himself to be loved. But I have written on without any inten- 
tion and have now no time to say what alone I intended, how 
charming and kind and long to be remembered you were all 
those Paris days. Give my love to honest William and tell my 
small nieces that I pine to pluck again the polished cherries 
of their cheeks. My wife admires and loves you. 

From which I jump considerably forward, for its (privately) his- 
toric value, to a communication from Newport of the middle of 
August ’63. My father's two younger sons had, one the previous 
and one at the beginning of the current, year obtained commissions 
in the Volunteer Army; as a sequel to which my next younger 
brother, as Adjutant of the Fifty-fourth Massachusetts, Colonel 
Robert Shaw’s regiment, the first body of coloured soldiers raised in 
the North, had received two grave wounds in that unsuccessful at- 
tack on Fort Wagner from which the gallant young leader of the 
movement was not to return. 

Wilky had a bad day yesterday and kept me busy or I 
shouldn't have delayed answering your inquiries till to-day. 

He is very severely wounded both in the ankle and in the 
side— where he doesn’t heal so fast as the doctor wishes in con- 
sequence of the shell having made a pouch which collects 
matter and retards nature. They cut it open yesterday, and 
to-day he is better, or will be. The wound in the ankle was 
made by a cannister ball an inch and a half in diameter, 
which l^ged eight days in the foot and was finally dislodged 
by cutting down through (the foot) and taking it out at the 
sole. He is excessively weak, unable to do anything but lie pas- 
sive, even to turn himself on his pillow. He will probably have 
a slow and tedious recovery— the doctors say of a year at least; 
but he knows nothing of this himself and speaks, so far as he 
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does talk, but of going back in the Fall. If you write please 
say nothing of this; he is so distressed at the thought of a 
long sickness. He is vastly attached to the negro-soldier cause; 
believes (I think) that the world has existed for it; and is sure 
that enormous results to civilisation are coming out of it. We 
heard from Bob this morning at Morris Island; with his regi- 
ment, building earthworks and mounting guns. Hot, he says, 
but breezy; also that the shells make for them every few min- 
utes— while he and his men betake themselves to the trenches 
and holes in the earth “like so many land-crabs in distress.” He 
writes in the highest spirits. Cabot Russell, Wilky's dearest 
friend, is, we fear, a prisoner and wounded. We hear nothing 
decisive, but the indications point that way. Poor Wilky cries 
aloud for his friends gone and missing, and I could hardly 
have supposed he might be educated so suddenly up to serious 
manhood altogether as he appears to have been. I hear from 
Frank Shaw this morning, and they are all well— and ad- 
mirable. 

This goes beyond the moment I had lately, and doubtless too 
lingeringly, reached, as I say; just as I shall here find convenience 
in borrowing a few passages from my small handful of letters of the 
time to follow— to the extent of its not following by a very long 
stretch. Such a course keeps these fragments of record together, as 
scattering them would perhaps conduce to some leakage in their 
characteristic tone, for which I desire all the fulness it can keep. Im- 
possible moreover not in some degree to yield on the spot to any 
brush of the huge procession of those particular months and years, 
even though I shall presently take occasion to speak as I may of my 
own so inevitably contracted consciousness of what the brush, with 
its tremendous possibilities of violence, could consist of in the given 
case. I had, under stress, to content myself with knowing it in a more 
indirect and muffled fashion than might easily have been— even 
should one speak of it but as a matter of mere vision of the eyes 
or quickened wonder of the mind or heaviness of the heart, as a mat- 
ter in fine of the closer and more inquiring, to say nothing of the 
more agitated, approach. All of which, none the less, was not to pre- 
vent the whole quite indescribably intensified time— intensified 
through all lapses of occasion and frustrations of contact— from re- 
maining with me as a more constituted and sustained act of living, 
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in proportion to my powers and opportunities, than any other homo- 
geneous stretch of experience that my memory now recovers. The 
case had to be in a peculiar degree, alas, that of living inwardly— 
like so many of my other cases; in a peculiar degree compared, that 
is, to the immense and prolonged outwardness, outwardness natu- 
rally at the very highest pitch, that was the general sign of the situa- 
tion. To which I may add that my “alas” just uttered is in the key 
altogether of my then current consciousness, and not in the least in 
that of my present appreciation of the same— so that I leave it, even 
while I thus put my mark against it, as I should restore tenderly to 
the shelf any odd rococo object that might have slipped from a rel- 
iquary. My appreciation of what I presume at the risk of any ap- 
parent fatuity to call my “relation to” the War is at present a thing 
exquisite to me, a thing of the last refinement of romance, whereas 
it had to be at the time a sore and troubled, a mixed and oppressive 
thing— though I promptly see, on reflection, how it must frequently 
have flushed with emotions, with small scraps of direct perception 
even, with particular sharpnesses in the generalised pang of participa- 
tion, that were all but touched in themselves as with the full experi- 
ence. Clear as some object presented in high relief against the eve- 
ning sky of the west, at all events, is the presence for me beside the 
stretcher on which my young brother was to lie for so many days 
before he could be moved, and on which he had lain during his 
boat-journey from the South to New York and thence again to New- 
port, of lost Cabot Russell’s stricken father, who, failing, up and 
down the searched field, in respect of his own irrecoverable boy- 
then dying, or dead, as afterwards appeared, well within the enemy’s 
works— had with an admirable charity brought Wilky back to a wait- 
ing home instead, and merged the parental ache in the next nearest 
devotion he could find. Vivid to me still is one’s almost ashamed 
sense of this at the hurried disordered time, and of how it was im- 
possible not to impute to his grave steady gentleness and judgment 
a full awareness of the difference it would have made for him, all 
the same, to be doing such things with a still more intimate pity. Un- 
obliterated for me, in spite of vaguenesses, this quasi-twilight vision 
of the good bereft man, bereft, if I rightly recall, of his only son, as 
he sat erect and dry-eyed at the guarded feast of our relief; and so 
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much doubtless partly because of the image that hovers to me across 
the years of Cabot Russell himself, my brother’s so close comrade— 
dark-eyed, youthfully brown, heartily bright, actively handsome, and 
with the arrested expression, the indefinable shining stigma, worn, 
to the regard that travels back to them, by those of the young figures 
of the fallen that memory and fancy, wanting, never ceasing to want, 
to “do” something for them, set as upright and clear-faced as may be, 
each in his sacred niche. They have each to such a degree, so ranged, 
the strange property or privilege— one scarce knows what to call it— 
of exquisitely, for all our time, facing us out, quite blandly ignoring 
us, looking through us or straight over us at something they partake 
of together but that we mayn’t pretend to know. We walk thus, I 
think, rather ruefully before them— those of us at least who didn’t at 
the time share more happily their risk. William, during those first 
critical days, while the stretcher itself, set down with its load just 
within the entrance to our house, mightn’t be moved further, pre- 
served our poor lacerated brother’s aspect in a drawing of great and 
tender truth which I permit myself to reproduce. It tells for me the 
double story— I mean both of Wilky’s then condition and of the 
draughtsman’s admirable hand. 

But I find waiting my father’s last letter of the small group to Mrs. 
Tappan. We were by that time, the autumn of 1865, settled in Bos- 
ton for a couple of years. 

My dear Carry— Are you a carryatid that you consider your- 
self bound to uphold that Lenox edifice through the cold win- 
ter as well as the hot summer? Why don't you come to town? 

I can’t write what I want to say. My brain is tired, and I gladly 
forego all writing that costs thought or attention. But I have 
no day forgotten your question, and am eager always to make 
a conquest of you; you are so full both of the upper and the 
nether might as always greatly to excite my interest and make 
me feel how little is accomplished while you are left not so. I 
make no prayer to you; I would have no assistance from your 
own vows; or the pleasure of my intercourse with you would 
be slain. I would rather outrage than conciliate your sympa- 
thies, that I might have all the joy of winning you over at last. 

Hate me on my ideal side, the side that menaces you, as much 
as you please meanwhile, but keep a warm corner in your re- 
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gard for me personally, as I always do for you, until we meet 
again. It’s a delight to know a person of your sense and depth; 
even the gaudia certaminis are more cheering with you Aan 
ordinary agreements with other people. 

On which note I may leave the exchange in question, feeling how 
equal an honour it does to the parties. 


VIII 

I judge best to place together here several passages from my father’s 
letters belonging to this general period, even though they again 
carry me to points beyond my story proper. It is not for the story’s 
sake that I am moved to gather them, but for their happy illustra- 
tion, once more, of something quite else, the human beauty of the 
writer’s spirit and the fine breadth of his expression. This latter 
virtue is most striking, doubtless, when he addresses his women 
correspondents, of whom there were many, yet it so pervades for in- 
stance various notes, longer and shorter, to Mrs. James T. Fields, 
wife of the eminent Boston publisher and editor, much commended 
to us as founder and, for a time, chief conductor of the Atlantic 
Monthly, our most adopted and enjoyed native recueil of that series 
of years. The Atlantic seemed somehow, while the good season 
lasted, to live with us, whereas our relation to the two or three other 
like organs, homegrown or foreign, of which there could be any 
question, and most of all, naturally, to the great French Revue, was 
that we lived with them. The light of literature, as we then invoked or 
at any rate received it, seemed to beat into the delightful Fields salon 
from a nearer heaven than upon any other scene, and played there 
over a museum of relics and treasures and apparitions (these last 
whether reflected and by that time legendary, or directly protrusive 
and presented, wearers of the bay) with an intensity, I feel again as 
I look back, every resting ray of which was a challenge to dreaming 
ambition, I am bound to note, none the less, oddly enough, that my 
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father’s communications with the charming mistress of the scene 
are more often than not a bright profession of sad reasons for in- 
ability to mingle in it. He mingled with reluctance in scenes de- 
signed and preappointed, and was, I think, mostly content to feel 
almost anything near at hand become a scene for him from the 
moment he had happened to cast into the arena (which he preferred 
without flags or festoons) the golden apple of the unexpected— in 
humorous talk, that is, in reaction without preparation, in sincerity 
which was itself sociability. It was not nevertheless that he didn’t 
now and then “accept”— with attenuations. 

... If therefore you will let Alice and me come to you on 
Wednesday evening I shall still rejoice in the benignant fate 
that befalls my house— even though my wife, indisposed, “feels 
reluctantly constrained to count herself out of the sphere of 
your hospitality:" and I will bind myself moreover by solemn 
vows not to perplex the happy atmosphere which almost reigns 
in yours by risking a syllable of the incongruous polemic your 
husband wots of. I will listen devotedly to you and him all the 
evening if thereby I may early go home repaired in my own 
esteem, and not dilapidated, as has been hitherto too often 
the case. 

He could resist persuasion even in the insidious form of an ex- 
pressed desire that he should read something, “something he was 
writing,” to a chosen company. 

Your charming note is irresistible at first sight, and I had al- 
most uttered a profligate YesI— that is a promise irrespective of 
a power to perform; when my good angel arrested me by the 
stern inquiry; What have you got to give them? And I could 
only say in reply to this intermeddling but blest spirit: Noth- 
ing, my dear friend, absolutely nothingl Whereupon the vera- 
cious one said again: Sit you down immediately therefore and, 
confessing your literary indigence to this lovely lady, pray her 
to postpone the fulfilment of her desire to some future flood- 
tide in the little stream of your inspiration, when you will be 
ready to serve her. 

The following refers to the question of his attending with my 
mother at some session of a Social Club, at which a prepared per- 
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formance of some sort was always oflEered, but of which they had 
lately found it convenient to cease to be members. 

I snatch the pen from my wife’s hand to enjoy, myself, the 
satisfaction of saying to you how good and kind and charm- 
ing you always are, and how we never grow tired of recount- 
ing the fact among ourselves here, and yet how we still shall 
be unable to accept your hospitality. Why? Simply because we 
have a due sense of what becomes us after our late secession, 
and would not willingly be seen at two successive meetings, 
lest the carnal observer should argue that we had left the Club 
by the front door of obligation only to be readmitted at the 
back door of indulgence: I put it as Fields would phrase it. 

To speak of him always reminds me of various things, so richly 
endowed is the creature in all good gifts; but the dominant 
consideration evoked in my mind by his name is just his beau- 
tiful home and that atmosphere of faultless womanly worth 
and dignity which fills it with light and warmth, and makes 
it a blessing to one’s heart whenever one enters its precincts. 
Please felicitate the wretch for me— I 

However earnest these deprecations he could embroider them 
with a rare grace. 

My wife— who has just received your kind note in rapid 
route for the Dedham Profane Asylum, or something of that 
sort— begs leave to say, through me as a willing and sensitive 
medium, that you are one of those arva beata, renowned in 
poetry, which, visit them never so often, one is always glad to 
revisit, which are attractive in all seasons by their own abso- 
lute light and without any Emersonian pansies and butter- 
cups to make them so. This enthusiastic Dedhamite says fur- 
ther in effect that while she is duly grateful for your courteous 
offer of a seat upon your sofa to hear the conquered sage, she 
yet prefers the material banquet you summon us to in your 
dining-room, since there we should be out of the mist and able 
to discern between nature and cookery, between what eats 
and what is eaten, at all events, and feel a thankful mind that 
we were in solid comfortable Charles Street, instead of in the 
vague and wide weltering galaxy, and should be sure to deem 
A. and J. (/ am sure of A., and I think my wife feels equally 
sure of J.), finer fireflies than ever sparkled in the old em- 
pyrean. But alas who shall control his destiny? Not my wife. 
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whom multitudinous cares enthrall; nor yet myself, whom a 
couple of months’ enforced idleness now constrains to a preter- 
natural activity, lest the world fail of salvation. Please accept 
then our united apologies and regrets. . . . 

PS. Who contrived the comical title for E.’s lectures?-“Phi- 
losophy of the People I” May it not have been a joke of 
J. T. F.’s? It would be no less absurd for Emerson himself to 
think of philosophising than for the rose to think of botanis- 
ing. He is the divinely pompous rose of the philosophic gar- 
den, gorgeous with colour and fragrance; so what a sad look- 
out for tulip and violet and lily, and the humbler grasses, if 
the rose should turn out philosophic gardener as well. 

There connects itself with a passage in another letter to the same 
correspondent a memory of my own that I have always superlatively 
cherished and that remains in consequence vivid enough for some 
light reflection here. But I first give the passage, which is of date of 
November '67. “What a charming impression of Dickens the other 
night at the Nortons’ dinner! How innocent and honest and sweet 
he is maugre his fame! Fields was merely superb on the occasion, but 
Dickens was saintly.” As a young person of twenty-four I took part, 
restrictedly yet exaltedly, in that occasion— and an immense privilege 
I held it to slip in at all— from after dinner on; at which stage of the 
evening I presented myself, in the company of my excellent friend 
Arthur Sedgwick, brother to our hostess and who still lives to testify, 
for the honour of introduction to the tremendous guest. How tre- 
mendously it had been laid upon young persons of our generation 
to feel Dickens, down to the soles of our shoes, no more modern 
instance that I might try to muster would give, I think, the least 
measure of; I can imagine no actual young person of my then age, 
and however like myself, so ineffably agitated, so mystically moved, 
in the presence of any exhibited idol of the mind who should be in 
that character at all conceivably “like” the author of Pickwick and 
of Copperfield. There has been since his extinction no correspond- 
ing case— as to the relation between benefactor and beneficiary, or 
debtor and creditor; no other debt in our time has been piled so 
high, for those carrying it, as the long, the purely “Victorian” 
pressure of that obligation. It was the pressure, the feeling, that 
made it— as it made the feeling, and no operation of feeling on any 
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such ground has within my observation so much as attempted to 
emulate it. So that on the evening I speak of at Shady Hill it was 
as a slim and shaken vessel of the feeling that one stood there— of 
the feeling in the first place diffused, public and universal, and in 
the second place all unfathomably, undemonstrably, unassistedly 
and, as it were, unrewardedly, proper to one’s self as an already grop- 
ing and fumbling, already dreaming and yearning dabbler in the 
mystery, the creative, that of comedy, tragedy, evocation, representa- 
tion, erect and concrete before us there as in a sublimity of master- 
ship. I saw the master— nothing could be more evident— in the light 
of an intense emotion, and I trembled, I remember, in every limb, 
while at the same time, by a blest fortune, emotion produced no 
luminous blur, but left him shining indeed, only shining with 
august particulars. It was to be remarked that those of his dress, 
which managed to be splendid even while remaining the general 
spare uniform of the diner-out, had the effect of higher refinements, 
of accents stronger and better placed, than we had ever in such a 
connection seen so much as hinted. But the offered inscrutable mask 
was the great thing, the extremely handsome face, the face of sym- 
metry yet of formidable character, as I at once recognised, and which 
met my dumb homage with a straight inscrutability, a merciless 
military eye, I might have pronounced it, an automatic hardness, 
in fine, which at once indicated to me, and in the most interesting 
way in the world, a kind of economy of apprehension. Wonderful 
was it thus to see, and thrilling inwardly to note, that since the ques- 
tion was of personal values so great no faintest fraction of the whole 
could succeed in not counting for interest. The confrontation was 
but of a moment; our introduction, my companion’s and mine, once 
effected, by an arrest in a doorway, nothing followed, as it were, or 
happened (what might have happened it remained in fact impossible 
to conceive); but intense though the positive perception there was 
an immensity more left to understand— for the long aftersense, I 
mean; and one, or the chief, of these later things was that if our hero 
neither shook hands nor spoke, only meeting us by the barest act, so 
to say, of the trained eye, the penetration of which, to my sense, 
revealed again a world, there was a grim beauty, to one’s subse- 
quently panting imagination, in that very truth of his then so know- 
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ing himself (committed to his monstrous “readings” and with the 
force required for them ominously ebbing) on the outer edge of his 
once magnificent margin. So at any rate I was to like for long to con- 
sider of it; I was to like to let the essential radiance which had 
nevertheless reached me measure itself by this accompaniment of the 
pitying vision. He couldn’t loosely spend for grace what he had to 
keep for life— which was the awful nightly, or all but nightly, exhibi- 
tion: such the economy, as I have called it, in which I was afterwards 
to feel sure he had been locked up— in spite of the appearance, in the 
passage from my father’s letter, of the opened gates of the hour or 
two before. These were but a reason the more, really, for the so 
exquisitely complicated image which was to remain with me to this 
day and which couldn’t on any other terms have made itself nearly 
so important. For that was the whole sense of the matter. It hadn’t 
been in the least important that we should have shaken hands or 
exchanged platitudes— it had only been supremely so that one should 
have had the essence of the hour, the knowledge enriched by proof 
that whatever the multifold or absolute reason, no accession to sensi- 
bility from any other at all “similar” source could have compared, 
for penetration, to the intimacy of this particular and prodigious 
glimpse. It was as if I had carried off my strange treasure just exactly 
from under the merciless military eye— placed there on guard of the 
secret. All of which I recount for illustration of the force of action, 
unless I call it passion, that may reside in a single pulse of time. 

I allow myself not to hang back in g^athering several passages from 
another series for fear of their crossing in a manner the line of 
privacy and giving a distinctness to old intimate things. The distinct- 
ness is in the first place all to the honour of the persons and the 
interests thus glimmering through; and I hold, in the second, that 
the light touch under which they revive positively adds, by the magic 
of memory, a composite fineness. The only thing is that to speak of 
my father s correspondent here is to be more or less involved at once 
in the vision of her frame and situation, and that to get at all into 
relation with the Nortons, as they were known to us at that period, 
to say nothing of all the years to follow, is to find on my hands a 
much heavier weight of reference than my scale at this point can 
carry. The relation had ripened for us with the settlement of my 



NOTES OF A SON AND BROTHER S91 

parents at Cambridge in the autumn of ’66, and might I attempt 
even a sketch of the happy fashion in which the University circle 
consciously accepted, for its better satisfaction, or in other words 
just from a sense of what was, within its range, in the highest degree 
interesting, the social predominance of Shady Hill and the master 
there, and the ladies of the master’s family, I should find myself 
rich in material. That institution and its administrators, however, 
became at once, under whatever recall of them, a picture of great 
inclusions and implications; so true is it of any community, and so 
true above all of one of the American communities best to be stud- 
ied fifty years ago in tlieir homogeneous form and native essence and 
identity, that a strong character reinforced by a great culture, a cul- 
ture great in the given conditions, obeys an inevitable law in simply 
standing out. Charles Eliot Norton stood out, in the air of the place 
and time— which for that matter, I think, changed much as he 
changed, and couldn’t change much beyond his own range of experi- 
ment— with a greater salience, granting his background, I should 
say, than I have ever known a human figure stand out with from 
any: an effect involved of course in the nature of the background 
as well as in that of the figure. He profited at any rate, to a degree 
that was a lesson in all the civilities, by the fact that he represented 
an ampler and easier, above all a more curious, play of the civil re- 
lation than was to be detected anywhere about, and a play by which 
that relation had the charming art of becoming extraordinarily 
multifold and various without appearing to lose the note of rarity. 
It is not of course through any exhibition of mere multiplicity that 
the instinct for relations becomes a great example and bears its best 
fruit; the weight of the example and the nature of the benefit de- 
pending so much as they do on the achieved and preserved terms 
of intercourse. Here it was that the curiosity, as I have called it, of 
Shady Hill was justified— so did its action prove largely humanising. 
This was all the witchcraft it had used— that of manners understood 
with all the extensions at once and ail the particularisations to which 
it is the privilege of the highest conception of manners to lend itself. 
What it all came back to, naturally, was the fact that, on so happy a 
ground, the application of such an ideal and such a genius could 
find agents expressive and proportionate, and the least that could be 



392 HENRY JAMES: AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

said of the ladies of the house was that they had in perfection the 
imagination of their opportunity. History still at comparatively close 
range lays to its lips, I admit, a warning finger— yet how can I help 
looking it bravely in the face as I name in common courtesy Jane 
Norton? She distilled civility and sympathy and charm, she exhaled 
humanity and invitation to friendship, which latter she went through 
the world leaving at mortal doors as in effect the revelation of a new 
amenity altogether— something to wait, most other matters being 
meanwhile suspended, for her to come back on a turn of the genial 
tide and take up again, according to the stirred desire, with each 
beneficiary. All this to the extent, moreover, I confess, that it takes 
the whole of one’s measure of her rendered service and her admir- 
able life, cut so much too short— it takes the full list of her fond 
acclaimers, the shyest with the clearest, those who most waited or 
most followed, not to think almost more of the way her blest influ- 
ence went to waste as by its mere uneconomised and selfless spread 
than of what would have been called (what was by the simply-seeing 
freely enough called) her achieved success. It was given her at once 
to shine for the simply-seeing and to abide forever with the subtly; 
which latter, so far as they survive, are left again to recognise how 
there plays inveterately within the beautiful, if it but go far enough, 
the fine strain of the tragic. The household at Shady Hill was leaving 
that residence early in the summer of ’68 for a long stay in Europe, 
and the following is of that moment. 

When I heard the other day that you had been at our house 
to say farewell I was glad and also sorry, glad because I 
couldn't say before all the world so easily what I wanted to say 
to you in parting, and sorry because I longed for another sight 
of your beautiful countenance. And then I consoled myself 
with thinking that I should write you the next morning and 
be able to do my feelings better justice. But when the iiiom- 
ing came 1 saw how you would, with all your wealth of friends, 
scarcely value a puny chirrup from one of my like, and by no 
means probably expect it, and so 1 desisted. And now comes 
your heavenly letter this moment to renew my happiness in 
showing me once more your undimmed friendly face. How de- 
lightful that face has ever been to me since first I beheld it; 
how your frank and gracious and healing manners have shed 
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on my soul a celestial dew whenever I have encountered you; 

I despair to tell you in fitting words. You are the largest and 
more generous nature I know, and one that remains always, 
at the same time, so womanly; and while you leave behind 
you such a memory you needn't fear that our affectionate 
wishes will ever fail you for a moment. I for my part shall rest 
in my affection for you till we meet where to love is to live. 

Shady Hill was meanwhile occupied by other friends, out of the 
group of which, especially as reflected in another of my father’s 
letters to Miss Norton, there rise for me beckoning ghosts; against 
whose deep appeal to me to let them lead me on I have absolutely 
to steel myself— so far, for the interest of it, I feel that they might 
take me. 

We dined the other night at Shady Hill, where the Gurneys 
were charming and the company excellent; but there was a 
perpetual suggestion of the Elysian Fields about the banquet 
to me, and we seemed met together to celebrate a memory 
rather than applaud a hope. Godkin and his wife were there, 
and they heartily lent themselves to discourse of you all. Ever 
and anon his friendship gave itself such an emphatic jerk to 
your address that you might have heard it on your window- 
panes if you had not been asleep. As for her— what a great clot 
she is of womanly health, beauty and benignity! That is a most 
unwonted word to use in such a connection, but it came of it- 
self, and I won’t refuse it, as it means to express a wealth that 
seems chaotic— seems so because apparently not enough exer- 
cised or put to specific use. The Ashburners and Sedgwicks 
continue your tradition and even ornament or variegate it 
with their own original force. I go there of a Sunday after- 
noon, whenever possible, to read anew the gospel of their 
beautiful life and manners and bring away a text for the good 
of my own household. No one disputes the authenticity of that 
gospel, and I have no difficulty in spreading its knowledge. 

On which follows, as if inevitably, the tragic note re-echoed; news 
having come from Dresden, in March ’72, of the death of Mrs. 
Charles Norton, still young, delightful, inestimable. 

What a blow we have all had in the deeper blow that has 
prostrated you! 1 despair to tell you how keen and how real a 
grief is felt here by all who have heard the desolating news. 
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With my own family the brooding presence of the calamity is 
almost as obvious as it is in the Kirkland Street home, and I 
have to make a perpetual effort to reason it down. Reflec- 
tively, I confess, I am somewhat surprised that I could have 
been so much surprised by an event of this order. I know very 
well that death is the secret of life spiritually, and that this 
outward image of death which has just obtruded itself upon 
our gaze is only an image— is wholly unreal from a spiritual 
point of view. I know in short that your lovely sister lives at 
present more livingly than she has ever lived before. And yet 
my life is so low, habitually, that when I am called upon to 
put my knowledge into practice I am as superstitious as any- 
body else and grovel instead of soaring. Keep me in your own 
sweet and fragrant memory, for nowhere else could I feel my- 
self more embalmed to my own self-respect. Indeed if any- 
thing could relieve a personal sorrow to me it would be the 
sense that it was shared by a being so infinitely tender and 
true as yourself. 

Of the mass of letters by the same hand that I further turn over 
too many are of a domestic strain inconsistent with other applica- 
tion; but a page here and there emerges clear, with elements of 
interest and notes of the characteristic that rather invite than 
deprecate an emphasis. From these I briefly glean, not minding that 
later dates are involved-no particular hour at that time being far 
out of touch with any other, and the value of everything gaining 
here, as I feel, by my keeping my examples together. The following, 
addressed to me in England early in *69, beautifully illustrates, to 
my sense, our father^s close participation in any once quite positive 
case that either one or the other of his still somewhat undetermined, 
but none the less interesting sons— interesting to themselves, to each 
other and to Aim— might appear for the time to insist on constitut- 
ing. William had in ’68 been appointed to an instructorship in 
Psychology at Harvard. 

He gets on greatly with his teaching; his students— fifty-seven 
of them— are elated with their luck in having him, and I feel 
sure he will have next year a still larger number attracted by 
his fame. He came in the other afternoon while I was sitting 
alone, and, after walking the floor in an animated way for a 
moment, broke out: “Bless my soul, what a difference between 
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me as I am now and as I was last spring at this time! Then so 
hypochondriachar'— he used that word, though perhaps less 
in substance than form— “and now with my mind so cleared 
up and restored to sanity. It's the difference between death 
and life.” He had a great effusion. I was afraid of interfer- 
ing with it, or possibly checking it, but I ventured to ask what 
especially in his opinion had produced the change. He said 
several things: the reading of Renouvier (particularly his vin- 
dication of the freedom of the will) and of Wordsworth, whom 
he has been feeding on now for a good while; but more than 
anything else his having given up the notion that all mental 
disorder requires to have a physical basis. This had become 
perfectly untrue to him. He saw that the mind does act irre- 
spectively of material coercion, and could be dealt with there- 
fore at first hand, and this was health to his bones. It was a 
splendid declaration, and though I had known from unerring 
signs of the fact of the change I never had been more delighted 
than by hearing of it so unreservedly from his own lips. He has 
been shaking off his respect for men of mere science as such, 
and is even more universal and impartial in his mental judg- 
ments than I have known him before. 

Nothing in such a report could affect me more, at a distance, as 
indeed nothing shines for me more sacredly now, than the writer’s 
perfect perception of what it would richly say to me, even if a little 
to my comparative confusion and bewilderment; engaged as I must 
rightly have appeared in working out, not to say in tentatively play- 
ing with, much thinner things. I like to remember, as I do, inefface- 
ably, that my attention attached itself, intensely and on the spot, to 
the very picture, with whatever else, conveyed, which for that mat- 
ter hangs before me still: the vision of my brother, agitated by the 
growth of his genius, moving in his burst of confidence, his bright 
earnestness, about the room I knew, which must have been our 
admirable parent’s study— with that admirable parent himself 
almost holding his breath for the charm and the accepted peace of it, 
after earlier discussions and reserves; to say nothing too, if charm 
was in question, of the fact of rarity and beauty I must have felt, or in 
any case at present feel, in the resource for such an intellectually 
living and fermenting son of such a spiritually perceiving and re- 
sponding sire. What was the whole passage but a vision of the fine 
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private luxury of each?— with the fine private luxury of my own 
almost blurred image of it superadded. Of that same spring of ’69 
is another page addressed to myself in Europe. My memory must at 
the very time have connected itself with what had remained to me 
of our common or certainly of my own inveterate, childish appeal 
to him, in early New York days, for repetition, in the winter after- 
noon firelight, of his most personal, most remembering and picture- 
recovering “story”; that of a visit paid by him about in his nine- 
teenth year, as I make it out, to his Irish relatives, his father’s 
nephews, nieces and cousins, with a younger brother or two perhaps, 
as I set the scene forth— which it conduced to our liveliest interest 
to see “Billy Taylor,” the negro servant accompanying him from 
Albany, altogether rule from the point of view of effect. The dignity 
of this apparition indeed, I must parenthesise, would have yielded 
in general to the source of a glamour still more marked— the very 
air in which the young emissary would have moved as the son of his 
father and the representative of an American connection prodigious 
surely in its power to dazzle. William James of Albany was at that 
time approaching the term of his remarkably fruitful career, and 
as I see the fruits of it stated on the morrow of his death— in the 
New York Evening Post of December aoth 1832, for instance, I find 
myself envying the friendly youth who could bring his modest 
Irish kin such a fairytale from over the sea. I attach as I hang upon 
the passage a melancholy gaze for the cloud of images of what might 
have been for us all that it distractingly throws off. Our grand- 
father’s energy, exercised in Albany from the great year 1789, 
appears promptly to have begun with his arrival there. “Everywhere 
we see his footsteps, turn where we may, and these are the results of 
his informing mind and his vast wealth. His plans of improvement 
embraced the entire city, and there is scarcely a street or a square 
which does not exhibit some mark of his hand or some proof of his 
opulence. With the exception of Mr. Astor,” this delightful report 
goes on to declare, “no other business man has acquired so great a 
fortune in this State. To his enormous estate of diree millions of 
dollars there are nine surviving heirs. His enterprises have for the 
last ten years furnished constant employment for hundreds of our 
mechanics and labourers.” The enterprises appear, alas, to have 
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definitely ceased, or to have fallen into less able hands, with his 
death— and to the mass of property so handsomely computed the 
heirs were, more exactly, not nine but a good dozen. Which fact, 
however, reduces but by a little the rich ambiguity of the question 
that was to flit before my father’s children, as they grew up, with an 
air of impenetrability that I remember no attempt on his own part 
to mitigate. I doubt, for that matter, whether he could in the least 
have appeased our all but haunting wonder as to what had become 
even in the hands of twelve heirs, he himself naturally being one, of 
the admirable three millions. The various happy and rapid courses 
of most of the participants accounted for much, but did they account 
for the full beautiful value, and would even the furthest stretch of 
the charming legend of his own early taste for the amusements of 
the town really tell us what had been the disposition, by such a 
measure, of his share? Our dear parent, we were later quite to feel, 
could have told us very little, in all probability, under whatever 
pressure, what had become of anything. There had been, by our 
inference, a general history— not on the whole exhilarating, and 
pressure for information could never, I think, have been applied; 
wherefore the question arrests me only through the brightly tisso- 
ciated presumption that the Irish visit was made, to its extreme 
enlivening, in the character of a gilded youth, a youth gilded an 
inch thick and shining to effulgence on the scene not otherwise 
brilliant. Which image appeals to my filial fidelity— even though I 
hasten not to sacrifice the circle evoked, that for which I a trifle 
unassuredly figure a small town in county Cavan as forming an 
horizon, and which consisted, we used to delight to hear with every 
contributive circumstance, of the local lawyer, the doctor and the 
(let us hope— for we did hope) principal “merchant,” whose con- 
joined hospitality appeared, as it was again agreeable to know, to 
have more than graced the occasion: the main definite pictorial 
touches that have lingered with me being that all the doors always 
stood open, with the vistas mostly raking the provision of whiskey 
on every table, and that these opportunities were much less tempting 
(to our narrator) than that of the quest of gooseberries in the gar- 
den with a certain beautiful Barbara, otherwise anonymous, who 
was not of the kin but on a visit from a distance at one of the genial 
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houses. We liked to hear about Barbara, liked the sound of her still 
richer rarer surname; which in spite of the fine Irish harmony it 
even then struck me as making I have frivolously forgotten. She 
had been matchlessly fair and she ate gooseberries with a charm that 
was in itself of the nature of a brogue— so that, as I say, we couldn’t 
have too much of her; yet even her measure dwindled, for our appe- 
tite, beside the almost epic shape of black Billy Taylor carrying off 
at every juncture alike the laurel and the bay. He singularly ap- 
pealed, it was clear, to the Irish imagination, performing in a man- 
ner never to disappoint it; his young master— in those days, even 
in the North, young mastership hadn’t too long since lapsed to 
have lost every grace of its tradition— had been all cordially 
acclaimed, but not least, it appeared, because so histrionically 
attended: he had been the ringmaster, as it were, of the American 
circus, the small circus of two, but the other had been the inimitable 
clown. My point is that we repaired retrospectively to the circus as 
insatiably as our Irish cousins had of old attended it in person— even 
for the interest of which fact, however, my father’s words have led 
me too far. What here follows, I must nevertheless add, would carry 
me on again, for development of reference, should I weakly allow 
it. The allusion to my brother Wilky’s vividly independent verbal 
collocations and commentative flights re-echoes afresh, for instance, 
as one of the fond by-words that spoke most of our whole humorous 
harmony. Just so might the glance at the next visitor prompt a fur- 
ther raising of the curtain, save that this is a portrait to which, for 
lack of acquaintance with the original, I have nothing to contribute 
—beyond repeating again that it was ever the sign of my father’s 
portraits to supply almost more than anything else material for a 
vision of himself. 

Your enjoyment of England reminds me of my feelings on 
my first visit there forty years ago nearly, when I landed in 
Devonshire in the month of May or June and was so intoxi- 
cated with the roads and lanes and hedges and fields and cot- 
tages and castles and inns that I thought I should fairly expire 
with delight. You can’t expatiate too much for our entertain- 
ment on your impressions, though you make us want con- 
sumedly to go over and follow in your footsteps. Wilky has 



NOTES OF A SON AND BROTHER 


899 


been at home now for 2 or 3 days and is very philosophic and 
enthusiastic over your letters. I hoped to remember some of his 
turns of speech for you, but one chases another out of my 
memory and it is now all a blank. I will consult Alice's livelier 
one before I close. 

My friend — is a tropical phenomena, a favourite of na- 
ture whatever his fellow man may say of him. His face and 
person are handsome rather than otherwise, and it’s obvious 
that he is a very unsoiled and pure piece of humanity in all 
personal regards. And with such a gift of oratory— such a 
boundless wealth of diction set off by copious and not un- 
graceful gesticulation! Here is where he belongs to the trop- 
ics, where nature claims him for her own and flings him like 
a cascade in the face of conventional good-breeding. I can’t 
begin to describe him, he is what I have never before met. I 
see that he can’t help turning out excessively tiresome, but he 
is not at all vulgar. He has a genius for elocution, that is all; 
but a real genius and no mistake. In comparison with Mr. 

F. L. or Mr, Longfellow or the restrained Boston style of ad- 
dress generally, he is what the sunflower is to the snowdrop; 
but on the whole, if I could kick his shins whenever I should 
like to and so reduce him to silence, I prefer him to the others. 

What mainly commends to me certain other passages of other 
dates (these still reaching on a little) is doubtless the fact that I 
myself show in them as the object of attention and even in a manner 
as a claimant for esthetic aid. This latter active sympathy overflows 
in a letter of the spring of '70, which would be open to more eluci- 
dation than I have, alas, space for. Let the sentence with which it 
begins merely remind me that Forrest, the American actor, of high 
renown in his time, and of several of whose appearances toward the 
close of his career I keep a memory uneffaced— the impression as of 
a deep-toned thunderous organ, a prodigious instrument pounded 
by a rank barbarian— had been literally, from what we gathered, an 
early comrade of our parent: literally, I say, because the association 
could seem to me, at my hours of ease, so bravely incongruous. By 
my hours of ease I mean those doubtless too devoted to that habit 
of wanton dispersed embroidery for which any scrap of the human 
canvas would serve. From one particular peg, I at the same time 
allow, the strongest sense of the incongruity depended— my remem- 
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brance, long entertained, of my father’s relating how, on an occa- 
sion, which must have been betimes in the morning, of his calling 
on the great tragedian, a man of enormous build and strength, the 
latter, fresh and dripping from the bath, had entered the room 
absolutely upside down, or by the rare gymnastic feat of throwing 
his heels into the air and walking, as with strides, on his hands; an 
extraordinary performance if kept up for more than a second or 
two, and the result at any rate of mere exuberance of muscle and 
pride and robustious joie de vivre. It had aflEected me, the picture, 
as one of those notes of high colour that the experience of a young 
Albany viveur, the like of which I felt I was never to come in for, 
alone could strike off; but what was of the finer profit in it was less 
the direct illustration of the mighty mountebank than of its being 
delightful on the part of a domestic character we so respected to 
have had, with everything else, a Bohemian past too— since I couldn’t 
have borne at such moments to hear it argued as not Bohemian. 
What did his having dropped in after such a fashion and at a late 
breakfast-hour on the glory of the footlights and the idol of the 
town, what did it fall in with but the kind of thing one had caught 
glimpses and echoes of from the diaries and memoirs, so far as 
these had been subject to the passing peep, of the giftedly idle and 
the fashionably great, the Byrons, the Bulwers, the Pelhams, the 
Coningsbys, or even, for a nearer vividness perhaps, the N. P. 
Willises?— of all of whom it was somehow more characteristic than 
anything else, to the imagination, that they always began their day 
in some such fashion. Even if I cite this as a fair example of one’s 
instinct for making much of a little— once this little, a chance hand- 
ful of sand, could show the twinkle of the objective, or even the 
reflective, grain of gold— I still claim value for that instanced 
felicity, as I felt it, of being able to yearn, thanks to whatever chance 
support, over Bohemia, and yet to have proof in the paternal pres- 
ence close at hand of how well even the real frequentation of it, when 
achieved in romantic youth, might enable a person at last to turn 
out. The lesson may now indeed seem to have been one of those 
that rather more strictly adorn a tale than point a moral; but with 
me, at that period, I think, the moral ever came first and the tale 
more brilliantly followed. As for the recital, in such detail, of the 
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theme of a possible literary effort which the rest of my letter repre- 
sents, how could I feel this, when it had reached me, as anything 
but a sign of the admirable anxiety with which thought could be 
taken, even though '‘amateurishly,*’ in my professional interest?— since 
professional I by that time appeared able to pass for being. And 
how above all can it not serve as an exhibition again of the manner 
in which all my benevolent backer’s inveterate original malaise in 
face of betrayed symptoms of the impulse to “narrow down” on the 
part of his young found its solution always, or its almost droll sim- 
plification, as soon as the case might reach for him a personal 
enough, or “social” enough, as he would have said, relation to its 
fruits? Then the malaise might promptly be felt as changed, by a 
wave of that wand, to the extremity of active and expatiative confi- 
dence. 


Horatio Alger is writing a Life of Edwin Forrest, and I am 
afraid will give him a Bowery appreciation. He reports his 
hero as a very “fine” talker— in which light I myself don’t so 
much recall him, though he had a native breadth— as when 
telling Alger for example of old Gilbert Stuart’s having when 
in a state of dilapidation asked him to let him paint his por- 
trait. “I consented,’’ said Forrest, “and went to his studio. He 
was an old white lion, so blind that he had to ask me the col- 
our of my eyes and my hair; but he threw his brush at the can- 
vas, and every stroke was life.** Alger talks freely about his 
own late insanity— which he in fact appears to enjoy as a sub- 
ject of conversation and in which I believe he has somewhat 
interested William, who has talked with him a good deal of 
his experience at the Somerville Asylum. Charles Grinnell— 
though not k propos of the crazy— has become a great reader 
and apparently a considerable understander of my produc- 
tions*. Alger aforesaid aussi. Everyone hopes that J. G. hasn’t 
caught a Rosamund Vincy in Miss M. I don’t know whether 
this hope means affection to J. or disaffection to the young 
lady. 

I have written to Gail Hamilton to send me your story; but 
she does it not as yet. I will renew my invitation to her in a 
day or two if necessary. I went to see Osgood lately about his 
publishing a selection from your tales. He repeated what he 
had told you— that he would give you 15 per cent and do all 
the advertising, etc., you paying for the plates; or he would 
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pay everything and give you lo per cent on every copy sold 
after the first dxousand. I shall be glad (in case you would like 
to publish, and I think it time for you to do so) to meet the 
expense of your stereotyping, and if you will pick out what 
you would like to be included we shall set to work at once 
and have the book ready by next autumn. I have meanwhile 
the materials of a story for you which I was telling William of 
the other day as a regular Tourgeneff subject, and he urged 
me to send it off to you at once— he was so struck with it. 

Matthew Henry W. was a very cultivated and accomplished 
young man in Albany at the time I was growing up. He be- 
longed to a highly respectable family of booksellers and pub- 
lishers and was himself bred to the law; but had such a love 
of literature, and more especially of the natural sciences, that 
he never devoted himself strictly to his profession. He was the 
intimate friend of my dear old tutor, Joseph Henry of the 
Smithsonian, and of other distinguished men of science; he 
corresponded with foreign scientific bodies, and his contribu- 
tions to science generally were of so original a cast as to sug- 
gest great hopes of his future eminence. He was a thorough 
gentleman, of perfect address and perfect courage— utterly un- 
egotistic, and one’s wonder was how he had ever grown up in 
Albany or resigned himself to living there. One day he in- 
vested his money, of which he had a certain quantity, in a 
scheme much favoured by the president of the bank in which 
he deposited, and this adventure proved a fortune. There lived 

near us as well a family of the name of K , your cousin 

Mary Minturn Post’s stepmother being of its members; and 
this family reckoned upon a great social sensation in bringing 
out their youngest daughter, Lydia Sibyl, who had never been 
seen by mortal eye outside her own immediate circle, save that 
of a physician who reported that she was fabulously beautiful. 
She was the most beautiful girl I think I ever saw, at a little 
distance. Well, she made her sensation and brought Matthew 
Henry promptly to her feet. Her family wanted wealth above 
all things for her; but here was wealth and something more, 
very much more, and they smiled upon his suit. Everything 
went merrily for a while— M. H. was deeply intoxicated with 
his prize. Never was man so enamoured, and never was beauty 
better fitted to receive adoration. She was of an exquisite 
Grecian outline as to face, with a countenance like the tender 
dawn and form and manners ravishingly graceful. But W. was 
not content with his adventure— he embarked again and lost 
almost all he owned. The girl’s father— or her mother rather^ 
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being the ruler of the family and as hard as the nether world 
at heart— gave the cue to her daughter and my friend was dis- 
missed. He couldn't believe his senses, he raved and cursed his 
fate, but it was inexorable. What was to be done? With a bit- 
terness of heart inconceivable he plucked his revenge by mar- 
rying at once a stout and blooming jade who was to Lydia 
Sibyl as a peony to a violet, absolutely nothing but flesh and 
blood. Her he bore upon his arm at fashionable hours through 
the streets; her he took to church, preserving his admirable 
ease and courtesy to everyone, as if absolutely nothing had oc- 
curred; and her he pretended to take to his bosom in private, 
with what a shudder one can imagine. Everybody stood aghast. 
He went daily about his affairs, as serene and unconscious ap- 
parently as the moon in the heavens. Soon his poverty showed 
itself in certain economies of his attire, which had always been 
most recherche. Soon again he broke his leg and went about 
on crutches, but neither poverty nor accident had the least 
power to ruffle his air of equanimity. He was always superior 
to his circumstances, met you exactly as be had always done, 
impressed you always as the best-bred man you knew, and left 
you wondering what a heart and what a brain lay behind such 
a fortune. One morning we all read in the newspaper at break- 
fast that Mr. M. H. W. had appealed the day before to the 
protection of the police against his wife, who had taken to 
beating him and whom as a woman he couldn’t deal with by 
striking back; and the police responded properly to his ap- 
peal. He went about his affairs as usual that day and every 
day, never saying a word to any one of his trouble nor even 
indirectly asking sympathy, but making you feel that here if 
anywhere was a rare kind of manhood, a self-respect so emi- 
nent as to look down with scorn on the refuges open to ordi- 
nary human weakness. This lasted five or six years. He never 
drank or took to other vices, and lived a life of such decorum, 
so far as his own action was concerned, a life of such interest 
and science and literature, as to be the most delightful and 
unconscious of companions even when his coat was at the last 
shabbiness and you didn’t dare to look at him for fear of be- 
traying your own vulgar misintelligence. Finally Lydia Sibyl 
died smitten with smallpox and all her beauty gone to hide- 
ousness. He lingered awhile, his charming manners undis- 
mayed still, his eye as undaunted as at the beginning, and 
then he suddenly died. I never knew his equal for a manly 
forte competent to itself in every emergency and seeking none 
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of the ordinary subterfuges that men so often seek to hide 

their imbecility. I think it a good basis. . . . 

Returning from Europe in June ’70, after a stay there of some 
fifteen months, I had crossed the sea eastward again two years later, 
with my sister and our admirable aunt as companions— leaving them, 
I may mention, to return home at the end of six months while I 
betook myself to Italy, where I chiefly remained till the autumn of 
’74. The following expresses our father’s liberality of recognition 
and constant tenderness of tone in a manner that no comment need 
emphasise, but at one or two of his references I allow myself to 
glance. I happen to remember perfectly for instance the appearance 
of the novel of Madame Sand’s that he so invidiously alludes to in 
one of the first numbers of the cherished Revue that reached us after 
the siege of Paris had been raised— such a pathetically scant starved 
pale number, I quite recall, as expressed the share even of the proud 
periodical in the late general and so tragic dearth; with which it 
comes back to me that I had myself a bit critically mused on the 
characteristic queemess, the oddity of the light thrown on the 
stricken French consciousness by the prompt sprouting of such a 
flower of the native imagination in the chill air of discipline ac- 
cepted and after the administration to that consciousness of a sup- 
posedly clarifying dose. But I hadn’t gone the length of my father, 
who must have taken up the tale in its republished form, a so slim 
salmon-coloured volume this time: oh the repeated arrival, during 
those years, of the salmon-coloured volumes in their habit as they 
lived, a habit reserved, to my extreme appreciation, for this particu- 
lar series, and that, enclosing the extraordinarily fresh fruit of their 
author’s benign maturity, left Tamaris and ValvMre and Made- 
moiselle La Quintinie in no degree ever “discounted” for us as 
devotees of the Revue, I make out, by their being but renewals of 
acquaintance. The sense of the salmon-coloured distinctive of Ma- 
dame Sand was even to come back to me long years after on my 
hearing Edmond de Goncourt speak reminiscentially and, I permit 
myself to note, not at all reverently, of the robe de satin fLeur-de- 
pScher that the illustrious and infatuated lady, whose more peculiar 
or native tint, as Blanche Amory used to say, didn’t contribute to a 
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harmony, fait faire in order to fix as much as possible the 

attention of Gustave Flaubert at the Diner Magny; of Gustave Flau- 
bert, who, according to this most invidious of reporters, disem- 
broiled from each other with too scant ease his tangle of possibly 
incurred ridicule from the declared sentiment of so old a woman, 
even in a peach-blossom dress, and the glory reflected on him by his 
admirer’s immense distinction. Which vision of a complicated past, 
recovered even as I write— and of a past indeed contemporary with 
the early complacencies I attribute to ourselves— doesn’t at all blur 
its also coming back to me that I was to have found my parent 
“hard on’’ poor Francia in spite of my own comparative reserves; 
these being questions and shades that I rejoice to think of our hav- 
ing had so discussionally, and well at home for the most part, the 
social education of. I see that general period as quite flushed and 
toned by the salmon-coloured covers; so that a kind of domestic 
loyalty would ever operate, as we must have all felt, to make us take 
the thick with the thin and not y regarder for a Francia the more 
or the less. When I say all indeed I doubtless have in mind especially 
my parents and myself, with my sister and our admirable aunt (in 
her times of presence) thrown in— to the extent of our subjection to 
the charm of such matters in particular as La Famille de Germandre, 
La Ville Noire, Nanon and L’Homme de Neige, round which last 
above all we sat ranged in united ecstasy; so that I was to wonder 
through the after years, and I think perhaps to this day, how it could 
come that a case of the “story” strain at its finest and purest, a gush 
of imaginative force so free and yet so artfully directed, shouldn’t 
have somehow “stood out” more in literary history. Perhaps indeed 
L’Homme de Neige does essentially stand out in the unwritten parts 
of that record— which are content to be mere tacit tender tradition; 
for all the world as if, since there are more or less dreadful perpetu- 
ated books, by the hundred, dreadful from whatever baseness or 
whatever scantness, that for shame, as it were, we never mention, so 
one may figure others as closeted in dimness (than which there is 
nothing safer) by the very scruple of respect at its richest. I hover 
for instance about the closet of L’Homme de Neige, I stand outside 
a moment as if listening for a breath from within; but I don’t open 
the door, you see— which must mean, in all probability, that I 
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wouldn’t for the world inconsiderately finger again one of the three 
volumes; that meaning, in its turn, doubtless, that I have heard the 
breath I had listened for and that it can only have been what my 
argument wants, the breath of life unquenched. Isn’t it relevant to 
this that when she was not reading Trollope our dear mother was 
reading “over” La Famille de Germandre, which, with several of 
its companions of the same bland period, confirmed her in the sense 
that there was no one like their author for a “love-story”?— a con- 
viction, however, that when made articulate exposed her to the 
imputation of a larger tolerance than she doubtless intended to 
project; till the matter was cleared up by our generally embracing 
her for so sweetly not knowing about Valentine and Jacques and 
suchlike, and having only begun at La Mare au Diable and even 
thereafter been occasionally obliged to skip. 

So far do I let myself go while, to recur to my letter, Chauncey 
Wright sits for me in his customary corner of the deep library sofa 
and his strange conflictingly conscious light blue eyes, appealing 
across the years from under the splendid arch of his fair head, one 
of the handsomest for representation of amplitude of thought that 
it was possible to see, seems to say to me with a softness more aimed 
at the heart than any alarm or any challenge: “But what then are 
you going to do for me?” I find myself simply ache, I fear, as almost 
the only answer to this— beyond his figuring for me as the most 
wasted and doomed, the biggest at once and the gentlest, of the great 
intending and unproducing (in anything like the just degree) bach- 
elors of philosophy, bachelors of attitude and of life. And as he so 
sits, loved and befriended and welcomed, valued and invoked and 
vainly guarded and infinitely pitied, till the end couldn’t but come, 
he renews that appeal to the old kindness left over, as I may say, 
and which must be more or less known to all of us, for the good 
society that was helplessly to miss a right chronicler, and the names 
of which, so full at the time of their fine sense, were yet to be writ 
in water, Chauncey Wright, of the great imperfectly-attested mind; 
Jane Norton, of the train, so markedly, of the distinguished, the 
sacrificial, devoted; exquisite Mrs. Gurney, of the infallible taste, the 
beautiful hands and the tragic fate; Gurney himself, for so long 
Dean of the Faculty at Harvard and trusted judge of all judgments 
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(this latter pair the subject of my father’s glance at the tenantship of 
Shady Hill in the Nortons’ absence:) they would delightfully adorn 
a page and appease a piety that is still athirst if I hadn’t to let them 
pass. Harshly condemned to let them pass, and looking wistfully 
after them as they go, how can I yet not have inconsequently asked 
them to turn a moment more before disappearing? 

My heart turns to you this morning, so radiant in the pa- 
ternal panoply you wear toward Alice and your aunt, and I 
would give a great deal to see you. The enclosed scrap of a 
letter from William is sent to show you how vastly improved 
are his eyes, especially when you shall have learned that he 
has written us within the last four or five days twenty pages of 
like density to these. He would fain persuade us to go to 
Mount Desert; perhaps later we may go to Quebec, but we are 
so comfortable together reading Trollope and talking philoso- 
phy that we cheerfully drop the future from our regard. 
Mamma is free and active and bracing. She is a domestic nor’- 
wester, carrying balm and bloom into every nook and corner 
of her empire. . . . She hangs over The Eustace Diamonds 
while I try vainly to read George Sand’s Francia. I have come 
across nothing of that lady’s that reflects a baser light on her 
personal history. What must a woman have been through to 
want to grovel at this time of day in such uncleanness? Don’t 
buy it— I wish I hadn’t! The new North American is out, with 
a not too interesting article of Chauncey Wright’s on Mivart, 
a scandalous (in point of taste) essay of Mr. Stirling on Buckle, 
full of Scotch conceit, insolence and “wut;” a very very la- 
boured article by James Lowell on Dante, in which he de- 
termines to exhaust all knowledge; and these are all I have 
read. Mr. Stirling of course makes Buckle ridiculous, but he 
stamps himself a shabby creature. 

I find the following, addressed to his daughter in August *72, so 
beautifully characteristic of our parents’ always explicit admonition 
to us, in our dependent years, against too abject an impulse to be 
frugal in their interests, that I may fairly let it stand as a monument 
to this particular aspect of their affection. 

Your and H.’s last letters bring tears of joy to our eyes. It’s 
a delight above all delights to feel one’s children turn out all 
that the heart covets in children. Your conviction is not up to 
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the truth. Our ‘‘tender thoughts" of you are so constant that I 
have hardly been able to settle to anything since you have 
been gone. I can do little else than recount to myself "the 
tender mercies of the Lord" to me and my household. Still I 
am not wholly useless; I try to write every day, and though 
I haven't my daughter at hand to look after my style and oc- 
casionally after my ideas, I manage to do a little. Your con- 
scientious economy is excessively touching, but it's a little 
overstrained. You needn't be afraid of putting us to any em- 
barrassment so long as your expenses don't exceed their pres- 
ent rate; and you can buy all you want in Paris without 
stretching your tether a particle. This is Mamma's message as 
well as mine. Charles Atkinson wishes me to say that Monte 
Genneroso above Lugano Lake— the P.O. Mendrisio— offers a 
wondrous climate; and Mamma thinks— so fearful is she that 
you will descend into Italy before the warm weather is over 
and so compromise your strength— that you had either better 
go there awhile first or else be ready to retreat on it in case 
you find the summer heat in Venice impossible. 

Nor does this scrap from a letter to myself at the same season 
breathe a spirit less liberal— so far as the sympathy with whatever 
might pass for my fondest preoccupations was concerned. These were 
now quite frankly recognised as the arduous attempt to learn some- 
how or other to write. 

I send you The Nation, though there seems nothing in it of 
your own, and I think I never fail to recognise you. A notice 
of Gustave Droz's Babolain (by T. S. P., I suppose) there is; 
which book I read the other day. This fumbling in the cadaver 
of the old world, however, only disgusts me when so unre- 
lieved as in this case by any contrast or any souffle of inspira- 
tion such as you get in Tourgu^neff. It's curious to observe 
how uncertain the author’s step is in this story— how he seems 
always on the look-out for some chance to break away. But it 
has mastered him, he can't lay the ghost he has conjured. 

To which I should limit myself for the commemoration of that 
group of years by the gentle aid of the always vivid excerpt, were it 
not that I have before me a considerable cluster of letters addressed 
by the writer of the foregoing to Mr. J, Eliot Cabot, most accom- 
plished of Bostonians, most "cultivated" even among the cultivated, 
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as we used to say, and of a philosophic acuteness to which my father 
highly testified, with which indeed he earnestly contended. The 
correspondence in question covered, during the years I include, 
philosophic ground and none other; but though no further exhibi* 
tion of it than this reference may convey is to my purpose I lay it 
under contribution to the extent of a passage or two just for the 
pleasure of inviting recognition, as I invite it wherever we meet an 
instance, of the fashion after which the intensely animated soul can 
scarce fail of a harmony and a consistency of expression that are 
nothing less than interesting, that in fact become at once beautiful, 
in themselves. By which remark I nevertheless do not mean to limit 
the significance of the writer s side of his long argument with Mr. 
Eliot Cabot, into which I may not pretend to enter, nor the part 
that in any such case a rare gift for style must inveterately play. 

I grant then that I am often tempted to conceive, as I read 
your letters, that we differ only in your terms being more ab- 
stract, mine more concrete; and yet I really don't think this 
difference is exhaustive. If I thought Philosophy capable ever 
of being reduced to logical compass or realising itself as sci- 
ence, I should give in at once. But this is just what I cannot 
think. Philosophy is the doctrine exclusively of the infinite in 
the finite, and deals with the latter therefore only as a mask, 
only as harbouring the former. But if you formulate it scien- 
tifically your terms are necessarily all finite, as furnished by 
experience, and the infinite is excluded or at most creeps in 
as the indefinite— Hegel's becoming for example. Thus Hegel's 
dialectic modulates only in the sphere of his distance. His 
being is universal existence, and, as universals have only a 
logical truth, being in se is equivalent to Nothing. But Noth- 
ing hasn't even a logical basis. Lithe as human thought is it 
can't compass the conception. It is a mere brutum fulmen de- 
vised to disguise the absence of thought or its inanition; and 
Hegel, if he had been wise, would have said no-thought in- 
stead of no-thing. For no-thing doesn't express the complete 
absence of existence. Existence is of two sorts, real and per- 
sonal, sensible and conscious, quantitative and qualitative. 

The most you are entitled to say therefore when existence dis- 
appears in quantitative, real or sensible, form is that it has . 
been taken up into purely qualitative, personal or conscious 
form; no-thing being the logical equivalent of all-person. Thus 
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I, who in Hegel’s formula presumably extract existence from 
being, survive the operation as person, and though I am 
most clearly no-thing I am yet not being. Indeed I am not even 
existence any longer, since by knocking thing out of being I 
have forfeited my own reality, and consent henceforth to be 
pure personality, i.e. phenomenality. And personal or phe- 
nomenal existence is constituted by referring itself to a foreign 
source, or, what is the same thing, confessing itself created: 
so that the fundamental word of Philosophy, by Hegel’s own 
formula, is creation; which, however, as I understand him, 
he denies in any objective sense of the word. This then is what 
I complain of in him— with deference of course to your better 
knowledge, which, however, you do not urge as yet in what 
seems to me a silencing way— that he makes existence essential 
to being, so that take existence away and being becomes noth- 
ing. It would not be a whit less preposterous in me to say 
that thought is essential to thing, subject to object, marble to 
statue, canvas to picture, woman to wife, mother to child. It 
is literally putting the cart before the horse and converting 
Philosophy to a practical quagmire. Being implies existence of 
course just as picture implies canvas, or as personality implies 
reality, or as chick implies egg; but it implies it only to a lower 
intelligence than itself, an unspiritual intelligence to wit, 
which has no direct or inward intuition of being, and requires 
to be agitated to discerning it. When I recognise the spiritual 
life of Art I never think of marble or canvas as entering even 
conditionally into its manifestations. 

But I hold my case for a rare command of manner thus proved, 
and need go no further; the more that I have dropped too many of 
those threads of my rather niggled tapestry that belong but to the 
experience of my own weaving hand and the interplay of which 
represents thereby a certain gained authority. I disentangle these 
again, if the term be not portentous, though reflecting too, and again 
with complacency, that though I thus prize them as involved most 
in my own consciousness, this is just because of their attachment 
somewhere else to other matters and other lives. 
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IX 

I went up from Newport to Cambridge early in the autumn of ’6s5, 
and on one of the oddest errands, I think, that, given the several 
circumstances, I could possibly have undertaken. I was nineteen 
years old, and it had seemed to me for some time past that some such 
step as my entering for instance the Harvard Law School more or less 
urgently concerned what I could but try to help myself out by still 
putting forward as my indispensable education— 1 am not sure in- 
deed that the claim didn’t explicitly figure, or at least successfully 
dangle, as that of my possibly graceful mere “culture.” I had some- 
how— by which I mean for reasons quite sufficient— to fall back on 
the merciful “mere” for any statement of my pretensions even to 
myself: so little they seemed to fit into any scheme of the conven- 
tional maximum as compared with those I saw so variously and 
strongly asserted about me, especially since the outbreak of the War. 
I am not sure whether I yet made bold to say it, but I should surely 
be good for nothing, all my days, if not for projecting into the con- 
crete, by hook or by crook— that is my imagination shamelessly aid- 
ing— some show of (again) mere life. This impression was not in the 
least the flag I publicly brandished: in fact I must have come as 
near as possible to brandishing none whatever, a sound instinct 
always hinting to me, I gather, that the time for such a performance 
was much more after than before— before the perfect place had been 
found for the real planting of the standard and the giving of its 
folds to the air. No such happy spot had been marked, decidedly, at 
that period, to my inquiring eye; in consequence of which the em- 
blazoned morsel (hoisted sooner or later by all of us, I think, some- 
how and somewhere), might have passed for the hour as a light 
extravagant bandanna rolled into the tight ball that fits it for hiding 
in the pocket. There it considerably stayed, so far as I was con- 
cerned; and all the more easily as I can but have felt how little any 
particular thing I might meanwhile “do” would matter— save for 
some specious appearance in it. This last, 1 recognise, had for me a 
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virtue— principally that of somehow gaining time; though I hasten 
to add that my approach to the Law School can scarcely, as a means 
to this end, in the air of it that comes back to me, have been in the 
least deceptive. By which I mean that my appearance of intentions, 
qualifications, possibilities, or whatever else, in the connection, 
hadn’t surely so much as the grace of the specious. I spoke above of 
the assumed “indispensability” of some show of my being further 
subject to the “education” theory, but this was for the moment 
only under failure to ask to whom, or for what, such a tribute was 
indispensable. The interest to myself would seem to have been, as 
I recover the sense of the time, that of all the impossibilities of 
action my proceeding to Cambridge on the very vaguest grounds 
that probably ever determined a residence there might pass for the 
least flagrant; as I breathe over again at any rate the comparative 
confidence in which I so moved I feel it as a confidence in the 
positive saving virtue of vagueness. Could I but work that force 
as an ideal I felt it must see me through, for the beauty of it in 
that form was that it should absolutely superabound. I wouldn’t 
have allowed, either, that it was vaguer to do nothing; for in the 
first place just staying at home when everyone was on the move 
couldn’t in any degree show the right mark; to be properly and 
perfectly vague one had to be vague about something; mere in- 
action quite lacked the note— it was nothing but definite and dull. 
I thought of the Law School experiment, I remember, in all sorts 
of conceivable connections, but in the connection of dulness surely 
never for an hour. I thought of it under the head of “life”— by which 
term at the same time, 1 blush to confess, I didn’t in the least mean 
free evening access to Boston in a jangling horse-car, with whatever 
extension this might give to the joy of the liberated senses. I simply 
meant— well, what was monstrously to happen; which I shall be bet- 
ter inspired here to deal with as a demonstration made in its course 
than as a premonition relatively crude and at the time still to be 
verified. Marked in the whole matter, however these things might 
be, was that irony of fate under the ugly grin of which I found my 
father reply in the most offhand and liberal manner to my remark 
that the step in question— my joining, in a sense, my brother at 
Cambridge— wouldn’t be wholly unpracticable. It might have been. 
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from his large assent to it, a masterstroke of high policy. A certain 
inconsequence in this left me wondering why then if the matter was 
now so natural it hadn’t been to his mind a year before equally 
simple that I should go to college, and to that College, after a more 
showy, even though I see it would have been at the same time a 
less presumptuous, fashion. To have deprecated the “college course" 
with such emphasis only so soon afterwards to forswear all emphasis 
and practically smile, in mild oblivion, on any Harvard connection 
I might find it in me to take up, was to bring it home, I well recall, 
that the case might originally have been much better managed. 

All of which would seem to kick up more dust than need quite 
have hung about so simple a matter as my setting forth to the Cam- 
bridge scene with no design that I could honourably exhibit. A 
superficial account of the matter would have been that my father 
had a year or two earlier appeared to think so ill of it as to reduce 
me, given the “delicacy,” the inward, not then the outward, which 
I have glanced at, to mild renunciation— mild I say because I re- 
member in fact, rather to my mystification now, no great pang of 
disappointment, no soreness of submission. I didn’t want anything 
so much as I wanted a certain good (or wanted thus supremely to 
want it, if I may say so), with which a conventional going to college 
wouldn’t have so tremendously much to do as for the giving it up 
to break my heart— or an unconventional not-going so tremendously 
much either. What I “wanted to want’’ to be was, all intimately, 
just literary; a decent respect for the standard hadn’t yet made my 
approach so straight that there weren’t still difficulties that might 
seem to meet it, questions it would have to depend on. Passing the 
Harvard portal positively failed in fact to strike me as the shorter 
cut to literature; the sounds that rose from the scene as 1 caught 
them appeared on the contrary the most detached from any such 
interest that had ever reached my ear. Merely to open the door of 
the big square closet, the ample Anterican closet, to the like of 
which Europe had never treated us, on the shelves and round the 
walls of which the pink Revues sat with the air, row upon row, of 
a choir of breathing angels, was to take up that particular, that 
sacred connection in a way that put the coarser process to shame. 
The drop of the Harvard question had of a truth really meant, as I 
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recover it, a renewed consecration of the rites of that chapel where 
the taper always twinkled— which circumstance I mention as not 
only qualifying my sense of loss, but as symbolising, after a queer 
fashion, the independence, blest vision (to the extent, that is, of its 
being a closer compact with the life of the imagination), that I 
should thus both luckily come in for and designingly cultivate: cul- 
tivate in other words under the rich cover of obscurity. I have 
already noted how the independence was, ever so few months later, 
by so quaint a turn, another mere shake of the tree, to drop into my 
lap in the form of a great golden apple— a value not a simple wind- 
fall only through the fact that my father’s hand had after all just 
lightly loosened it. This accession pointed the moral that there was 
no difficulty about anything, no intrinsic difficulty; so that, to re- 
emphasise the sweet bewilderment, I was to “go” where I liked in 
the Harvard direction and do what I liked in the Harvard relation. 
Such was the situation as offered me; though as I had to take it and 
use it I found in it no little difference. Two things and more had 
come up— the biggest of which, and very wondrous as bearing on 
any circumstance of mine, as having a grain of weight to spare for it, 
was the breaking out of the War. The other, the infinitely small 
affair in comparison, was a passage of personal history the most 
entirely personal, but between which, as a private catastrophe or 
difficulty, bristling with embarrassments, and the great public con- 
vulsion that announced itself in bigger terms each day, I felt from 
the very first an association of the closest, yet withal, I fear, almost 
of the least clearly expressible. Scarce at all to be stated, to begin 
with, the queer fusion or confusion established in my consciousness 
during the soft spring of ’6i by the firing on Fort Sumter, Mr. Lin- 
coln’s instant first call for volunteers and a physical mishap, already 
referred to as having overtaken me at the same dark hour, and the 
effects of which were to draw themselves out incalculably and in- 
tolerably. Beyond all present notation the interlaced, undivided way 
in which what had happened to me, by a turn of fortune’s hand, in 
twenty odious minutes, kept company of the most unnatural— I can 
call it nothing less— with my view of what was happening, with the 
question of what might still happen, to everyone about me, to the 
country at large: it so made of these marked disparities a single vast 
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visitation. One had the sense, I mean, of a huge comprehensive ache, 
and there were hours at which one could scarce have told whether 
it came most from one’s own poor organism, still so young and so 
meant for better things, but which had suffered particular wrong, 
or from the enclosing social body, a body rent with a thousand 
wounds and that thus treated one to the honour of a sort of tragic 
fellowship. The twenty minutes had sufficed, at all events, to estab- 
lish a relation— a relation to everything occurring round me not only 
for the next four years but for long afterward— that was at once 
extraordinarily intimate and quite awkwardly irrelevant. I must 
have felt in some befooled way in presence of a crisis— the smoke of 
Charleston Bay still so acrid in the air— at which the likely young 
should be up and doing or, as familiarly put, lend a hand much 
wanted; the willing youths, all round, were mostly starting to their 
feet, and to have trumped up a lameness at such a juncture could 
be made to pass in no light for graceful. Jammed into the acute 
angle between two high fences, where the rhythmic play of my arms, 
in tune with that of several other pairs, but at a dire disadvantage 
of position, induced a rural, a rusty, a quasi-extemporised old engine 
to work and a saving stream to flow, I had done myself, in face of a 
shabby conflagration, a horrid even if an obscure hurt; and what was 
interesting from the first was my not doubting in the least its dura- 
tion— though what seemed equally clear was that I needn’t as a mat- 
ter of course adopt and appropriate it, so to speak, or place it for 
increase of interest on exhibition. The interest of it, I very presently 
knew, would certainly be of the greatest, would even in conditions 
kept as simple as I might make them become little less than absorb- 
ing. The shortest account of what was to follow for a long time 
after is therefore to plead that the interest never did fail. It was 
naturally what is called a painful one, but it consistently declined, 
as an influence at play, to drop for a single instant. Circumstances, 
by a wonderful chance, overwhelmingly favoured it— os an interest, 
an inexhaustible, I mean; since I also felt in the whole enveloping 
tonic atmosphere a force promoting its growth. Interest, the interest 
of life and of death, of our national existence, of the fate of those, 
the vastly numerous, whom it closely concerned, the interest of the 
extending War, in fine, the hurrying troops, the transfigured scene, 
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formed a cover for every sort of intensity, made tension itself in fact 
contagious— so that almost any tension would do, would serve for 
one’s share. 

I have here, I allow, not a little to foreshorten— have to skip sun- 
dry particulars, certain of the steps by which I came to think of my 
relation to my injury as a modus vivendi workable for the time. 
These steps had after the first flush of reaction inevitably had to be 
communications of my state, recognitions and admissions; which 
had the effect, I hasten to add, of producing sympathies, supports 
and reassurances. I gladly took these things, I perfectly remember, 
at that value; distinct to me as it still is nevertheless that the in- 
dulgence they conveyed lost part of its balm by involving a degree 
of publication. Direfully distinct have remained to me the condi- 
tions of a pilgrimage to Boston made that summer under my fath- 
er’s care for consultation of a great surgeon, the head of his 
profession there; whose opinion and advice— the more that he was a 
guaranteed friend of my father’s— had seemed the best light to in- 
voke on the less and less bearable affliction with which I had been 
for three or four months seeking to strike some sort of bargain; 
mainly, up to that time, under protection of a theory of temporary 
supine “rest” against which everything inward and outward tended 
equally to conspire. Agitated scraps of rest, snatched, to my con- 
sciousness, by the liveliest violence, were to show for futile almost 
to the degree in which the effort of our interview with the high 
expert was afterwards so to show; the truth being that this interview 
settled my sad business, settled it just in that saddest sense, for ever 
so long to come. This was so much the case that, as the mere scene 
of our main appeal, the house from which we had after its making 
dejectedly emerged put forth to me as I passed it in many a subse- 
quent season an ironic smug symbolism of its action on my fate. 
That action had come from the complete failure of our approached 
oracle either to warn, to comfort or to command— to do anything but 
make quite unassistingly light of the bewilderment exposed to him. 
In de&ult of other attention or suggestion he might by a mere warn- 
ing as to gravities only too possible, and already well advanced, 
have made such a difference; but I have little forgotten how I felt 
myself, the warning absent, treated but to a comparative pooh-pooh 
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—an impression I long looked back to as a sharp parting of the 
ways, with an adoption of the wrong one distinctly determined. It 
was not simply small comfort, it was only a mystification the more, 
that the inconvenience of my state had to reckon with the strange 
fact of there being nothing to speak of the matter with me. The 
graceful course, on the whole ground again (and where moreover 
was delicacy, the proposed, the intended, without grace?) was to be- 
have accordingly, in good set terms, as if the assurance were true; 
since the time left no margin at all for one’s gainsaying with the 
right confidence so high an authority. There were a hundred ways 
to behave— in the general sense so freely suggested, I mean; and I 
think of the second half of that summer of ’62 as my attempt at 
selection of the best. The best still remained, under closer compari- 
sons, very much what it had at first seemed, and there was in fact 
this charm in it that to prepare for an ordeal essentially intellectual, 
as I surmised, might justly involve, in the public eye, a season of 
some retirement. The beauty was— I can fairly see it now, through 
the haze of time, even as beauty!— that studious retirement and pre- 
paratory hours did after all supply the supine attitude, did invest 
the ruefulness, did deck out the cynicism of lying down book in 
hand with a certain fine plausibility. This was at least a negative 
of combat, an organised, not a loose and empty one, something defi- 
nitely and firmly parallel to action in the tented field; and I well 
recall, for that matter, how, when early in the autumn I had in fact 
become the queerest of forensic recruits, the bristling horde of my 
Law School comrades fairly produced the illusion of a mustered 
army. The Cambridge campus was tented field enough for a con- 
script starting so compromised; and I can scarce say moreover how 
easily it let me down that when it came to the point one had still 
fine fierce young men, in great numbers, for company, there being 
at the worst so many such who hadn’t flown to arms. I was to find my 
fancy of the merely relative right in any way to figure, or even on 
such terms just to exist, I was to find it in due course quite drop 
from me as the Cambridge year played itself out, leaving me all 
aware that, full though the air might be of stiffer realities, one had 
yet a rare handful of one’s own to face and deal with. 

At Cambridge of course, when I got there, I was further to find 
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ray brother on the scene and already at a stage of possession of its 
contents that I was resigned in advance never to reach; so thoroughly 
I seemed to feel a sort of quickening savoury meal in any cold scrap 
of his own experience that he might pass on to my palate. This 
figure has definite truth, that is, but for association at the board 
literally yielding us nourishment— the happiest as to social composition 
and freedom of supply of all the tables d'hote of those days, a veritable 
haunt of conversation ruled by that gently fatuous Miss Upham some- 
thing of whose angular grace and antique attitude has lived again for 
us in William’s letters. I place him, if not at the moment of my to that 
extent joining him then at least from a short time afterwards, in 
quarters that he occupied for the next two or three years— quiet 
cloistered rooms, as they almost appeared to me, in the compara- 
tively sequestered Divinity Hall of that still virtually rustic age; 
which, though mainly affected to the use of post-graduates and 
others, of a Unitarian colour, enrolled under Harvard’s theological 
Faculty, offered chance accommodation, much appreciated for a 
certain supposedly separate charm, not to say a finer dignity, by the 
more maturely studious in other branches as well. The superstition 
or aftertaste of Europe had then neither left me nor hinted that it 
ever might; yet I recall as a distinct source of interest, to be des- 
perately dealt with, and dealt with somehow to my inward advan- 
tage, the special force of the circumstance that 1 was now for the 
first time in presence of matters normally, entirely, consistently 
American, and that more particularly I found myself sniff up 
straight from the sources, such as they unmistakably were, the sense 
of that New England which had been to me till then but a name. 
This from the first instant was what I most took in, and quite apart 
from the question of what one was going to make of it, of whether 
one was going, in the simple formula, to like it, and of what would 
come, could the impression so triumph, of such monstrous assimila- 
tions. Clear to me in the light thus kindled that my American con- 
sciousness had hitherto been after all and at the best singularly 
starved, and that Newport for instance, during the couple of years, 
had fed it but with sips of an adulterated strain. Newport, with its 
opera-glass turned for ever across the sea— for Newport, or at least 
our Newport, even during the War, lived mainly, and quite visibly. 
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by the opera-glass— was comparatively, and in its degree incurably, 
cosmopolite; and though on our first alighting there I had more or 
less successfully, as I fancied, invited the local historic sense to 
vibrate, it was at present left me to feel myself a poor uninitiated 
creature. However, an initiation, at least by the intelligence, into 
some given thing— almost anything really given would do— was es- 
sentially what I was, as we nowadays say, after; the fault with my 
previous data in the American kind had been that they weren’t 
sufficiently given; so that here would be Boston and Cambridge 
giving as with absolute authority. The War had by itself of course, 
on the ground I speak of, communicated something of the quality, 
or rather of the quantity, otherwise deficient; only this was for my 
case, of which alone I speak, an apprehension without a language 
or a channel— a revelation as sublime as one would like to feel it, 
but spreading abroad as a whole and not, alas, by any practice of 
mine, reducible to parts. What I promptly made out at Cambridge 
was that “America” would be given, as I have called it, to a tune 
altogether fresh, so that to hear this tune wholly played out might 
well become on the spot an inspiring privilege. If I indeed, I should 
add, said to myself “wholly,” this was of course not a little straining 
a point; since, putting my initiation, my grasp of the exhibition, at 
its conceivable liveliest, far more of the supposed total was I 
inevitably to miss than to gather to my use. But I might gather what 
I could, and therein was exactly the adventure. To rinse my mouth 
of the European aftertaste in order to do justice to whatever of the 
native bitter-sweet might offer itself in congruous vessels— such a 
brave dash for discovery, and such only, would give a sense to my 
posture. With which it was unmistakable that I shouldn’t in the 
least have painfully to strive; of such a force of impact was each 
impression clearly capable that I had much rather to steady myself, 
at any moment, where I stood, and quite to a sense of the luxury of 
the occasion, than to cultivate inquiry at the aggressive pitch. There 
was no need for curiosity— it was met by every object, I seemed to 
see, so much more than half way; unless indeed I put it better by 
saying that as all my vision partook of that principle the impulse 
and the object perpetually melted together. It wasn’t for instance 
by the faintest process of inquiry that the maison Upham, where I 
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three times daily sat at meat, had scarce to wait an hour to become 
as vivid a translation into American terms of Balzac’s Maison 
Vauquer, in Le P^re Goriot, as I could have desired to deal with. 

It would have been at once uplifting to see in the American terms 
a vast improvement on the prime version, had I not been here a bit 
baffled by the sense that the correspondence was not quite, after all, 
of like with like, and that the main scene of Balzac’s action was 
confessedly and curiously sordid and even sinister, whereas its 
equivalent under the Harvard elms would rank decidedly as what 
we had de mieux, or in other words of most refined, in the “board- 
ing” line, to show. I must have been further conscious that what we 
had de mieux in the social line appeared quite liable, on occasion, 
to board wherever it might— the situation in Balzac’s world being on 
this head as different as possible. No one not deeply distressed or dis- 
mally involved or all but fatally compromised could have taken the 
chances of such an establishment at all; so that any comparison to 
our own particular advantage had to be, on reflection, nipped in the 
bud. There was a generic sameness, none the less, I might still rea- 
son; enough of that at least to show the two pictures as each in its 
way interesting— which was all that was required. The Maison Vau- 
quer, its musty air thick with heavier social elements, might have 
been more so, for the Harvard elms overhung no strange Vautrin, no 
old Goriot, no young Rastignac; yet the interest of the Kirkland 
Street company couldn’t, so to speak, help itself either, any more 
than I could help taking advantage of it. In one respect certainly, in 
the matter of talk as talk, we shone incomparably brighter; and if 
it took what we had de mieux to make our so regular resort a scene 
essentially of conversation, the point was none the less that our ma- 
terials were there. I found the effect of this, very easily, as American 
as I liked— liked, that is, to think of it and to make all I might of it 
for being; about which in truth all difficulty vanished from the mo- 
ment the local colour of the War broke in. So of course this element 
did at that season come back to us through every outward opening, 
and mean enough by contrast had been the questions amid which 
the Vauquer boarders grubbed. Anything even indirectly touched 
by our public story, stretching now into volume after volume of 
the very biggest print, took on that reflected light of dignity, of im- 
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portance, or of mere gross salience, which passion charged with crit- 
icism, and criticism diarged with the thousand menaced affections 
and connections, the whole of the reaction— charged in short with 
immediate intimate life— have a power, in such conditions, to fling 
as from a waving torch. The torch flared sufficiently about Miss Up- 
ham’s board— save that she herself, ancient spinster, pushed it in dis- 
may from her top of the table, blew upon it with vain scared sighs, 
and would have nothing to do with a matter so disturbing to the 
right temperature of her plats. We others passed it from hand to 
hand, so that it couldn’t go quite out— since I must in fairness add 
that the element of the casual and the more generally ironic, the 
play of the studious or the irrepressibly social intelligence at large, 
couldn’t fail to insist pretty constantly on its rights. There were quar- 
ters as well, I should note, in which the sense of local colour pro- 
ceeding at all straight from the souce I have named— reflected, that 
is, from camp and field— could but very soon run short; sharply 
enough do I recall for instance the felt, even if all so privately felt, 
limits of my poor stream of contributive remark (despite my habit, 
so fondly practised in the connection, of expatiating in petto). My 
poor stream would have trickled, truly, had it been able to trickle at 
all, from the most effective of my few occasions of “realising,” up 
to that time, as to field and camp; literally as to camp in fact, since 
the occasion had consisted of a visit paid, or a pilgrimage, rather, ever 
so piously, so tenderly made, one August afternoon of the summer 
just ended, to a vast gathering of invalid and convalescent troops, 
under canvas and in roughly improvised shanties, at some point of 
the Rhode Island shore that figures to my memory, though with a 
certain vagueness, as Portsmouth Grove. (American local names 
lend themselves strangely little to retention, I find, if one has hap- 
pened to deal for long years with almost any group of European 
designations— these latter springing, as it has almost always come to 
seem, straight from the soil where natural causes were anciently to 
root them, each with its rare identity. The bite into interest of the 
borrowed, the imposed, the “faked” label, growing but as by a dab 
of glue on an article of trade, is inevitably much less sharp.) Vague- 
ness at best attends, however, the queer experience I glance at; what 
lives of it, in the ineffaceable way, being again, by my incurable 



422 HENRY JAMES: AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

perversity, my ambiguous economy, much less a matter of the “facts 
of the case,” as they should, even though so dead and buried now, 
revive to help me through an anecdote, than the prodigiously sub- 
jective side of the experience, thanks to which it still presumes to 
flush with the grand air of an adventure. If I had not already so 
often brazened out my confession of the far from “showy” in the 
terms on which impressions could become indelibly momentous 
to me I might blush indeed for the thin tatter dragged in thus as an 
affair of record. It consisted at the time simply of an emotion— 
though the emotion, I should add, appeared to consist of everything 
in the whole world that my consciousness could hold. By that in- 
tensity did it hang as bravely as possible together, and by the title so 
made good has it handed itself endlessly down. 

Owing to which it is that I don’t at all know what troops were in 
question, a “mere” couple of Rhode Island regiments (nothing in 
those days could be too big to escape the application of the “mere,”) 
or a congeries of the temporarily incapacitated, the more or less 
broken, picked from the veterans— so far as there already were such 
—of the East at large and directed upon the Grove as upon a place 
of stowage and sanitation. Discriminations of the prosaic order had 
little to do with my first and all but sole vision of the American sol- 
dier in his multitude, and above all— for that was markedly the 
colour of the whole thing— in his depression, his wasted melancholy 
almost; an effect that somehow corresponds for memory, I bethink 
myself, with the tender elegiac tone in which Walt Whitman was 
later on so admirably to commemorate him. The restrictions I con- 
fess to are abject, but both my sense and my aftersense of the ex- 
hibition I here allude to had, thanks to my situation, to do all the 
work they could in the way of representation to me of what was most 
publicly, most heroically, most wastefully, tragically, terribly going 
on. It had so to serve for my particular nearest approach to a “con- 
tact” with the active drama— I mean of course the collectively and 
scenically active, since the brush of interest against the soldier single 
and salient was an affair of every day— that were it not for just one 
other strange spasm of awareness, scarce relaxed to this hour, I 
should have been left all but pitifully void of any scrap of a substitute 
for the concrete experience. The long hot July ist of ’63, on which 
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the huge battle of Gettysburg had begun, could really be— or rather 
couldn’t possibly not be— a scrap of concrete experience for any 
group of united persons, New York cousins and all, who, in a 
Newport garden, restlessly strolling, sitting, neither daring quite 
to move nor quite to rest, quite to go in nor quite to stay out, 
actually listened together, in their almost ignobly safe stillness, 
as to the boom of far-away guns. This was, as it were, the War— 
the War palpably in Pennsylvania; not less than my hour of a 
felt rage of repining at my doomed absence from the sight of that 
march of the 54th Massachusetts out of Boston, “Bob” Shaw at its 
head and our exalted Wilky among its officers, of which a great sculp- 
tor was, on the spot of their vividest passing, to set the image aloft 
forever. Poor other visitations, comparatively, had had to suffice for 
me; I could take in fact for amusing, most of all (since that, thank 
goodness, was high gaiety), a couple of impressions of the brief pre- 
liminary camp life at Readville during which we admired the charm- 
ing composition of the 44th of the same State, under Colonel Frank 
Lee, and which fairly made romantic for me Wilky’s quick spring 
out of mere juvenility and into such brightly-bristling ranks. He had 
begun by volunteering in a company that gave him half the in- 
genuous youth of the circle within our social ken for brothers-in- 
arms, and it was to that pair of Readville afternoons I must have 
owed my all so emphasised vision of handsome young Cabot Russell, 
who, again to be his closest brother-in-arms in the 54th, irrecover- 
ably lost himself, as we have seen, at Fort Wagner. A dry desert, one 
must suppose, the life in which, for memory and appreciation made 
one, certain single hours or compressed groups of hours have found 
their reason for standing out through everything, for insistently 
living on, in the cabinet of intimate reference, the museum, as it 
were, of the soul’s curiosities— where doubtless at the same time an 
exhibition of them to mere other eyes or ears or questioning logical 
minds may effect itself in no plain terms. We recognise such occa- 
sions more and more as we go on, and are surely, as a general thing, 
glad when, for the interest of memory— which it’s such a business to 
keep interesting— they constitute something of a cluster. In my queer 
cluster, at any rate, that flower of the connection which answers to 
the name of Portsmouth Grove still overtops other members of its 
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class, SO that to finger it again for a moment is to make it perceptibly 
exhale its very principle of life. This was, for me, at the time, neither 
more nor less than that the American soldier in his multitude was 
the most attaching and effecting and withal the most amusing figure 
of romance conceivable; the great sense of my vision being thus that, 
as the afternoon light of the place and time lingered upon him, both 
to the seeming enhancement of his quality and of its own, romance 
of a more confused kind than I shall now attempt words for attended 
his very movement. It was the charmingest, touchingest, dreadfullest 
thing in the world that my impression of him should have to be 
somehow of his abandonment to a rueful humour, to a stoic reserve 
which could yet melt, a relation with him once established, into a 
rich communicative confidence; and, in particular, all over the place, 
of his own scanted and more or less baffled, though constantly and, 
as I couldn’t not have it, pathetically, “knowing” devices. 

The great point remained for me at all events that I could after- 
wards appear to myself to have done nothing but establish with him 
a relation, that I established it, to my imagination, in several cases— 
and all in the three or four hours— even to the pitch of the last ten- 
derness of friendship. I recover that, strolling about with honest and 
so superior fellow-citizens, or sitting with them by the improvised 
couches of their languid rest, I drew from each his troubled tale, 
listened to his plaint on his special hard case— taking form, this, in 
what seemed to me the very poetry of the esoteric vernacular— and 
sealed the beautiful tie, the responsive sympatliy, by an earnest offer, 
in no instance waved away, of such pecuniary solace as I might at 
brief notice draw on my poor pocket for. Yet again, as I indulge this 
memory, do I feel that I might if pushed a little rejoice in having 
to such an extent coincided with, not to say perhaps positively an- 
ticipated, dear old Walt— even if I hadn’t come armed like him with 
oranges and peppermints. I ministered much more summarily, 
though possibly in proportion to the time and thanks to my better 
luck more pecuniarily; but I like to treat myself to making out that 
I can scarce have brought to the occasion (in proportion to the time 
again and to other elements of the case) less of the consecrating 
sentiment than he. I like further to put it in a light that, ever so 
curiously, if the good Walt was most inwardly stirred to his later 
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commemorative accents by his participating in the common Amer- 
icanism of his hospital friends, the familiar note and shared sound 
of which formed its ground of appeal, I found myself victim to a like 
moving force through quite another logic. It was literally, I fear, be- 
cause our common Americanism carried with it, to my imagina- 
tion, such a disclosed freshness and strangeness, working, as I might 
say, over such gulfs of dissociation, that I reached across to their, 
these hospital friends’, side of the matter, even at the risk of an im- 
perilled consistency. It had for me, the state in question, colour 
and form, accent and quality, with scarce less “authority” than if 
instead of the rough tracks or worn paths of my casual labyrinth I 
had trod the glazed halls of some school of natural history. What 
holds me now indeed is that such an institution might have exempli- 
fied then almost nothing but the aspects strictly native to our social 
and seasonal air; so simply and easily conceivable to the kindly 
mind were at that time these reciprocities, so great the freedom and 
pleasure of them compared with the restrictions imposed on direct- 
ness of sympathy by the awful admixtures of to-day, those which 
offer to the would-be participant among us, on returns from so- 
journs wherever homogeneity and its entailed fraternity, its easy 
contacts, still may be seen to work, the strange shock of such amen- 
ities declined on any terms. Really not possible then, I think, the 
perception now accompanying, on American ground, this shock— 
the recognition, by any sensibility at all reflective, of the point 
where our national theory of absorption, assimilation and conversion 
appallingly breaks down; appallingly, that is, for those to whom the 
consecrated association, of the sort still at play where community 
has not been blighted, strongly speaks. Which remarks may reinforce 
the note of my unconsciousness of any difficulty for knowing in the 
old, the comparatively brothering, conditions what an American at 
least was. Absurd thus, no doubt, that the scant experience over 
which I perversely linger insists on figuring to me as quite a revel 
of the right confidence. 

The revel, though I didn’t for the moment yet know it, was to be 
renewed for me at Cambridge with less of a romantic intensity per- 
haps, but more usefully, so to put it, and more informingly; sur- 
rounded as I presently found myself at the Law School with young 
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types, or rather with young members of a single type, not one of 
whom but would have enriched my imagined hall of congruous 
specimens. That, with the many months of it, was to be the real dis- 
closure, the larger revelation; that was to be the fresh picture for a 
young person reaching the age of twenty in wellnigh grotesque un- 
awareness of the properties of the atmosphere in which he but 
wanted to claim that he had been nourished. Of what I mean by 
this I shall in a moment have more to say— after pointing a trifle 
more, for our patience, the sense of my dilatation upon Portsmouth 
Grove. Perfectly distinct has remained the sail back to Newport by 
that evening’s steamboat; the mere memory of which indeed— and I 
recall that I felt it inordinately long— must have been for me, just 
above, the spring of the whole reference. The sail was long, meas- 
ured by my acute consciousness of paying physically for my excur- 
sion— which hadn’t answered the least little bit for my impaired state. 
This last disobliging fact became one, at the same time, with an in- 
tensity, indeed a strange rapture, of reflection, which I may not in the 
least pretend to offer as a clear or coherent or logical thing, and of 
which I can only say, leaving myself there through the summer twi- 
light, in too scant rest on a deck stool and against the bulwark, that 
it somehow crowned my little adventure of sympathy and wonder 
with a shining round of resignation— a realisation, as we nowadays 
put it, that, measuring wounds against wounds, or the compromised, 
the particular taxed condition, at the least, against all the rest of the 
debt then so generally and enormously due, one was no less exaltedly 
than wastefully engaged in the common fact of endurance. There 
are memories in truth too fine or too peculiar for notation, too in- 
tensely individual and supersubtie— call them what one will; yet 
which one may thus no more give up confusedly than one may insist 
on them vainly. Their kind is nothing ever to a present purpose 
unless they are in a manner statable, but is at the same time ruefully 
aware of threatened ridicule if they are overstated. Not that I in the 
least mind such a menace, however, in just adding that, soothed as I 
have called the admirable ache of my afternoon with that inward 
interpretation of it, I felt the latter— or rather doubtless simply the 
entire affair— absolutely overarched by the majestic manner in which 
the distress of our return drew out into the lucid charm of the night. 
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To which I must further add that the hour seemed, by some won- 
drous secret, to know itself marked and charged and unforgettable- 
hinting so in its very own terms of cool beauty at something por- 
tentous in it, an exquisite claim then and there for lasting value and 
high authority. 


X 

All of which foregoing makes, I grant, a long parenthesis in my 
recovery of the more immediate Cambridge impressions. I have left 
them awaiting me, yet I am happy to say not sensibly the worse for 
it, in their cluster roundabout Miss Upham and her board of bene- 
ficiary images; which latter start up afresh and with the softest sub- 
mission to any convenient neglect— that ineffably touching and con- 
fessed dependence— of such apparitions on one’s “pleasure,” save the 
mark I for the flicker of restorative light. The image most vividly re- 
stored is doubtless that of Professor F. J. Child, head of the “Eng- 
lish Department” at Harvard and master of that great modern sci- 
ence of folk-lore to his accomplishment in which his vast and slowly- 
published collection of the Ballad literature of our language is a 
recognised monument; delightful man, rounded character, passion- 
ate patriot, admirable talker, above all thorough humanist and hu- 
morist. He was the genial autocrat of that breakfast-table not only, 
but of our symposia otherwise timed, and as he comes back to me 
with the fresh and quite circular countenance of the time before the 
personal cares and complications of life had gravely thickened for 
him, his aspect all finely circular, with its close rings of the fairest 
hair, its golden rims of the largest glasses, its finished rotundity of 
figure and attitude, I see that there was the American spirit— since 
I was “after” it— of a quality deeply inbred, beautifully adjusted to 
all extensions of knowledge and taste and, as seemed to me, quite 
sublimely quickened by everything that was at the time so tremen- 
dously in question. That vision of him was never afterwards to yield 
to other lights— though these, even had occasion for them been more 
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frequent with me, couldn’t much have interfered with it; so that 
what 1 still most retain of him is the very flush and mobility, the 
living expansion and contraction, the bright comedy and almost 
lunar eclipse, of his cherubic face according as things appeared to 
be going for the country. I was always just across from him, as my 
brother, beside whom I took my place, had been, and I remember 
well how vivid a clock-face it became to me; I found still, as in my 
younger time, matter enough everywhere for gaping, but greatest 
of all, I think, while that tense season lasted, was my wonder for the 
signs and portents, the quips and cranks, the wreath^ smiles, or 
otherwise the candid obscurations, of our prime talker’s presented 
visage. I set, as it were, the small tick of my own poor watch, by it— 
which private register would thump or intermit in agreement with 
these indications. I recover it that, thanks to the perpetual play of his 
sympathy and irony, confidence and scorn, as well as to that of my 
own less certainly directed sensibility, he struck me on the bad days, 
which were then so many, as fairly august, cherubism and all, for sin- 
cerity of association with every light and shade, every ebb and flow, 
of our Cause. Where he most shone out, indeed, so that depression 
then wasn’t a gloom in him but a darting flame, was in the icy air 
of the attitude of the nations to us, that of the couple, the most po- 
tent, across the sea, with which we were especially concerned and 
which, as during the whole earlier half of the War and still longer 
it more and more defined itself, drew from him at once all the 
drolleries and all the asperities of his sarcasm. Nothing more partic- 
ularly touched me in him, I make out— for it lingers in a light of its 
own— than the fashion after which he struck me as a fond grave 
guardian, not so much of the memory and the ashes yet awhile, as of 
the promise, in all its flower, of the sacrificial young men whom the 
University connection had passed through his hands and whom he 
looked out for with a tenderness of interest, a nursing pride, that 
was as contagious as I could possibly have wished it. I didn’t my- 
self know the young men, save three or four, and could only, at our 
distance, hold my tongue and do them homage; never afterwards 
(as I even then foreknew would be the case) missing, when I could 
help it, or foiling to pick up, a single brush, a scattered leaf, of their 
growing or their riper legend. Certain of them whom I had neither 
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seen nor, as they fell in battle, was destined ever to see, have lived 
for me since just as communicated images, figures created by his tone 
about them— which, I admit, mightn’t or needn’t have mattered to 
me for all the years, yet which couldn’t help so doing from the mo- 
ment the right touch had handed them over to my restless claim. 

It was not meanwhile for want of other figures that these were 
gathered in, for I have again to grant that in those days figures be- 
came such for me on easy terms, and that in particular William had 
only to let the light of his attention, his interest, his curiosity, his 
aversion even (could he indeed have passingly lived in the helpless- 
ness of mere aversion) visibly rest on them for me entirely to feel 
that they must count for as much as might be— so far at least as my 
perception was concerned, contact being truly another affair. That 
was the truth at that season, if it wasn’t always to remain the truth; 
I felt his interpretations, his personal allowances, so largely and in- 
veterately liberal, always impose themselves: it was not till ever so 
much later, and then only little by little, that I came to accept the 
strange circumstance of my not invariably “liking,” in homely par- 
lance, his people, and his not invariably liking mine. The process 
represented by that word was for each of us, I think, a process 
so involved with other operations of the spirit, so beautifully 
complicated and deformed by them, that our results in this sort 
doubtless eventually lost themselves in the labyrinth of our rea- 
sons: which latter, eventually— the labyrinth, I mean— could be a 
frequent and not other than animated meeting-place in spite of 
the play of divergence. The true case, I all the while plentifully 
felt, and still more feel now, was that I diverged and my brother al- 
most never; in the sense, that is, that no man can well have cared 
less for the question, or made less of the consciousness, of dislike- 
have valued less their developments and comforts. Even the opposite 
of that complacency scarce seemed a recognised, or at least in any de- 
gree a cultivated, state with him; his passion, and that a passion of 
the intelligence, was justice unafraid— and this, as it were, almost un- 
formulatedly, altogether unpedantically: it simply made him utterly 
not “mind” numberless things that with most people serve as dim 
lights, warnings or attractions, in the grope of appreciation or the 
adventure of instinct. His luminous indifference kept his course 
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thus, as I was later to recognise, extraordinarily straight— to the in- 
crease, as I have noted, of my own poor sense of weakly stra^ling, 
unaccompanied as this at the same time was by the least envy of 
such a deficiency in what is roughly called prejudice, and what I, to 
save my face, in my ups and downs of sociability or curiosity, could 
perhaps have found no better term for than the play of taste as taste. 
Wonderful, and to me in the last resort admirable, was William’s 
fine heritage and awareness of that principle without its yet affecting 
him on the human, the more largely social, just the conversable and 
workable ground— in presence of some other principle that might 
do so, whether this validly or but speciously interfered. The triumph 
over distaste, in one’s relations, one’s exposures, one’s judgments, 
that I could understand as high virtue, strained heroism, the ideal 
groaningly applied; but what left me always impressed, to put it 
mildly, was the fact that in my brother’s case the incorruptibility of 
his candour would have had to be explained to him, and with scant 
presumption too of his taking it in or having patience while one 
spoke. Such an enterprise, I was well aware, would at any rate have 
left me a sorry enough figure afterwards. What one would have had 
to be, what one could in the least decently be, except candid with- 
out alternative— this, with other like matters, I should have had to 
be prepared to set forth; and, more and more addressed as I event- 
ually found myself to a cultivation of the absolute in taste as taste, 
to repeat my expression, I was far from the wish to contend for it as 
against any appearance whatever of a better way. Such was part 
of the experience, or call it even the discipline, of association with a 
genius so marked for the process known as giving the benefit of the 
doubt— and giving it (for that was the irritating charm), not in smug 
charity or for a pointed moral, but through the very nature of a 
mind incapable of the shut door in any direction and of a habit of 
hospitality so free that it might again and again have been ob- 
served, in contact and intercourse, to supply weaker and less graced 
vessels with the very means of bringing in response, often absolutely 
in retort. This last of course was not so much the benefit of the 
doubt as the displayed unconsciousness of any doubt, a perpetual 
aid rendered the doubtful, especially when incarnate in persons, to 
be more right or more true, more clever or more charming or what- 
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ever, than mere grudging love of “form,” standing by, could at all 
see it entitled to become. Anything like William’s unawareness of 
exertion after having helped the lame dog of converse over stile after 
stile I have in no other case met. Together with which, however, I 
may not forbear to add, the very occasional and comparatively small 
flare in him of some blest perversity of prejudice that one might en- 
joy on one’s own side the vulgar luxury of naming as such was a 
thing which, conformably to that elation, one reached out for as 
one might for the white glint of the rare edelweiss on some high Al- 
pine ledge. 

If these remarks illustrate in their number the inevitable bent of 
the remark to multiply within me as an effect of fraternal evocation 
I thereby but stick the more to my subject, or in other words to the 
much-peopled scene, as I found it; which I should scarce have found 
without him. Peopled as it was with his people, which they at first 
struck me as markedly being, it led me then to take the company, 
apart from F, J. Child, for whatever he all vividly and possessively 
pronounced it; I having for a long time but the scantest company of 
my own, even at the Law School, where my fellow-disciples could 
bear the name for me only as a troop of actors might have done 
on that further side of footlights to which I never went round. This 
last at least with few exceptions, while there were none to the ex- 
quisite rule, as I positively to-day feel it, of my apprehension of Wil- 
liam’s cluster as a concern of his— interesting exactly because of that 
reference. Any concern of his was thus a thing already charged with 
life, his life over and above its own, if it happened by grace to have 
any comparable; which, as I pick out the elements again from the 
savoury Upham shades, could indeed be claimed for several of these. 
I pick out the ardent and delicate and firm John May, son, as he 
comes back to me, of a distinguished Abolitionist of New York State 
—rare bird; and seen by that fact in a sort of glamour of picturesque 
justification, an air deriving colour from the pre-established gal- 
lantry, yet the quiet and gentlemanly triumph, of his attitude. So 
at least do I read back into blurred visions the richest meanings 
they could have. I pick out for a not less baffled tribute a particular 
friend of my brother’s and a comrade of May’s, whom I identify on 
the superficial side but by his name of Salter and the faa of his 
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studentship in theology; which pursuit, it comes over me as I write, 
he must have shared, of homely, almost of sickly. New England type 
as he was, with May of the fine features, the handsome smile, by my 
resolute recollection, the developed moustache and short dark 
pointed beard, the property of vaguely recalling in fine some old por- 
trait supposedly Spanish (supposedly, and perhaps to a fantastic 
tune, by me— for I dare say it was by no one else). Salter had no such 
references— it even appalled me to have a bit intelligently to im- 
agine to what origins starved of amenity or colour his aspect and 
air, the slope of his shoulders, the mode of growth of his hair, the 
relation of his clothes to his person and the relation of his person to 
the inevitable needs of intercourse, might refer him; but there 
played about him a bright force in the highest and extraordinarily 
quick flares of which one felt nothing, while the exhibition lasted, 
but his intellectual elegance. He had the distinction of wit— so rare, 
we ever feel it to be, when we see it beautifully act; and I remember 
well how, as that was indeed for me almost the whole of intellectual 
elegance, I fell back on the idea that such an odd assortment of 
marks in him was at least picturesque, or much in the Maison Vau- 
quer line: pinched as I must have been by the question of whether a 
person of that type and cut had the “right” to be witty. On what else 
but the power the right rested I couldn’t doubtless have said; I but 
recall my sense that wit was somehow the finest of all social matters 
and that it seemed impossible to be less connected with such than this 
product of New England at its sparest and dryest; which fact was a 
sort of bad mark for the higher civilisation. I was prepared to recog- 
nise that you might be witty and ugly, ugly with the highest finish 
of ugliness— hadn’t the celebated Voltaire been one of the scrappiest 
of men as well as of the most immortally quoted?— but it cost a 
wrench to have to take it that you could shine to admiration out of 
such a platitude of the mere “plain.” It was William in especial who 
guaranteed to me Salter’s superior gift, of which in the free com- 
merce of Divinity Hall he had frequent illustration— so that what I 
really most apprehended, I think, was the circumstance of his appre- 
hending: this too with a much finer intellectual need and compe- 
tence than mine, after all, and in the course of debates and discus- 
sions, ardent young symposia of the spirit, which struck me as fall- 
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ing in with all I had ever curiously conceived of those hours that 
foster the generous youth of minds preappointed to greatness. There 
was the note of the eflEective quaint on which I could put my finger: 
catch a poor student only dreary enough and then light in him the 
flame of irony at its intensest, the range of question and the com- 
mand of figure at their bravest, and one might, with one’s appetite 
for character, feed on the bold antithesis. I had only to like for my 
brother, and verily almost with pride, his assured experience of any 
queer concretion— his experience of abstractions I was to rise to 
much more feebly and belatedly, scarce more indeed ever than most 
imperfectly— to find the very scene of action, or at least of passion, 
enjoyed by these my elders and betters, enriched and toned and con- 
secrated after the fashion of places referred to in literature and leg- 
end. 

I thus live back of a sudden— for I insist on just yielding to it— 
into the odd hours when the poor little old Divinity Hall of the 
overgrown present faced me as through the haze of all the past In- 
dian summers it had opened its brooding study-windows to; when 
the “avenue” of approach to it from the outer world was a thing of 
dignity, a positive vista in a composition; when the Norton woods, 
near by, massed themselves in scarlet and orange, and when to pene- 
trate and mount a stair and knock at a door and, enjoying response, 
then sink into a window-bench and inhale at once the vague golden 
November and the thick suggestion of the room where nascent 
“thought” had again and again piped or wailed, was to taste as I 
had never done before the poetry of the prime initiation and of 
associated growth. With cards of such pale pasteboard could the 
trick, to my vision, play itself— by which I mean that I admire under 
this memory the constant "dodges” of an imagination reduced to 
such straits for picking up a living. It was as if one’s sense of "Eu- 
rope,” sufficiently sure of itself to risk the strategic retreat, had 
backed away on tiptoe just to see how the sense of what was there 
facing one would manage without it— manage for luxury, that is, 
with the mere indispensable doubtless otherwise provided for. That 
the sense in question did manage beautifully, when at last so hard 
pressed, and that the plasticity and variety of my vision draw from 
me now this murmur of elation, are truths constituting together 



4S4 HENRY JAMES: AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

for me the perhaps even overloaded moral of my tale. With which I 
scarce need note that so elastic a fancy, so perverse a little passion for 
finding good in everything— good for what I thought of as history, 
which was the consideration of life, while the given thing, whatever 
it was, had only to be before me— was inevitably to work a storage 
of other material for memory close-packed enough to make such dis- 
engagement as I thus attempt at the end of time almost an act of 
violence. I couldn't do without the scene^ as I have elsewhere had 
occasion to hint, whether actually or but possibly peopled (the peo- 
ple always calling for the background and the background insisting 
on the people); and thanks to this harmless extravagance, or thanks 
in other words to the visionary liberties I constantly took (so that 
the plate of sense was at the time I speak of more overscored and 
figured for me than sense was in the least practically required to have 
it), my path is even now beset to inconvenience with the personal 
image unextinct. It presents itself, I feel, beyond reason, and yet if 
I turn from it the ease is less, and I am divided when I further press 
the spring between compunction at not pausing before some shade 
that seems individually and even hopefully to wait, and the fear of 
its feeling after all scanted of service should I name it only to leave 
it. I name for instance, just to hover a little, silent Vanderpool, the 
mutest presence at the Upham board, and quite with no sense of 
the invidious in so doing. He was save for myself, by my remem- 
brance, the only member of the Law School there present; I see him 
moreover altogether remarkably, just incorruptibly and exquisitely 
dumb, though with a “gentlemanly” presence, a quasi-conservative 
New Jersey finish (so delicate those dim discriminations!) that would 
have seemed naturally to go with a certain forensic assurance. He 
looked so as if he came from “good people”— which was no very 
common appearance on the Harvard scene of those days, as indeed 
it is to a positive degree no so very common appearance on any scene 
at any time: it was a note of aspect which one in any case found one's 
self, to whatever vague tune, apt quite to treasure or save up. So it 
was impossible not to recognise in our soundless commensal the very 
finest flower of shyness, the very richest shade of the deprecating 
blush, that one had perhaps ever encountered; one ended in fact 
by &irly hanging on the question of whether the perfection of his 
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modesty— for it was all a true welter of modesty, not a grain of it 
anything stiflEer— would beautifully hold out or would give way to 
comparatively brute pressure from some point of our circle. I longed 
to bet on him, to see him through without a lapse; and this in fact 
was so thoroughly reserved to me that my eventual relief and homage 
doubtless account for the blest roundness of my impression. He had 
so much “for” him, was tall and fine, equipped and appointed, born, 
quite to an effect of ultimately basking, in the light of the Law, ac- 
quainted, one couldn’t fail of seeing, with a tradition of manners, 
not to mention that of the forensic as aforesaid, and not to name 
either the use of “means,” equally imputable: how rare accordingly 
would be the quality, letting even the quantity alone, of his inhibi- 
tions, and how interesting in the event the fact that he was abso- 
lutely never to have deviated! He disappeared without having 
spoken, and yet why should I now be noting it if he hadn’t never- 
theless admirably expressed himself? What this consisted of was that 
there was scarce anything he wouldn’t have done for us had it been 
possible, and I think, in view of the distinctness with which he still 
faces me, the tenderness with which he inspires my muse and the 
assurance with which I have “gone into” him, that I can never in 
all my life since have seen so precious a message delivered under 
such difficulties. Admirable, ineffaceable, because so essentially all 
decipherable, Vanderpool! 

It wasn’t either that John Bancroft tossed the ball of talk— which 
but for the presence of the supremely retentive agent just commem- 
orated would have appeared on occasion to remain in his keeping by 
a preference on its own part, not to be outwitted; this more or less 
at all times too, but especially during the first weeks of his dawning 
on us straight out of Germany and France, flushed with the alarm, as 
one might have read it, of having to justify rare opportunities and 
account for the time he had inordinately, obscurely, or at least not 
a little mysteriously, spent— the implication of every inch of him 
being that he had spent it seriously. Odd enough it certainly was 
that we should have been appointed to unveil, so far as we might, a 
pair of such marked monuments to modesty, marble statues, as they 
might have been, on either side of the portal of talk; what I at any 
rate preserve of my immediate vision of Bancroft— whose very 
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promptest identity indeed had been his sonship to the eminent his- 
torian of our country and earlier and later diplomatist— was an op- 
position, trying to me rather than engaging as its like had been in 
the composition of Vanderpool, between what we somehow wanted 
from him (or what I at least did) and what we too scantly gathered. 
This excellent friend, as he was later on to become, with his hand- 
some high head, large colourable brow and eyes widely divided- 
brave contribution ever to a fine countenance— sat there in a sort of 
glory of experience which, had he been capable of anything so akin 
to a demonstration, he would have appeared all unsociably to re- 
pudiate. It was bruited of him that, like John La Farge, whose 
friend he was admiringly to become— for he too had a Newport con- 
nection— he “painted,” that is persisted (which was the wondrous 
thingl) in painting; and that this practice had grown upon him in 
France, where, en province, his brother had entirely taken root and 
where the whole art-life, as well as the rural life, of the country had 
been opened to him; besides its a little later coming to light that 
he had romantically practised at Dusseldorf, where too he had per- 
sonally known and tremendously liked George du Maurier, whose 
first so distinguished appearances as an illustrator had already en- 
gaged our fondest attention— were they most dawningly in the early 
Cornhill, or in Punch, or in Once a Week? They glimmer upon me, 
darkly and richly, as from the pages of the last named. Not to be 
rendered, I may again parenthesise, our little thrilled awareness, 
William’s and mine, though mine indeed but panting after his, of 
such peeping phenomena of the European day as the outbreak of a 
“new man” upon our yearning view of the field of letters and of the 
arts. I am moved to wonder at how we came by it, shifting all for 
ourselves, and with the parental flair, so far as the sensibility of 
home was concerned, turned but to directions of its own and much 
less restless on the whole than ours. More touching to me now than 
I can say, at all events, this recapture of the hour at which Du 
Maurier, consecrated to much later, to then still far-off intimate 
affection, became the new man so significantly as to make a great 
importance of John Bancroft’s news of him, which already bore, 
among many marvels, upon the supreme wonder of his working, as 
he was all his life bravely to work, under impaired and gravely 
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menaced eyesight. When I speak, as just above, o£ what, through so 
many veils, “came to light,” I should further add, I use a figure rep- 
resenting a considerable lapse of time and shading off, for full evo- 
cation, into more associations than I can here make place for. Noth- 
ing in this connection came soon to light at least but that endless 
amazement might lie in the strange facts of difference between our 
companion and his distinguished sire— the latter so supremely, so 
quaintly yet so brilliantly, social a figure, I apprehended, when 
gaped at, a still more angular, but more polished and pacific Don 
Quixote, on the sleekest of Rosinantes, with white-tipped chin pro- 
trusive, with high sharp elbows raised and long straight legs beauti- 
fully pointed, all after the gallantest fashion, against the clear sunset 
sky of old Newport cavalcades. Mr. Bancroft the elder, the “great,” 
was a comfort, that is a fine high identity, a cluster of strong accents, 
the sort of thing one’s vision followed, in the light of history, if not 
of mere misguided fancy, for illustration of conceived type— type, 
say in this case, of superior person of the ancient and the more or 
less alien public order, the world of affairs transacted at courts and 
chancelleries, in which renown, one had gathered from the perusal 
of memoirs, allowed for much development of detail and much in- 
cision of outline, when not even directly resting on them. As it had 
been a positive bliss to me that words and names might prove in ex- 
tremity sources of support, so it comes back to me that I had drawn 
mystic strength from just obscurely sighing “Metternich!” or “Tal- 
leyrand!” as Mr. Bancroft bounced by me— so far as a pair of widely- 
opened compasses might bounce— in the August gloaming. The 
value of which, for reflection, moreover, was not in the least in its 
being that if his son remained so long pleadingly inscrutable any 
derived Metternich suggestion had contributed to keep him so— for 
quite there was the curiosity of the case, that among the imputations 
John appeared most to repudiate was that of having at any moment 
breathed the air either of records or of protocols. If he persisted in 
painting for years after his return to America without, as the legend 
grew, the smallest disclosure of his work or confession of his progress 
to human eye or ear, he drew the rigour of this course wholly from 
his singleness of nature, in the aftertime to be so much approved to 
us. However, I pause before the aftertime, into the lap of which more 
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than one sort of stored soundness and sweetness was to fall from him 
drop by drop. 

I scarce know whether my impulse to lead forth these most shrink- 
ing of my apparitions be more perverse or more natural— mainly 
feeling, I confess, however it appear, that the rest of my impression 
of the animated Cambridge scene, so far as I could take it in, was 
anything but a vision of unasserted forces. It was only I, as now ap- 
pears to me, who, ready as yet to assert nothing, hung back, and for 
reasons even more appreciable to me to-day than then; wondering, 
almost regretting as I do, that I didn’t with a still sharper prompt- 
ness throw up the sponge for stoppage of the absurd little boxing- 
match within me between the ostensible and the real— this I mean 
because I might afterwards thereby have winced a couple of times 
the less in haunting remembrance of exhibited inaptitude. My con- 
dition of having nothing to exhibit was blessedly one that there was 
nobody to quarrel with— and I couldn’t have sufficiently let it alone. 
I didn’t in truth, under a misleading light, reconsider it much; 
yet I have kept to this hour a black little memory of my having at- 
tempted to argue one afternoon, by way of exercise and under what 
seemed to me a perfect glare of publicity, the fierce light of a “moot- 
court,” some case proposed to me by a fellow-student— who can only 
have been one of the most benign of men unless he was darkly the 
designingest, and to whom I was at any rate to owe it that I figured 
my shame for years much in the image of my having stood forth be- 
fore an audience with a fiddle and bow and trusted myself to rub 
them together desperately enough (after the fashion of Rousseau 
in a passage of the Confessions,) to make some appearance of music. 
My music, I recall, before the look on the faces around me, quavered 
away into mere collapse and cessation, a void now engulfing memory 
itself, so that I liken it all to a merciful fall of the curtain on some actor 
stricken and stammering. The sense of the brief glare, as I have called 
the luckless exposure, revives even on this hither side of the wide 
gulf of time; but I must have outlived every witness— I was so obvi- 
ously there the very youngest of all aspirants— and, in truth, save 
for one or two minor and merely comparative miscarriages of the 
sacrificial act before my false gods, my connection with the temple 
was to remain as consistently superficial as could be possible to a 
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relation still restlessly perceptive through all its profaneness. Per- 
ceiving, even with its accompaniments of noting, wondering, fantas- 
ticating, kicked up no glare, but went on much rather under richest 
shades or in many-coloured lights— a tone of opportunity that I look 
back on as somehow at once deliciously soothing to myself and favour- 
able to the clearness of each item of the picture even as the cool 
grey sky of a landscape is equalising. That was of course especially 
when I had let everything slide— everything but the mere act of 
rather difficultly living (by reason of my scant physical ease,) and 
fallen back again on the hard sofa of certain ancient rooms in the 
Winthrop Square, contracted nook, of a local order now quite abol- 
ished, and held to my nose for long and sustaining snifEs the scented 
flower of independence. I took my independence for romantic, or 
at least for a happy form of yawning vessel into which romance, even 
should it perforce consist but of mere loose observational play, 
might drop in the shape of ripe fruit from a shaken tree. Winthrop 
Square, as I had occasion to note a couple of years since, is a for- 
gotten name, and the disappearance of my lodging spares me doubt- 
less a reminder, possibly ironic, of the debility of those few construc- 
tional and pictorial elements that, mustering a wondrous good-will, 
I had invited myself to rejoice in as “colonial.** The house was in- 
deed very old, as antiquity in Cambridge went, with everything in 
it slanting and gaping and creaking, but with humble antique 
“points** and a dignity in its decay; above all with the deep recess 
or alcove, a sweet “irregularity** (so could irregularities of archi- 
tectural conception then and there count,) thrust forth from its sit- 
ting-room toward what I supposed to be the Brighton hills and 
forming, by the aid of a large window and that commanding view, 
not to mention the grace of an ancient expansive bureau or secretary- 
desk (this such a piece, I now venture to figure, as would to-day be 
pounced on at any cunning dealer's,) a veritable bower toward which 
even so shy a dreamer as I still then had to take myself for might 
perhaps hope to woo the muse. The muse was of course the muse of 
prose fiction— never for the briefest hour in my case the presumable, 
not to say the presuming, the much-taking-for-granted muse of 
rhyme, with whom I had never had, even in thought, the faintest 
flirtation; and she did, in the event, I note, yield to the seduction 
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of SO appointed a nook— as to which romantic passage, however, I may 
not here anticipate. I but lose myself in the recovered sense of what 
it richly “meant*’ to me just to have a place where I could so hand- 
somely receive her, where I could remark with complacency that 
the distant horizon, an horizon long since rudely obliterated, was 
not, after all, too humble to be blue, purple, tawny, changeable in 
short, everything an horizon should be, and that over the interven- 
ing marshes of the Charles (if I don’t go astray in so much geog- 
raphy) there was all the fine complicated cloud-scenery I could wish 
—so extravagantly did I then conceive more or less associational 
cloud-scenery, after the fashion, I mean, of that feature of remem- 
bered English and Boulognese water-colours, to promote the 
atmosphere of literary composition as the act had begun to glimmer 
for me. 

Everything, however, meant, as I say, more quite other things 
than I can pretend now to treat of. The mere fact of a sudden rup- 
ture, as by the happiest thought, with the “form” of bringing home 
from the Law-library sheepskin volumes that might give my table, 
if not, for sufficiency of emphasis, my afflicted self, a temporary coun- 
tenance, heaped up the measure of my general intention— from the 
moment I embraced instead of it the practice of resorting to Gore 
Hall exclusively for my reading-matter; a practice in the light of 
which my general intention took on the air of absolutely basking. To 
get somehow, and in spite of everything, in spite especially of being 
so much disabled, at life, that was my brooding purpose, straight out 
of which the College library, with its sparse bristle of aspiring gran- 
ite, stood open to far more enchanted distances than any represented 
by the leathery walls, with never a breach amid their labelled and 
numbered blocks, that I might pretend to beat against in the other 
quarter. Yet, happily enough, on this basis of general rather than of 
special culture, I still loosely rejoiced in being where I was, and by 
way of proof that it was all right the swim into my ken of Sainte- 
Beuve, for whose presence on my table, in still other literary com- 
pany, Gore Hall aiding, I succeeded in not at all blushing, became 
in the highest degree congruous with regular attendance at lectures. 
The forenoon lectures at Dane Hall I never in all my time missed, 
that I can recollect, and I look back on it now as quite prodigious 
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that I should have been so systematically faithful to them without 
my understanding the first word of what they were about. They 
contrived— or at least my attendance at them did, inimitably— to be 
“life;” and as my wondering dips into the vast deep well of the 
French critic to whom all my roused response went out brought up 
that mystery to me in cupfuls of extraordinary savour, where was 
the incongruity of the two rites? That the Causeries du Lundi, 
wholly fresh then to my grateful lips, should so have overflowed for 
me was certainly no marvel— that prime acquaintance absolutely 
having, by my measure, to form a really sacred date in the develop- 
ment of any historic or aesthetic consciousness worth mentioning; 
but that I could be to the very end more or less thrilled by simply 
sitting, all stupid and sentient, in the thick company of my merely 
nominal associates and under the strange ministrations of Dr. 
Theophilus Parsons, "Governor” Washburn and Professor Joel 
Parker, would have appeared to defy explanation only for those by 
whom the phenomena of certain kinds of living and working sen- 
sibility are unsuspected. For myself at any rate there was no anomaly 
—the anomaly would have been much rather in any prompter con- 
sciousness of a sated perception; I knew why I liked to “go,” I knew 
even why I could unabashedly keep going in face of the fact that if 
I had learned my reason I had learned, and was still to learn, abso- 
lutely nothing else; and that sufficiently supported me through a 
stretch of bodily overstrain that I only afterwards allowed myself 
dejectedly to measure. The mere sitting at attention for two or three 
hours— such attention as I achieved— was paid for by sorry pain; yet 
it was but later on that I wondered how I could have found what 
I “got” an equivalent for the condition produced. The condition 
was one of many, and the others for the most part declared them- 
selves with much of an equal, though a different, sharpness. It was 
acute, that is, that one was so incommoded, but it had broken upon 
me with force from the first of my taking my seat— which had the 
advantage, I acknowledge, of the rim of the circle, symbolising 
thereby all the detachment I had been foredoomed to— that the 
whole scene was going to be, and again and again, as “American,” 
and above all as suffused with New England colour, however one 
might finally estimate that, as I could possibly have wished. Such was 
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the effect of one’s offering such a plate for impressions to play on at 
their will; as well as of one’s so failing to ask in advance what they 
would matter, so taking for granted that they would all matter some- 
how. It would matter somehow for instance that just a queer dusky 
half smothered light, as from windows placed too low, or too many 
interposing heads, should hang upon our old auditorium— long 
since voided of its then use and, with all its accessory chambers, 
seated elsewhere afresh and in much greater state; which glimpse of 
a scheme of values might well have given the measure of the sort of 
profit I was, or rather wasn’t, to derive. It doubtless quite ought to 
have confounded me that I had come up to faire mon droit by appre- 
ciations predominantly of the local chiaroscuro and other like quan- 
tities; but I remember no alarm— I only remember with what 
complacency my range of perception on those general lines was able 
to spread. 

It mattered, by the same law, no end that Dr. Theophilus Parsons, 
whose rich, if slightly quavering, old accents were the first to faU 
upon my ear from the chair of instruction beneath a huge hot por- 
trait of Daniel Webster should at once approve himself a vivid and 
curiously-composed person, an illustrative figure, as who should say 
—exactly with all the marks one might have wished him, marks of a 
social order, a general air, a whole history of things, or in other 
words of people; since there was nothing one mightn’t, by my senti- 
ment, do with such a subject from the moment it gave out char- 
acter. Character thus was all over the place, as it could scarce fail to 
be when the general subject, the one gone in for, had become iden- 
tical with the persons of all its votaries. Such was the interest of the 
source of edification just named, not one ray of whose merely pro- 
fessed value so much as entered my mind. Governor Washburn was 
of a different, but of a no less complete consistency— queer, ingenu- 
ous, more candidly confiding, especially as to his own pleasant &1- 
libility, than I had ever before known a chaired dispenser of knowl- 
edge, and all after a fashion that endeared him to his young hearers, 
whose resounding relish of the frequent tangle of his apologetic 
returns upon himself, quite, almost always, to inextricability, was 
really affectionate in its freedom. I could understand and admire 
that— it seemed to have for me legendary precedents; whereas of the 
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third of our instructors I mainly recall that he represented dryness 
and hardness, prose unrelieved, at their deadliest— partly perhaps 
because he was most master of his subject. He was none the less 
placeable for these things withal, and what mainly comes back to 
me of him is the full sufficiency with which he made me ask myself 
how I could for a moment have seen myself really browse in any 
field where the marks of the shepherd were such an oblong dome of 
a bare cranium, such a fringe of dropping little ringlets toward its 
base, and a mouth so meanly retentive, so ignorant of style, as I made 
out, above a chin so indifferent to the duty, or at least to the oppor- 
tunity, of chins. If I had put it to myself that there was no excuse 
for the presence of a young person so affected by the idea of how 
people looked on a scene where the issue was altogether what they 
usefully taught, as well as intelligently learned and wanted to learn, 
I feel I should, after my first flush of confusion, have replied assur- 
edly enough that just the beauty of the former of these questions 
was in its being of equal application everywhere; which was far from 
the case with the latter. The question of how people looked, and of 
how their look counted for a thousand relations, had risen before 
me too early and kept me company too long for me not to have made 
a fight over it, from the very shame of appearing at all likely to give 
it up, had some fleeting delusion led me to cast a slur upon it. It 
would do, I was already sure, half the work of carrying me through 
life, and where was better proof of all it would have to give than 
just in the fact of what it was then and there doing? It worked for 
appreciation— not one of the uses of which as an act of intelligence 
had, all round, finer connections; and on the day, in short, when one 
should cease to live in large measure by one’s eyes (with the imagi- 
nation of course all the while waiting on this) one would have taken 
the longest step towards not living at all. My companions— however 
scantly indeed they were to become such— were subject to my so 
practising in a degree which represented well-nigh the whole of my 
relation with them, small reciprocity for them as there may have 
been in it; since vision, and nothing but vision, was from beginning 
to end the fruit of my situation among them. There was not one of 
them as to whom it didn’t matter that he “looked,” by my fancy of 
him, thus on: so; the key to this disposition of the accents being for 
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me to such an extent that, as I have said, I was with all intensity 
taking in New England and that I knew no better immediate way 
than to take it in by my senses. What that name really compre- 
hended had been a mystery, daily growing less, to which everything 
that fell upon those senses referred itself, making the innumerable 
appearances hang together ever so densely. Theophilus Parsons, 
with his tone, his unction, his homage still to some ancient supersti- 
tion, some standard of manners, reached back as to a state of provin- 
cialism rounded and compact, quite self-supporting, which gave it 
serenity and quality, something comparatively rich and urban; the 
good ex-Governor on the other hand, of whom I think with sin- 
gular tenderness, opened through every note of aspect and expres- 
sion straight into those depths of rusticity which more and more 
unmistakably underlay the social order at large and out of which 
one felt it to have emerged in any degree but at scattered points. 
Where it did emerge, I seemed to see, it held itself as high as 
possible, conscious, panting a little, elate with the fact of having 
cleared its skirts, saved its life, consolidated its Boston, yet as with 
wastes unredeemed, roundabout it, propping up and pushing in- 
all so insistently that the light in which one for the most part con- 
sidered the scene was strongly coloured by their action. This was 
one’s clue to the labyrinth, if labyrinth it was to be called— a gen- 
eralisation into which everything fitted, first to surprise and then in- 
dubitably to relief, from the moment one had begun to make it. 
Under its law the Puritan capital, however visibly disposed to 
spread and take on new disguises, affected me as a rural centre even 
to a point at which I had never known anything as rural; there be- 
ing involved with this too much further food for curiosity and 
wonder. Boston was in a manner of its own stoutly and vividly ur- 
ban, not only a town, but a town of history— so that how did it man- 
age to be such different things at the same time? That was doubtless 
its secret— more and more interesting to study in proportion as, on 
closer acquaintance, yet an acquaintance before which the sense of 
one’s preferred view from outside never gave way, one felt the 
equilibrium attained as on the whole an odd fusion and inter- 
mixture, of the chemical sort as it were, and not a matter of ele- 
ments or aspects sharply alternating. There was in the exhibition 
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at its best distinctly a savour— an excellent thing for a community 
to have, and part of the savour was, as who should say, the breath of 
the fields and woods and waters, though at their domesticated and 
familiarised stage, or the echo of a tone which had somehow become 
that of the most educated of our societies without ceasing to be that 
of the village. 

Of so much from the first I felt sure, and this all the more that 
by my recollection of New York, even indeed by my recollection of 
Albany, we had been aware in those places of no such strain. New 
York at least had been whatever disagreeable, not to say whatever 
agreeable, other thing one might have declared it— it might even 
have been vulgar, though that cheap substitute for an account of 
anything didn’t, I think, in the connection, then exist for me; but 
the last reference to its nature likely to crop up in its social soil 
was beyond question the flower of the homely. New England had, 
by one’s impression, cropped up there, but had done so just as New 
England, New England unabsorbed and unreconciled; which was 
exactly a note in the striated, the piebald or, more gracefully, cos- 
mopolite local character. I am not sure that the comparatively— I 
say comparatively— market-town suggestion of the city by the Charles 
came out for me as a positive richness, but it did essentially con- 
tribute to what had become so highly desirable, the reinforcement of 
my vision of American life by the idea of variety. I apparently re- 
quired of anything I should take to my heart that it should be, ap- 
proached at different angles, “like” as many other things as possible 
—in accordance with which it made for a various “America” that 
Boston should seem really strong, really quaint and amusing and 
beguiling or whatever, in not having, for better or worse, the same 
irrepressible likenesses as New York. I invoked, I called down the 
revelation of, new likenesses by the simple act of threading the 
Boston streets, whether by garish day (the afterglow of the great 
snowfalls of winter was to turn in particular to a blinding glare, an 
unequalled hardness of light,) or under that mantle of night which 
draped as with the garb of adventure our long-drawn townward 
little rumbles in the interest of the theatre or of Parker’s— oh the 
sordid, yet never in the least deterrent conditions of transit in that 
age of the unabbreviated, the dividing desert and the primitive 
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horse-carl (The desert is indeed, despite other local developments 
and the general theory of the rate at which civilisation spreads and 
ugliness wanes, still very much what it was in the last mid-century, 
but the act of passage through it has been made to some extent 
easier.) Parker’s played in the intercourse of Cambridge with Boston 
a part of a preponderance that I look back upon, I confess, as the 
very condition of the purest felicity we knew— I knew at any rate 
myself none, whether of a finer or a grosser strain, that competed 
with this precious relation. Competition has thickened since and 
proportions have altered— to no small darkening of the air, but the 
time was surely happier; a single such point de repere not only suf- 
ficed but richly heaped up the measure. Parker’s, on the whole side 
of the joy of life, was Boston— speaking as under the thrill of early oc- 
casions recaptured; Boston could be therefore, in the acutest connec- 
tions, those of young comradeship and young esthetic experience, 
heaven save the mark, fondly prepared or properly crowned, but the 
enjoyed and shared repast, literally the American feast, as I then ap- 
praised such values; a basis of native abundance on which everything 
else rested. The theatre, resorted to whenever possible, rested indeed 
doubtless most, though with its heaviest weight thrown perhaps at 
a somewhat later time; the theatre my uncanny appetite for which 
strikes me as almost abnormal in the light of what I braved to reach 
it from the studious suburb, or more particularly braved to return 
from it. I touch alas no spring that doesn’t make a hum of memories, 
and pick them over as I will three or four of that scenic strain linger 
on my sense. The extraordinary fact about these— which plays into 
my generalisation a little way back— was that, for all the connection 
of such occasions with the great interest of the theatre at large, there 
was scarce an impression of the stage wrung from current opportu- 
nity that didn’t somehow underscore itself with the special Boston 
emphasis; and this in spite of the fact that plays and performers in 
those days were but a shade less raggedly itinerant over the land 
than they are now. The implication of the provincial in the theatric 
air, and of the rustic in the provincial, may have been a matter of 
the “house” itself, with its twenty kinds of redolence of barbarism— 
with the kind determined by the very audience perhaps indeed 
plainest; vivid to me at all events is it how I felt even at the time. 
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in repairing to the Howard Atheneum to admire Miss Maggie 
Mitchell and Miss Kate Bateman, that one would have had only to 
scratch a little below the surface of the affair to come upon the but 
half-buried Puritan curse not so very long before devoted to such 
perversities. Wasn’t the curse still in the air, and could anything 
less than a curse, weighing from far back on the general conscience, 
have accounted for one could scarce say what want of self-respect in 
the total exhibition?— for that intimation more than anything else 
perhaps of the underhand snicker with which one sat so oddly asso- 
ciated. By the blest law of youth and fancy withal one did admire 
the actress— the young need to admire as flatly as one could broke 
through all crowding apprehensions. I like to put it down that noth- 
ing in the world qualified my wonder at the rendering by the first 
of the performers I have named of the figure of “Fanchon the 
Cricket” in a piece so entitled, an artless translation from a German 
original, if I rightly remember, which original had been an arrange- 
ment for the stage of La Petite Fadette, George Sand’s charming 
rustic idyll. I like to put it down that Miss Maggie Mitchell’s having 
for years, as I gathered, twanged that one string and none other, 
every night of her theatric life, over the huge country, before she 
was revealed to us— just as Mr. Joe Jefferson, with no word of 
audible reprehension ever once addressed to him, was to have 
twanged his— did nothing to bedim the brightness of our vision or 
the apparent freshness of her art, and that above all it seemed a 
privilege critically to disengage the delicacy of this art and the rare 
effect of the natural in it from the baseness in which it was framed: 
so golden a glimmer is shed, as one looks back, from any shaky little 
torch lighted, by whatever fond stretch, at the high esthetic flame. 
Upon these faint sparks in the night of time would I gently breathe, 
just to see them again distinguishably glow, rather than leave their 
momentary function uncommemorated. Strange doubtless were 
some of the things that represented these momentary functions— 
strange I mean in proportion to the fires they lighted. The small 
bower of the muse in Winthrop Square was first to know the flut- 
tered descent of the goddess to my appeal for her aid in the com- 
position of a letter from which the admired Miss Maggie should 
gather the full force of my impression. Particularly do I incline even 
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now to mention that she testified to her having gratefully gathered 
it by the despatch to me in return of a little printed copy of the 
play, a scant pamphlet of “acting edition” humility, addressed in a 
hand which assumed a romantic cast as soon as I had bethought my- 
self of finding for it a happy precedent in that of Pendennis’s Miss 
Fotheringay. 

It had been perhaps to the person of this heroine that Pendennis 
especially rendered homage, while I, without illusions, or at least 
without confusions, was fain to discriminate in favour of the magic 
of method, that is of genius, itself; which exactly, more than any- 
thing else could have done (success, as I considered, crowning my 
demonstration,) contributed to consecrate to an exquisite use, the 
exquisite, my auspicious r^duit aforesaid. For an esthetic vibration 
to whatever touch had but to be intense enough to tremble on into 
other reactions under other blest contacts and commotions. It was by 
the operation again of the impulse shaking me up to an expression 
of what the elder star of the Howard Atheneum had artistically 
“meant” to me that I first sat down beside my view of the Brighton 
hills to enrol myself in the bright band of the fondly hoping and 
fearfully doubting who count the days after the despatch of manu- 
scripts. I formally addressed myself under the protection, not to say 
the inspiration, of Winthrop Square to the profession of literature, 
though nothing would induce me now to name the periodical on 
whose protracted silence I had thus begun to hang with my own 
treasures of reserve to match it. The bearing of which shy ecstasies— 
shy of exhibition then, that is, save as achievements recognised— is 
on their having thus begun, at any rate, to supply all the undertone 
one needed to whatever positive perfunctory show; the show pro- 
ceeding as it could, all the while, thanks to much help from the 
undertone, which felt called upon at times to be copious. It is not, 
I allow, that memory may pretend for me to keep the two elements 
of the under and the over always quite distinct— it would have been 
a pity all round, in truth, should they have altogether escaped mix- 
ing and fraternising. The positive perfunctory show, at all events, 
to repeat my term, hitched itself along from point to point, and 
could have no lack of outside support to complain of, I reflect, from 
the moment I could make my own every image and incitement— 
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those, as I have noted, of the supply breaking upon me with my first 
glimpse of the Cambridge scene. If I seem to make too much of these 
it is because I at the time made still more, more even than my pious 
record has presumed to set down. The air of truth doubtless hangs 
uneasy, as the matter stands, over so queer a case as my having, by 
my intimation above, found appreciability in life at the Law School 
even under the failure for me of everything generally drawn upon 
for it, whether the glee of study, the ardour of battle or the joy of 
associated adventure. Not to have felt earlier sated with the mere 
mechanic amusement or vain form of regularity at lectures would 
strike me to-day as a fact too “rum” for belief if certain gathered 
flowers by the way, flowers of perverse appreciation though they 
might but be, didn’t give out again as I turn them over their un- 
speakable freshness. They were perforce gathered (what makes it 
still more wondrous) all too languidly;' yet they massed themselves 
for my sense, through the lapsing months, to the final semblance of 
an intimate secret garden. Such was the odd, the almost overwhelm- 
ing consequence— or one of these, for they are many— of an imagi- 
nation to which literally everything obligingly signified. One of the 
actual penalties of this is that so few of such ancient importances 
remain definable or presentable. It may in the fulness of time simply 
sound bite that, with the crash of greater questions about one, I 
should have been positively occupied with such an affair as the 
degree and the exact shade to which the blest figures in the School 
array, each quite for himself, might settle and fix the weight, the 
interest, the function, as it were, of his Americanism. I could scarce 
have cleared up even for myself, I dare say, the profit, or more per- 
tinently the charm, of that extravagance— and the fact was of course 
that I didn’t feel it as extravagance, but quite as homely thrift, 
moral, social, esthetic, or indeed, as I might have been quite ready to 
say, practical and professional. It was practical at least in the sense 
that it probably more helped to pass the time than all other pursuits 
together. The real proof of which would be of course my being able 
now to string together for exhibition some of these pearls of differ- 
entiation— since it was to differentiation exactly that I was then, in 
my innocence, most prompted; not dreaming of the stiff law by 
which, on the whole American ground, division of type, in the light 
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of opposition and contrast, was more and more to break down for 
me and fail: so that verily the recital of my mere concomitant efforts 
to pick it up again and piece its parts together and make them some- 
how show and serve would be a record of clinging courage. I may 
note at once, however, as a light on the anomaly, that there hung 
about all young appearances at that period something ever so finely 
derivative and which at this day rather defies re-expression— the 
common character or shared function of the precious clay so largely 
making up the holocausts of battle; an advantage working for them 
circuitously or perhaps ambiguously enough, I grant, but still plac- 
ing them more or less under the play of its wing even when the 
arts of peace happened for the hour to engage them. They poten- 
tially, they conceivably, they indirectly paid, and nothing was for 
the most part more ascertainable of them individually than that, 
with brothers or other near relatives in the ranks or in commands, 
they came, to their credit, of paying families. All of which again 
may represent the high pitch of one’s associated sensibility— there 
having been occasions of crisis, were they worth recovering, when 
under its action places, persons, objects animate or not, glimmered 
alike but through the grand idealising, the generalising, blur. At 
moments of less fine a strain, it may be added, the sources of interest 
presented themselves in looser formation. The young appearances, 
as I like to continue to call them, could he pleasingly, or at least 
robustly homogeneous, and yet, for livelier appeal to fancy, flower 
here and there into special cases of elegant deviation— “sports,” of 
exotic complexion, one enjoyed denominating these (or would have 
enjoyed had the happy figure then flourished) thrown off from the 
thick stem that was rooted under our feet. Even these rare excep- 
tions, the few apparitions referring themselves to other producing 
conditions than the New England, wrought by contrast no havoc 
in the various quantities for which that section was responsible; it 
was cerwinly refreshing-always to the fond imagination-that there 
were, for a change, imprints in the stuff of youth that didn’t square 
with the imprint, virtually one throughout, imposed by Springfield 
or Worcester, by Providence or Portland, or whatever rural wastes 
might lie between; yet the variations, I none the less gather as I 
strive to recall them, beguiled the spirit (talking always of my own) 
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rather than coerced it, and this even though fitting into life as one 
had already more or less known it, fitting in, that is, with more 
points of contact and more reciprocation of understanding than the 
New England relation seemed able to produce. It could in fact 
fairly blind me to the implication of an inferior immediate portae 
that such and such a shape of the New York heterogeneity, however 
simplified by silliness, or at least by special stupidity (though who 
was I to note that}) pressed a certain spring of association, waiting 
as I always was for such echoes, rather than left it either just sound- 
less or bunglingly touched. 

It was for example a link with the larger life, as I am afraid I 
must have privately called it, that a certain young New Yorker, an 
outsider of still more unmistakable hue than I could suppose even 
myself, came and went before us with an effect of cultivated detach- 
ment that I admired at the time for its perfect consistency, and that 
caused him, it was positively thrilling to note, not in the least to 
forfeit sympathy, but to shine in the high light of public favour. 
The richest reflections sprang for me from this, some of them inspir- 
ing even beyond the promptly grasped truth, a comparative com- 
monplace, that the variation or opposition sufficiently embodied, 
the line of divergence sharply enough drawn, always achieves some 
triumph by the fact of its emphasis, by its putting itself through 
at any cost, any cost in particular of ridicule. So much one had often 
observed; but what really enriched the dear induction and made our 
friend’s instance thus remain with me was the part played by the 
utter blandness itself of his protest, such an exhibition of the sweet 
in the imperturbable. This it was that enshrined him, by my vision, 
in a popularity than which nothing could have seemed in advance 
less indicated, and that makes me wonder to-day whether he was 
simply the luckiest of gamblers or just a conscious and consummate 
artist. He reappears to me as a finished fop, finished to possibilities 
we hadn’t then dreamt of, and as taking his stand, or rather taking 
all his walks, on that, the magician’s wand of his ideally tight um- 
brella under his arm and the magician’s familiar of his bristling toy- 
terrier at his heels. He became thus an apparition entrancing to the 
mind. His clothes were of a perfection never known nor divined in 
that sphere, a revelation, straight and blindingly authentic, of 
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Savile Row in its prime; his single eyeglass alone, and his inspired, 
his infinite use of it as at once a defensive crystal wall and a lucid 
window of hospitality, one couldn’t say most which, might well have 
foredoomed him, by all likelihood, to execration and destruction. He 
became none the less, as I recover him, our general pride and joy; 
his entrances and exits were acclaimed beyond all others, and it was 
his rare privilege to cause the note of derision and the note of 
affection to melt together, beyond separation, in vague but virtual 
homage to the refreshment of felt type. To see it dawn upon rude 
breasts (for rude, comparatively, were the breasts of the typeless, or 
at the best of the typed but in one character, throughout the same,) 
that defiant and confident difference carried far enough might avert 
the impulse to slay, was to muse ever so agreeably on the queer 
means by which great morals, picking up a life as they may, can still 
get themselves pointed. The "connotation” of the trivial, it was thus 
attaching to remark, could perfectly serve when that of the impor- 
tant, roughly speaking, failed for a grateful connection— from the 
moment some such was massed invitingly in view. The difficulty 
with the type about me was that, in its monotony, beginning and 
ending with itself, it had no connections and suggested none; 
whereas the grace of the salient apparition I have perhaps too ear- 
nestly presented lay in its bridging over our separation from worlds, 
from great far-off reservoirs, of a different mixture altogether, an- 
other civility and complexity. Young as I was, I myself clearly recog- 
nised that ground of reference, saw it even to some extent in the 
light of experience— so could I stretch any scrap of contact; kept 
hold of it by fifty clues, recalls and reminders that dangled for me 
mainly out of books and magazines and heard talk, things of picture 
and story, things of prose and verse and anecdotal vividness in fine, 
and, as I have elsewhere allowed, for the most part hoardedly Eng- 
lish and French. Our “character man” of the priceless monocle and 
the trotting terrier was "like” some type in a collection of types— 
that was the word for it; and, there being no collection, nor the 
ghost of one, roundabout us, was a lone courageous creature in the 
desert of our bald reiterations. The charm of which conclusion was 
exactly, as I have said, that the common voice did, by every show, 
bless him for rendered service, his dropped hint of an ideal contain- 
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ing the germ of other ideals— and confessed by that fact to more 
appetites and inward yearnings than it the least bit consciously 
counted up. 

Not quite the same service was rendered by G. A. J., who had no 
ridicule to brave, and I can speak with confidence but of the con- 
nections, rather confused if they were, opened up to me by his 
splendid aspect and which had absolutely nothing in common with 
the others that hung near. It was brilliant to a degree that none 
other had by so much as a single shade the secret of, and it carried 
the mooning fancy to a further reach even, on the whole, than the 
figure of surprise I have just commemorated; this last comparatively 
scant in itself and rich only by what it made us read into it, and 
G. A. J. on the other hand intrinsically and actively ample and 
making us read wonders, as it were, into whatever it might be that 
was, as we used to say, “back of” him. He had such a flush of life 
and presence as to make that reference mysteriously and inscrutably 
loom— and the fascinating thing about this, as we again would have 
said, was that it could strike me as so beguilingly American. That too 
was part of the glamour, that its being so could kick up a mystery 
which one might have pushed on to explore, whereas our New York 
friend only kicked up a certainty (for those properly prepared) and 
left not exploration, but mere assured satisfaction, the mark of the 
case. G. A. J. reached westward, westward even of New York, and 
southward at least as far as Virginia; teeming facts that I discovered, 
so to speak, by my own unaided intelligence— so little were they 
responsibly communicated. Little was communicated that I recover 
—it would have had to drop from too great a personal height; so 
that the fun, as I may call it, was the greater for my opening all by 
myself to perceptions. I was getting furiously American, in the big 
sense I invoked, through this felt growth of an ability to reach out 
westward, southward, anywhere, everywhere, on that apprehension 
of finding myself but patriotically charmed. Thus there dawned 
upon me the grand possibility that, charm for charm, the American, 
the assumed, the postulated, would, in the particular case of its 
really acting, count double; whereas the European paid for being 
less precarious by being also less miraculous. It counted single, as 
one might say, aird only made up for that by counting almost always. 
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It mightn’t be anything like almost always, even at the best, no 
doubt, that an American-grown value of aspect would so entirely 
emerge as G. A. J.’s seemed to do; but what did this exactly point to 
unless that the rarity so implied would be in the nature of the splen- 
did? That at least was the way the cultivation of patriotism as a 
resource was the cultivation of workable aids to the same, however 
ingenious these. (Just to glow belligerently with one’s country was 
no resource, but a primitive instinct breaking through; and besides 
this resources were cooling, not heating.) It might have seemed that 
I might after all perfectly dispense with friends when simple ac- 
quaintances, and rather feared ones at that, though feared but for 
excess of lustre, could kindle in the mind such bonfires of thought, 
feeding the flame with gestures and sounds and light accidents of 
passage so beyond their own supposing. In spite of all which, how- 
ever, G. A. J. was marked for a friend and taken for a kinsman from 
the day when his blaze of colour should have sufficiently cleared 
itself up for me to distinguish the component shades. 


XI 

I am fully aware while I go, I should mention, of all that flows from 
the principle governing, by my measure, these recoveries and reflec- 
tions— even to the effect, hoped for at least, of stringing their appar- 
ently dispersed and disordered parts upon a fine silver thread; none 
other than the principle of response to a long-sought occasion, now 
gratefully recognised, for making trial of the recording and figuring 
act on behalf of some case of the imaginative faculty under cultiva- 
tion. The personal history, as it were, of an imagination, a lively one 
of course, in a given and favourable case, had always struck me as a 
task that a teller of tales might rejoice in, his advance through it 
conceivably causing at every step some rich precipitation— unless it 
be rather that the play of strong imaginative passion, passion strong 
enough to be, for its subject or victim, the very interest of life, con- 
stitutes in itself an endless crisis. Fed by every contact and every 
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apprehension, and feeding in turn every motion and every act, 
wouldn’t the light in which it might so cause the whole scene of 
life to unroll inevitably become as fine a thing as possible to repre- 
sent? The idea of some pretext for such an attempt had again and 
again, naturally, haunted me; the man of imagination, and of an 
“awfully good” one, showed, as the creature of that force or the 
sport of that fate or the wielder of that arm, for the hero of a hun- 
dred possible fields— if one could but first “catch” him, after the 
fashion of the hare in the famous receipt. Who and what might he 
prove, when caught, in respect to other signs and conditions? He 
might take, it would seem, some finding and launching, let alone 
much handling— which itself, however, would be exactly part of the 
pleasure. Meanwhile, it no less appeared, there were other subjects 
to go on with, and even if one had to wait for him he would still 
perhaps come. It happened for me that he was belatedly to come, 
but that he was to turn up then in a shape almost too familiar at 
first for recognition, the shape of one of those residual substitutes 
that engage doubting eyes the day after the fair. He had been with 
me all the while, and only too obscurely and intimately— I had not 
found him in the market as an exhibited or offered value. I had in 
a word to draw him forth from within rather than meet him in the 
world before me, the more convenient sphere of the objective, and 
to make him objective, in short, had to turn nothing less than myself 
inside out. What was I thus, within and essentially, what had I ever 
been and could I ever be but a man of imagination at the active 
pitch?— so that if it was a question of treating some happy case, any 
that would give me what, artistically speaking, I wanted, here on 
the very spot was one at hand in default of a better. It wasn’t what 
I should have preferred, yet it was after all the example I knew best 
and should feel most at home with— granting always that objectivity, 
the prize to be won, shouldn’t just be frightened away by the odd 
terms of the affair. It is of course for my reader to say whether or no 
what I have done has meant defeat; yet even if this should be his 
judgment I fall back on the interest, at the worst, of certain sorts of 
failure. I shall have brought up from the deep many things probably 
not to have been arrived at for the benefit of these pages without 
my particular attempt. Sundry of such I seem still to recognise, and 



456 HENRY JAMES; AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

not least just now those involved in that visionary “assistance” at 
the drama of the War, from however far off, which had become a 
habit for us without ceasing to be a strain. I am sure I thought more 
things under that head, with the fine visionary ache, than 1 thought 
in all other connections together; for the simple reason that one had 
to ask leave— of one’s own spirit— for these last intermissions, whereas 
one but took it, with both hands free, for one’s sense of the bigger 
cause. There was not in that the least complication of consciousness. 
I have sufficiently noted how my apprehension of the bigger cause 
was at the same time, and this all through, at once quickened and 
kept low; to the point that positively my whole acquaintance of the 
personal sort even with such a matter as my brother Wilky’s enrol- 
ment in the 44th Massachusetts was to reduce itself to but a single 
visit to him in camp. 

I recall an afternoon at Readville, near Boston, and the fashion in 
which his state of juniority gave way, for me, on the spot, to immen- 
sities of superior difference, immensities that were at the same time 
intensities, varieties, supremacies, of the enviable in the all-difficult 
and the delightful in the impossible: such a fairy-tale seemed it, 
and withal such a flat revolution, that this soft companion of my 
childhood should have such romantic chances and should have 
mastered, by the mere aid of his native gaiety and sociability, such 
mysteries, such engines, such arts. To become first a happy soldier 
and then an easy officer was in particular for G. W. J. an exercise 
of sociability— and that above all was my extract of the Readville 
scene, which most came home to me as a picture, an interplay of 
bright breezy air and high shanty-covered levels with blue horizons, 
and laughing, welcoming, sunburnt young men, who seemed mainly 
to bristle, through their welcome, with Boston genealogies, and who 
had all alike turned handsome, only less handsome than their tawny- 
bearded Colonel, under I couldn’t have said what common grace 
of clear blue toggery imperfectly and hitchingly donned in the midst 
of the camp labours that I gaped at (by the blessing of heaven I 
could in default of other adventures still gape) as at shining revels. 
I couldn’t “do things,” I couldn’t indefinitely hang about, though 
on occasion I did so, as it com^ back to me, verily to desperation; 
which had to be my dim explanation— dim as to my ever insisting 
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on it— of so rare a snatch at opportunity for gapings the liveliest, or 
in better terms admirations the crudest, that I could have presumed 
to encumber the scene with. Scarce credible to me now, even under 
recall of my frustrations, that I was able in all this stretch of time 
to respond but to a single other summons to admire at any cost, 
which I think must have come again from Readville, and the occa- 
sion of which, that of my brother’s assumed adjutancy of the so 
dramatically, so much more radically recruited 54th involved a 
view superficially less harmonious. The whole situation was more 
wound up and girded then, the formation of negro regiments af- 
fected us as a tremendous War measure, and I have glanced in 
another place at the consequence of it that was at the end of a 
few months most pointedly to touch ourselves. That second aspect 
of the weeks of preparation before the departure of the regiment can 
not at all have suggested a frolic, though at the time I don’t remem- 
ber it as grim, and can only gather that, as the other impression had 
been of something quite luminous and beautiful, so this was vaguely 
sinister and sad— perhaps simply through the fact that, though our 
sympathies, our own as a family’s, were, in the current phrase, all 
enlisted on behalf of the race that had sat in bondage, it was im- 
possible for the mustered presence of more specimens of it, and of 
stranger, than I had ever seen together, not to make the young men 
who were about to lead them appear sacrificed to the general tragic 
need in a degree beyond that of their more orthodox appearances. 
The air of sacrifice was, however, so to brighten as to confound itself 
with that of splendid privilege on the day (May 28th, ’63) of the 
march of the 54th out of Boston, its fairest of young commanders 
at its head, to great reverberations of music, of fluttering banners, 
launched benedictions and every public sound; only from that scene, 
when it took place, I had to be helplessly absent— just as I see my- 
self in a like dismal manner deprived of any nearness of view of my 
still younger brother’s military metamorphosis and contemporary 
initiation. I vainly question memory for some such picture of him, 
at this stage of his adventure, as would have been certain to hang 
itself, for reasons of wonder and envy again, in my innermost 
cabinet. Our differently compacted and more variously endowed 
Bob. who had strained much at every tether, was so eager and ardent 
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that it made for him a positive authority; but what most recurs to 
me of his start in the 45th, or of my baffled vision of it, is the marvel 
of our not having all just wept, more than anything else, either for 
his being so absurdly young or his being so absurdly strenuous— we 
might have had our choice of pretexts and protests. It seemed so 
short a time since he had been I’ing^nieux petit Robertson of the 
domestic schoolroom, pairing with our small sister as I paired with 
Wilky. We didn’t in the least weep, however— we smiled as over 
the interest of childhood at its highest bloom, and that my parents, 
with their consistent tenderness, should have found their surrender 
of their latest born so workable is doubtless a proof that we were all 
lifted together as on a wave that might bear us where it would. Our 
ingenious Robertson was but seventeen years old, but I suspect his 
ingenuity of having, in so good a cause, anticipated his next birthday 
by a few months. The 45th was a nine-months regiment, but he got 
himself passed out of it, in advance of its discharge, to a lieutenancy 
in the 55th U.S.C.T., Colonel A. P. Hallowell (transferred from 
lieutenant-colonelcy of the 54th) commanding; though not before 
he had been involved in the siege of Charleston, whence the vision- 
ary, the quite Edgar Poeish look, for my entertainment, of the camp- 
covered “Folly Island” of his letters. While his regiment was en- 
gaged in Seymour’s raid on Florida he suffered a serious sunstroke, 
with such consequences that he was recommended for discharge; of 
which he declined to avail himself, obtaining instead a position on 
General Ames’s staff and enjoying thus for six months the relief of 
being mounted. But he returned to his regiment in front of Charles- 
ton (after service with the Tenth Army Corps, part of the Army of 
the James, before Petersburg and Richmond); and though I have 
too scant an echo of his letters from that scene one of the passages 
that I do recover is of the happiest. “It was when the line wavered 
and I saw Gen’l Hartwell’s horse on my right rear up with a shell 
exploding under him that I rammed my spurs into my own beast, 
who, maddened with pain, carried me on through the line, throw- 
ing men down, and over the Rebel works some distance ahead of 
our troops.” For this action he was breveted captain; and the 55th, 
later on, was the first body of troops to enter Charleston and march 
through its streets— which term of his experience, as it unfolded, pre- 
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sents him to my memory as again on staff duty; with Brigadier- 
Generals Potter, Rufus Hatch and his old superior and, at my pres- 
ent writing, gallant and vivid survivor, Alfred Hartwell, who had 
been his captain and his lieut.-colonel in the 45th and the 55th 
respectively.^ 

1 My youngest brother’s ingenuity was to know as little rest during much of his life 
as his strong faculty of agitation— to the employment of which it was indeed not least 
remarkably applied. Many illustrations of it would be to give, had I more margin; 
and not one of them anything less than striking, thanks to the vivacity of his intel- 
ligence, the variety of his gifts and the native ability in which he was himself so much 
less interested than was the case with everyone he met, however casually, that he be- 
came, many years before his death in 1910, our one gentleman of leisure: so far as this 
condition might consort with the easiest aptitude for admirable talk, charged with 
natural life, perception, humour and colour, that I have perhaps ever known. There 
were times when Bob's spoken overflow struck me as the equivalent, for fine anima- 
tion, of William’s epistolary. The note of the ingenious in him spent itself as he went, 
but I find an echo of one of its many incidents in the passage of verse that I am here 
moved to rescue from undue obscurity. It is too "amateurish” and has too many ir- 
regular lines, but images admirably the play of spirit in him which after ranging 
through much misadventure could at last drop to an almost effective grasp of the 
happiest relation. 

Although I lie so low and still 
Here came I by the Master’s will; 

He smote at last to make me free. 

As He was smitten on the tree 
And nailed there. He knew of old 
The human heart, and mine is cold; 

And I know now that all we gain 
Until we come to Him is vain. 

Thy hands have never wrought a deed. 

Thy heart has never known a need. 

That went astray in His great plan 
Since far-off days when youth began. 

For in that vast and perfect plan 
Where time is but an empty span 
Our Master waits. He knows our want, 

We know not his— till pale and gaunt 
With weariness of life we come 
And say to Him, What shall I be? 

Oh Master, smite, but make me free 
Perchance in these far worlds to know 
The better thing we sought to be. 

And then upon thy couch lie down 
And fold the hands which have not sown; 

And as thou liest there alone 
Perhaps some breath from seraph blown 
As soft as dew upon the rose 
Will fall upon thee at life’s close. 

So thou wilt say, At last, at last! 

All pain is love when pain is past! 
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I can at all events speak perfectly of my own sense of the uplifting 
wave just alluded to during the couple of years that the ‘'boys’ ” 
letters from the field came in to us— with the one abatement of 
glamour for them the fact that so much of their substance was in the 
whole air of life and their young reports of sharp experience but a 
minor pipe in the huge mixed concert always in our ears. Faded and 
touching pages, these letters are in some abundance before me now, 
breathing confidence and extraordinary cheer—though surviving 
principally but in Wilky’s admirable hand, of all those I knew at 
that time the most humiliating to a feebler yet elder fist; and with 
their liveliest present action to recompose for me not by any means 
so much the scenes and circumstances, the passages of history con- 
cerned, as to make me know again and reinhabit the places, the 
hours, the stilled or stirred conditions through which I took them 
in. These conditions seem indeed mostly to have settled for me into 
the single sense of what I missed, compared to what the authors 
of our bulletins gained, in wondrous opportunity of vision, that is 
appreciation of the thing seen— there being clearly such a lot of 
this, and all of it, by my conviction, portentous and prodigious. The 
key to which assurance was that I longed to live by my eyes, in the 
midst of such far-spreading chances, in greater measure than I then 
had help to, and that the measure in which they had it gloriously 
overflowed. This capacity in them to deal with such an affluence of 
life stood out from every line, and images sprung up about them at 
every turn of the story. The story, the general one, of the great surge 
of action on which they were so early carried, was to take still other 
turns during the years I now speak of, some of these not of the 
happiest; but with the same relation to it on my own part too de- 


And to the Master once again: 

Oh keep my heart too weak to pray; 

I ask no longer questions vain 
Of life and love, of loss and gain— 

These for the living are and strong; 

I go to Thee, to Thee belong. 

Once was I wakened by Thy light. 

But years have passed, and now the night 
Takes me to Thee. I am content; 

So be it in Thy perfect plan 
A mansion is where I am sent 
To dwell among the innocent. 
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pressingly prolonged— that of seeing, sharing, envying, applauding, 
pitying, all from too far-off, and with the queer sense that, whether 
or no they would prove to have had the time of their lives, it seemed 
that the only time I should have had would stand or fall by theirs. 
This was to be yet more deplorably the case later on— I like to give 
a twitch to the curtain of a future reduced to the humility of a past: 
when, the War being over and we confronted with all the personal 
questions it had showily muffled up only to make them step forth 
with their sharper angles well upon us, our father, easily beguiled, 
acquired by purchase and for the benefit of his younger sons divers 
cottonlands in Florida; which scene of blighted hopes it perhaps 
was that cast upon me, at its defiant distance, the most provoking 
spell. There was provocation, at those subsequent seasons, in the 
very place-name of Serenola, beautiful to ear and eye; unforgettable 
were to remain the times, while the vain experiment dragged on for 
our anxiety and curiosity, and finally to our great discomfiture, when 
my still ingenuous young brothers, occupied in raising and selling 
crops that refused alike, it seemed, to come and to go, wafted north- 
ward their fluctuating faith, their constant hospitality and above all, 
for one of the number at home, their large unconscious evocations. 
The mere borrowed, and so brokenly borrowed, impression of south- 
ern fields basking in a light we didn’t know, of scented sub-tropic 
nights, of a situation suffused with economic and social drama of the 
strangest and sharpest, worked in me, I dare say most deceptively, as 
a sign of material wasted, my material not being in the least the 
crops unproduced or unsold, but the precious store of images un- 
gathered. However, the vicarious sensation had, as I say, been intense 
enough, from point to point, before that; a series of Wilky’s letters 
of the autumn of ’62 and the following winter during operations in 
North Carolina intended apparently to clear an approach to 
Charleston overflow with the vivacity of his interest in whatever be- 
fell, and still more in whatever promised, and reflect, in this fresh- 
ness of young assurances and young delusions, the general public 
fatuity. The thread of interest for me here would certainly be much 
more in an exhibition of some such artless notes of the period, with 
their faded marks upon them, than in that of the spirit of my own 
poor perusal of them— were it not that those things shrink after 
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years to the common measure when not testifying to some rarity of 
experience and expression. All experience in the field struck me in- 
deed as then rare, and I wondered at both my brothers’ military 
mastery of statement, through which played, on the part of the elder, 
a whimsicality of “turn,” an oddity of verbal collocation, that we 
had ever cherished, in the family circle, as the sign of his address. 
"The next fight we have, I expect,” he writes from Newberne, N. C., 
on New Year’s Day ’63, “will be a pretty big one, but I am confident 
that under Foster and our gunboats we will rid the State of these 
miserable wretches whom the Divine Providence has created in its 
wisdom to make men wish — I Send on then, open yourselves a 
recruiting establishment if necessary— all we want is numbers! They 
are the greatest help to the individual soldier on the battle-field. 
If he feels he has 30,000 men behind him pushing on steadily to 
back him he is in much more fighting trim than when away in the 
rear with 10,000 ahead of him fighting like madmen. It seems that 
Halleck told Foster when F. was in Washington that he scarcely 
slept for a week after learning that we were near Goldsboro’, having 
heard previously that a reinforcement of 40,000 Rebels were com- 
ing down there to whip us. Long live Foster!” 

“It was so cold this morning,” he writes at another and earlier 
date, “that Divine service was held in our barracks instead of out- 
of-doors, as it generally is, and it was the most impressive that I 
have ever heard. The sermon was on profanity, and the chaplain, 
after making all the observations and doing by mouth and action 
as much as he could to rid the regiment of the curse, sat down, credu- 
lous being, thinking he had settled the question for ever. Colonel 
Lee then rose and said that the chaplain the other day accused him 
—most properly— of profanity and of its setting a very bad example 
to the regiment; also that when he took the command he had felt 
how very bad the thing would be in its influence on all around him. 
He felt that it would be the great conflict of his life. At this point 
his head drooped and he lifted his handkerchief to his face; but he 
went on in conclusion: ‘Now boys, let us try one and all to vindi- 
cate the sublime principles our chaplain has just so eloquently 
expressed, and I will do my best. I hope to God I have wounded no 
man’s feelings by an oath; if I have I humbly beg his pardon.’ Here 
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he finished.*' How this passage impressed me at the time signifies 
little; but I find myself now feel in its illustration of what could 
then happen among soldiers of the old Puritan Commonweath a 
rich recall of some story from Cromwellian ranks. Striking the con- 
tinuity, and not unworthy of it my brother’s further comment, “I 
leave you to imagine which of these appeals did most good, the con- 
ventional address of the pastor or the honest manly heart-touching 
acknowledgment of our Colonel. That is the man through and 
through, and I heard myself say afterwards: 'Let him swear to all 
eternity if he is that sort of man, and if profanity makes such, for 
goodness* sake let us all swear.* This may be a bad doctrine, but is 
one that might after all undergo discussion.” From which letter I 
cull further: ”1 really begin to think you’ve been hard in your judg- 
ments of McClellan. You don’t know what an enemy we have to con- 
quer. Every secesh I’ve seen, and all the rebel prisoners here, talk 
of the War with such callous earnestness.” A letter from Newberne 
of December 2nd contains a “pathetic” record of momentary faith, 
the sort so abundant at the time in what was not at all to be able to 
happen. Moreover a name rings out of it which it is a kind of priv- 
ilege to give again to the air— when one can do so with some approach 
to an association signified; so much did Charles Lowell’s virtue and 
value and death represent at the season soon to come for those who 
stood within sight of them, and with such still unextinct emotion 
may the few of these who now survive turn to his admirably in- 
spired kinsman’s Harvard Commemoration Ode and find it infinitely 
and tenderly suflEused with pride. Two gallantest nephews, particu- 
larly radiant to memory, had James Russell Lowell to commemorate. 

I sweep for them a paean, but they wane 
Again and yet again 
Into a dirge and die away in pain. 

In these brave ranks I only see the gaps. 

Thinking of dear ones whom the dumb turf wraps. 

Dark to the triumph which they died to gain. 

Cabot has had news that Mr. Amos Lawrence of Boston is 
getting up a cavalry regiment (Wilky writes), and he has sent 
home to try for a commission as 2nd lieutenant. Now if we 
could only both get such a commission in that regiment you 
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can judge yourself how desirable it would be. Perkins will 
probably have one in the Massachusetts 2nd and our orderly 
stands a pretty good chance of one in the 44th. This cavalry 
colonelcy will probably be for Cabot’s cousin, Charles Lowell. 

There is a report that we start this week for Kinston, and if 
so we shall doubtless have a good little fight. We have just re- 
ceived 2 new Mass. Regiments, the 8th and the 51st. We have 
absolutely no time to ourselves; and what time we do have we 
want much more to give to lying down than to anything else. 

But try your best for me now, and I promise you to do my 
best wherever I am. 

A homelier truth is in a few lines three weeks later. 

The men as a general thing think war a mean piece of busi- 
ness as it’s carried on in this State; we march 20 or 30 miles 
and find the enemy entrenched in riflepits or hidden away in 
some out-of-the-way place; we send our artillery forward, and 
after a brisk skirmish ahead the foe is driven back into the 
woods, and we march on for 20 miles more to find the same 
luck. We were all on the last march praying for a fight, so 
that we might halt and throw off our knapsacks. I don’t pre- 
tend I am eager to make friends with bullets, but at White- 
hall, after marching some 20 miles, I was on this account really 
glad when I heard cannonading ahead and the column was 
halted and the fight began. 

The details of this engagement are missing from the letter, but we 
found matter of interest in two or three other passages— one in par- 
ticular recording a December day’s march with 15,000 men, “not in- 
cluding artillerymen,” 70 pieces of artillery and 1100 cavalry; which, 
“on account of obstructions on the roads,” had achieved by night 
but seventeen miles and resulted in a bivouac “in 3 immense cotton- 
fields, one about as large as Easton’s Pond at Newport.** 

We began to see the camp fires of the advance brigade about 
4 miles ahead of us, and 1 assure you those miles were soon got 
over. I think Willy’s artistic eye would have enjoyed the sight 
—it seemed so as if the world were on fire. When we arrived 
on the field the stacks were made, the ranks broken and the 
men sent after rail fences, which fortunately abound in this 
region and are the only comfort we have at night. A long fire 
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is made, the length of the stacks, and one rank is placed on 
one side of it and the other opposite. I try to make a picture 
you see, but scratch it out in despair. The fires made, we sit 
down and make our coffee in our tin dippers, and often is one 
of these pushed over by some careless wretch who hasn’t no- 
ticed it on the coals or has been too tired to look. The coffee 
and the hard tack consumed we spread our rubber blankets 
and sleep as sound as any house in Christendom. At about 5 
the fearful rev^ill^ calls us to our feet, we make more coffee, 
drink it in a hurry, sling our knapsacks and spank down the 
road in one of Foster’s regular old quicksteps. 

Thrilling at our fireside of course were the particulars of the 
Kinston engagement, and still more, doubtless, the happy freshness 
of the writer. 

At 8 A.M. we were on the road, and had hardly marched 
3 miles when we knew by sounds ahead that the ball had 
opened. We were ordered up and deployed in an open field 
on the right of the road, where we remained some half an hour. 

Then we were moved some hundred yards further, but re- 
sumed our former position in another field. Here Foster came 
up to the Major, who was directly in the rear of our company 
and told him to advance our left wing to support Morrison’s 
battery, which was about half a mile ahead. He also said he 
was pressing the Rebs hard and that they were retiring at 
every shell from our side. On we went, the left flank company 
taking the lead, and many a bullet and shell whizzed over our 
heads in that longest half-mile of my life. We seemed to be 
nearing the fun, for wounded men were being carried to the 
rear and dead ones lay on each side of us in the woods. We 
were taken into another field on the left of the road, and be- 
fore us were deployed the 23rd Mass., who were firing in great 
style. First we were ordered to lie down, and then in 5 or 10 
minutes ordered up again, when we charged down that field 
in a manner creditable to any Waterloo legion. I felt as if this 
moment was the greatest of my life and as if all the devils of 
the Inferno were my benighted system. We halted after hav- 
ing charged some 60 yards, when what should we see on our 
left, just out of the woods and stuck up on a rail, but a flag of 
truce, placing under its protecting wing some 50 or 60 poor 
cowering wretches who, in their zeal for recognition, not only 
pulled out all their pocket handkerchiefs, but in the case of 
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one man spread out his white shirt-flaps and offered them 
pacifically to the winds. The most demonic shouts and yells 
were raised by the 23rd ahead of us at this sight, in which the 
44th joined; while the regiments on our right, and that of the 
road, greeted in the same frightful manner 200 prisoners they 
had cut off from retreat by the bridge. So far I was alive and 
the thing had lasted perhaps 3 hours; all the enemy but the 
200 just named had got away over the bridge to Kinston and 
our cavalry were in hot pursuit. I don’t think Sergeant G. W. 
has ever known greater glee in all his born days. At about 
3 p.M. we crossed the bridge and got into the town. All along 
the road from bridge to town Rebel equipments, guns and 
cartridge-boxes lay thick, and within the place dead men and 
horses thickened too. We were taken ahead through the town 
to support the New York 3rd Artillery beyond, where it was 
shelling the woods around and ridding the place for the night 
of any troublesome wanderers. The Union pickets posted out 
ahead that night said the shrieks of women and children fur- 
ther on in the wood could be heard perfectly all night long, 
these unfortunates having taken refuge there from the threat- 
ened town. That night we lived like fighting-cocks—molasses, 
pork, butter, cheese and all sorts of different delicacies being 
foraged for and houses entered regardless of the commonest 
dues of life, and others set on fire to show Kinston was our 
own. She belonged to our army, and almost every man claimed 
a house. If I had only had your orders beforehand for tro- 
phies I could have satisfied you with anything named, from a 
gold watch to an old brickbat. This is the ugly part of war. 

A too victorious army soon goes down; but we luckily didn’t 
have time for big demoralisation, as the next day in the after- 
noon we found ourselves some 17 miles away and bivouack- 
ing in a single prodigious cornfield. 

To which I don't resist subjoining another characteristic passage 
from the same general scene as a wind-up to that small chapter of 
history. 

The report has gained ground to-day that we leave to- 
morrow, and if so I suppose the next three months will be im- 
portant ones in the history of the War. Four ironclads and a 
great many gunboats are in Beaufort Harbour; we have at 
present a force of 50,000 infantry, an immense artillery and 
upwards of 800 cavalry. Transports innumerable are filling up 
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every spare inch of our harbour, and every man's pity and 
charity are exercised upon Charleston, Mobile or Wilmington. 

We are the only nine-months regiment going, a fact which to 
the sensitive is highly gratifying, showing Foster's evident high 
opinion of us. The expedition, I imagine, will be pretty in- 
teresting, for we shall have excitement enough without the 
fearful marches. To-day is Sunday, and I've been reading 
Hugo's account of Waterloo in Les Mis^rables and preparing 
my mind for something of the same sort at Wilmington. God 
grant the battle may do as much harm to the Rebels as Water- 
loo did to the French. If it does the fight will be worth the 
dreadful carnage it may involve, and the experience for the 
survivors an immense treasure. Men will fight forever if they 
are well treated. Give them little marching and keep the 
wounded away from them, and they'll do anything. I am very 
well and in capital spirits, though now and then rather blue 
about home. But only 5 months more and then heaveni 
General Foster has just issued an order permitting us to in- 
scribe Goldsboro, Kinston and Whitehall on our banner. 

On the discharge of the 44th after the term of nine months for 
which it had engaged and my brother’s return home, he at once 
sought service again in the Massachusetts 54th, his connection with 
which I have already recorded, as well as his injuries in the assault on 
Fort Wagner fruitlessly made by that regiment in the summer of 
*63. He recovered with difficulty, but at last sufficiently, from his 
wounds (with one effect of which he had for the rest of his short 
life grievously to reckon), and made haste to rejoin his regiment in 
the field— to the promotion of my gathering a few more notes. From 
“off Graham’s point, Tillapenny River, Headquarters 2nd Brigade,” 
he writes in December ’64. 

We started last night from the riflepits in the front of De- 
veaux Neck to cross the Tillapenny and make a reconnais- 
sance on this side and try and get round the enemy’s works. 

It is now half-past 10 a,m., and I have been trying to wash 
some of my mud off. We are all a sorry crowd of beggars— I 
don't look as I did the night we left home. I am much of the 
time mud from head to foot, and my spirit is getting mud- 
dled also. But I am in excellent condition as regards my 
wounds and astonish myself by my powers. I rode some 26 
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miles yesterday and walked some 3 in thick mud, but don’t 
feel a bit the worse for it. We’re only waiting here an hour or 
two to get a relief of horses, when we shall start again. We 
shan’t have a fight of any kind to-day, but to-morrow expect to 
give them a little trouble at Pocotaligo. Colonel Hallowell 
commands this reconnaissance. We have only 4 regiments and 
a section of artillery from the 2nd Brigade with us. We heard 
some fine music from the Rebel lines yesterday. They have 
got a stunning band over there. Prisoners tell us it’s a militia 
band from Georgia. Most all the troops in our front are mili- 
tia composed of old men and boys, the flower of the chivalry 
being just now engaged with Sherman at Savannah. We hear 
very heavy firing in that direction this morning, and I guess 
the chivalry is getting the worst of it. The taking of Fort 
McAllister the other day was a splendid thing— we got 280 
prisoners and made them go out and pick up the torpedoes 
round the fort. Sherman was up at Oguchee and Ossahaw yes- 
terday on another consultation with Foster. We had called our 
whole army out the night before in front of our works to give 
him three cheers. This had a marvellous effect upon the Rebs. 
About 20 men came in the night into our lines, thinking we 
had got reinforcements and were going to advance. Later. A 
scout has just come in and tells us the enemy are intrenched 
about 4 miles off, so that we shall have to-day a shindy of some 
kind. Our headquarters are now in a large house once owned 
by Judge Graham. The coloured troops are in high spirits and 
have done splendidly this campaign. 

The high spirits of the coloured troops appear naturally to have 
been shared by their officers— “in the field, Tillapenny River,' 
late at night on December 23rd, ’64. 

We have just received such bully news to comfort us that 
I can’t help rising from my slumbers to drop you a line. A des- 
patch just received tells us that Sherman has captured 150 
guns, 250,000 dols. worth of cotton at Savannah, that Forrest 
is killed and routed by Rousseau, and that Thomas has walked 
into Hood and given him the worst kind of fits. I imagine the 
poor Rebel outposts in our front feel pretty blue to-night, for 
what with that and the thermometer at about zero I guess the 
night won’t pass without robbing their army of some of its best 
and bravest. We suffer a good deal from the cold, but are now 
sitting round our camp fire in as good spirits as men could 



NOTES OF A SON AND BROTHER 


469 


possibly be. A despatch received early this evening tells us to 
look out sharp for Hardee, but this latest news knocks that 
to a cocked hat, and we are only just remembering that that 
gentleman is round. My foot is bully. 

As regards that impaired member, on which he was ever after- 
wards considerably to limp, he opines three days later, on Christmas 
evening, that “even in the palmy days of old it never felt better than 
now.“ And he goes on; 


Though Savannah is taken I fear we shan’t get much credit 
for having helped to take it. Yet night and day we have been 
at it hammer and tongs, and as we are away from the main 
army and somewhat isolated and cut off our work has been 
pretty hard. We have had only 1,200 effective men in our 
brigade, and out of that number have had regularly 400 on 
picket night and day, and the fatigue and extra guard duty 
have nearly used them up. Twice we have been attacked and 
both times held our own. Twice we attacked and once have 
been driven. The only prisoners we have captured on the 
whole expedition have been taken by this part of the column, 
and on the whole though we didn’t march into Savannah I 
know you will give us a little credit for having hastened its 
downfall. Three prisoners that we took the other night slept 
at our Hdqrs, and we had a good long talk with them. We 
could get out of them nothing at all that helps from a mili- 
tary point of view, but their stories about the Confederacy 
were most hopeless. They were 3 officers and gentlemen of a 
crack S.C. cavalry company which has been used during the 
War simply to guard this coast, and their language and state 
of mind were those of the true Southern chevalier. They con- 
fessed to a great scare on finding themselves hemmed in by 
coloured troops, and all agree that the niggers are the worst 
enemies they have had to face. On Thursday we turned them 
over to the Provost-Marshal at Deveaux Neck, who took them 
to Gen’l Hatch. The General had got our despatch announc- 
ing we could get nothing at all out of them, and he came down 
on them most ruthlessly and told them to draw lots, as one 
would have to swing before night. He told them he had got 
the affidavit of an escaped Union prisoner, a man captured at 
Honey Hill and who had come into our lines the day previ- 
ous, to the effect that he had witnessed the hanging of a negro 
soldier belonging to the 26th U.S.C.T., and that he had de- 
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termined one of them should answer for it. Two seemed very 
much moved, but the third, Lee by name (cousin of Gen'l 
Stephen Lee of the cavalry), said he knew nothing about it, 
but if it was so, so it might be. The other two were taken from 
each other and Gen’l Hatch managed to draw a good deal of 
information from them about our position, that is the force 
and nature of the enemy and works in our front. Lee refused 
to the last to answer any question whatever, and they all 3 
now await at Hilton Head the issue of the law. The hanging 
of the negro seems a perfectly ascertained fact— he was hung 
by the 48th Georgia Infty, and the story has naturally much 
stirred up our coloured troops. If Hardee should decide to 
come down on us I believe he would get the worst of it, and 
only hope now that our men won't take a prisoner alive. They 
certainly make a great mistake at Washington in not attend- 
ing to these little matters, and I am sure the moral effect of an 
order from the President announcing that such things have 
happened, and that the coloured troops have taken them thor- 
oughly to heart, would be greater on the Rebels tlian any 
physical blow we can deal them. 

When I read again, “in the field before Pocotaligo,” toward the 
middle of January '65 that “Sherman leaves to-night from Beaufort 
with Logan's Corps to cross Beaufort Ferry and come up on our 
right flank and push on to Pocotaligo bridge," the stir as from great 
things rises again for me, wraps about Sherman’s name as with the 
huge hum that then surrounded it, and in short makes me give the 
passage such honour as I may. “We are waiting anxiously for the 
sound of his musketry announcing him." I was never in my life 
to wait for any such sound, but how at that juncture I hung about 
with privileged Wilky! “We all propose at Hdqrs to take our stores 
out and ride up to the bank of the river and watch the fight on the 
other side. We are praying to be relieved here— our men are dying 
for want of clothing; and when we see Morris Island again we shall 
utterly rejoice." He writes three days later from headquarters estab- 
lished in a plantation the name of which, as well as that of the 
stream, of whatever magnitude, that they had crossed to reach it, 
happens to be marked by an illegibility quite unprecedented in his 
splendid script— to the effect of a still intenser evocation (as was then 
to be felt at any rate) of all the bignesses involved. “Sherman’s 
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whole army is in our front, and they expect to move on Charleston 
at any moment.” Sherman’s whole army!— it affected me from afar 
off as a vast epic vision. The old vibration lives again, but with it 
also that of the smaller and nearer, the more intimate notes— such for 
instance as: “I shall go up to the 20th Corps to-morrow and try for 
a sight of Billy Perkins and Sam Storrow in the 2nd Mass.” Into 
which I somehow read, under the touch of a ghostly hand no more 
“weirdly” laid than that, more volumes than I can the least account 
for or than I have doubtless any business to. 

My visionary yearning must however, I think, have drawn most 
to feed on from the first of a series of missives dated from Head- 
quarters, Department of the South, Hilton Head S.C., this partic- 
ular one of the middle of February. “I write in a great hurry to tell 
you I have been placed on General Gillmore’s staff as A.D.C. It 
is just the very thing for my foot under present circumstances, and 
I consider myself most fortunate. I greatly like the General, who is 
most kind and genial and very considerate. My duties will be prin- 
cipally the carrying of orders to Savannah, Morris Island, Fortress 
Monroe, Combalee (?) Florida, and the General’s correspondence. 
Charleston is ours,” he goes on two days later: “it surrendered to a 
negro regiment yesterday at 9 a.m. We have just come up from 
Sumter, where we have hoisted the American flag. We were lying off 
Bull’s Bay yesterday noon waiting for this when the General saw 
through his glass the stars and stripes suddenly flown from the town 
hall. We immediately steamed up to Sumter and ran up the colours 
there. Old Gillmore was in fine feather and I am in consummate 
joy.” The joy nevertheless, I may add, doesn’t prevent the remark 
after a couple of days more that “Charleston isn’t on the whole such 
a very great material victory; in fact the capture of the place is of 
value only in that its moral effect tends to strengthen the Union 
cause.” After which he proceeds: 

Governor Aiken of S.C. came up to Hdqrs to-day to call on 
the Gen’l, and they had a long talk. He is a “gradual Emanci- 
pationist” and says the worst of the President’s acts was his 
sweeping Proclamation. Before that every one in this State 
was ready to come back on the gradual system, and would 
have done so if Lincoln’s act hadn’t driven them to madness. 
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This is all fine talk, but there is nothing in it. They had at 
least 5 months' warning and could have in that time perfectly 
returned within the fold; in fact the strong Abolitionists of 
the North were afraid the President had made the thing but 
too easy for them and that they would get ahead of us and 
themselves emancipate. This poor gentleman is simple crazy 
and weakminded. Between Davis and us he is puzzled beyond 
measure, and doesn't know what line to take. One thing 
though troubled him most, namely the ingratitude of the ne- 
gro. He can’t conceive how the creatures he has treated with 
such extraordinary kindness and taken such care of should all 
be willing to leave him. He says he was the first man in the 
South to introduce religion among the blacks and that his 
plantation of 600 of them was a model of civilisation and 
peace. Just think of this immense slaveholder telling me as I 
drove him home that the coat he had on had been turned 
three times and his pantaloons the only ones he possessed. He 
stated this so simply and touchingly that I couldn’t help of- 
fering him a pair of mine— which he refused, however. There 
are some 10,000 people in the town, mostly women and ne- 
groes, and it’s tremendously ravaged by our shell, about which 
they have naturally lied from beginning to end. 

‘‘Bob has just come down from Charleston,” he writes in March— 
“he has been commissioned captain in the 103rd U.S.C.T. I am sorry 
he has left his regiment, still he seemed bent on doing so and offers 
all kinds of reasons for it. He may judge rightly, but I fear he’s 
hasty;” and indeed this might appear from a glimpse of our younger 
brother at his ease given by him in a letter of some days before, 
written at two o’clock in the morning and recording a day spent in 
a somewhat arduously performed visit to Charleston. “I drove out 
to the entrenchments to-day to see B., and found him with Hart- 
well (R. J.’s colonel) smoking their long pipes on the verandah of 
a neat country cottage with a beautiful garden in front of them and 
the birds chirping and rambling around. Bob looks remarkably well 
and seemed very nice indeed. He speaks very highly of Hartwell, 
and the latter the same of him. They seemed settled in remarkable 
comfort at Charleston and to be taking life easy after their 180 
miles march through South Carolina.” He mentions further that his 
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visit to the captured city, begun the previous day, had been made 
in interesting conditions; there is in fact matter for quotation 
throughout the letter, the last of the small group from which I shall 
borrow. He had, with his general, accompanied a “large Senatorial 
delegation from Washington and shown them round the place/' He 
records the delegation's “delight” in what they saw; how “a large 
crowd of young ladies” were of the party, so that the Senatorial 
presences were “somewhat relieved and lightened to the members 
of the staff;” and also that they all went over to Forts Sumter and 
Moultrie and the adjacent works. The pleasure of the whole com- 
pany in the scene of desolation thus presented is one of those in- 
genuous historic strokes that the time-spirit, after a sufficient in- 
terval, permits itself to smile at— and is not the only such, it may be 
noted, in the sincere young statement. 

To-morrow they go to Savannah, returning here in the eve- 
ning, when there is to be a grand reception for them at Hdqrs. 

We expect Gen’l Robert Anderson (the loyalist commandant 
at Sumter when originally fired upon) by the next steamer, 
with Gideon Welles (secretary of the Navy) and a number of 
other notables from Washington. Anderson is going to raise 
the old flag on Sumter, and of course there will be a great 
shindy here— I only wish you were with us to join in it. I 
never go to Sumter without the deepest exhilaration— so many 
scenes come to my mind. It's the centre of the nest, and for 
one to be there is to feel that the whole game is up. These 
people have always insisted that there the last gun should be 
fired. But the suffering and desolation of this land is the worst 
feature of the whole thing. If you could see what they are re- 
duced to you couldnT help being touched. The best people 
are in utter penury; they look like the poorest of the poor and 
they talk like them also. They are deeply demoralised, in fact 
degraded. Charleston is more forsaken and stricken than I can 
describe; it reminds me when I go through the streets of some 
old doomed city on which the wrath of God has rested from 
far back, and if it ever revives will do so simply through the 
infinite mercy and charity of the North. But for this genera- 
tion at least the inhabitants are done for. Can't H. come 
down and pay us a visit of 2 or 3 weeks? I can get him a War 
Dept, pass approved by General Gillmore. 
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H. knew and well remembers the pang of his inability to accept 
this invitation, to the value of which for emphasis of tragic life on 
the scene of the great drama the next passage adds a touch. Mrs. 
William Young, the lady alluded to, was a friend we had known 
almost only on the European stage and amid the bright associations 
of Paris in particular. Whom did we suppose he had met on the 
arrival of a steamer from the North but this more or less distracted 
acquaintance of other days?— who had come down “to try and get 
her stepmother into our lines and take her home. She is accompanied 
by a friend from New York, and expects to succeed in her under- 
taking. I hardly think she will, however, as her mother is 90 miles 
out of our lines and a very old woman. We have sent a negro out to 
give her Mrs. Young’s news, but how can this poor old thing travel 
such a distance on foot and sleep in the swamp besides? It’s an ab- 
surd idea, but I shall do everything in my power to facilitate it.’’ 
Of what further befell I gather no account; but I remember how 
a later time was to cause me to remark on the manner in which even 
dire tragedy may lapse, in the individual life, and leave no trace on 
the ground it has ravaged-none at least apparent unless pushingly 
searched for. The last thing to infer from appearances, on much sub- 
sequent renewal of contact with Mrs. Young in Paris again, was 
that this tension of a reach forth across great war-wasted and swamp- 
smothered spaces for recovery of an aged and half-starved pedestrian 
female relative counted for her as a chapter of experience: the ex- 
perience of Paris dressmakers and other like matters had so revived 
and supervened. But let me add that I speak here of mere appear- 
ances, and have ever inclined to the more ironic and more compli- 
cating vision of them. It would doubtless have been too simple for 
wonder that our elegant friend should have lived, as it were, under 
the cloud of reminiscence— and wonder had always somewhere to 
come in. 
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XII 

It had been, however, neither at Newport nor at Cambridge— the 
Cambridge at least of that single year— that the plot began most to 
thicken for me: I Bgure it as a sudden stride into conditions of a sort 
to minister and inspire much more, all round, that we early in 1864 
migrated, as a family, to Boston, and that I now seem to see the 
scene of our existence there for a couple of years packed with drama 
of a finer consistency than any I had yet tasted. We settled for the 
interesting time in Ashburton Place— the “sympathetic” old house 
we occupied, one of a pair of tallish brick fronts based, as to its 
ground floor, upon the dignity of time-darkened granite, was lately 
swept away in the interest of I know not what grander cause; and 
when I wish to think of such intercourse as I have enjoyed with the 
good city at its closest and, as who should say its kindest, though this 
comes doubtless but to saying at its freshest, I live over again the 
story of that sojourn, a period bristling, while I recover my sense of 
it, with an unprecedented number of simultaneous particulars. To 
stick, as I can only do, to the point from which my own young out- 
look worked, the things going on for me so tremendously all at once 
were in the first place the last impressions of the War, a whole social 
relation to it crowding upon us there as for many reasons, all of the 
best, it couldn’t have done elsewhere; and then, more personally 
speaking, the prodigious little assurance I found myself gathering as 
from one day to another that fortune had in store some response to 
my deeply reserved but quite unabashed design of becoming as 
“literary ’ as might be. It was as if, our whole new medium of exist- 
ence aiding, I had begun to see much further into the question of 
how that end was gained. The vision, quickened by a wealth, a great 
mixture, of new appearances, became such a throbbing affair that 
my memory of the time from the spring of ’64 to the autumn of '66 
moves as through an apartment hung with garlands and lights— 
where I have but to breathe for an instant on the flowers again to 
see them flush with colour, and but tenderly to snuff the candles to 
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see them twinkle afresh. Things happened, and happened repeatedly, 
the mere brush or side-wind of which was the stir of life; and the 
fact that I see, when I consider, how it was mostly the mere side- 
wind I got, doesn’t draw from the picture a shade of its virtue. I 
literally, and under whatever felt restriction of my power to knock 
about, formed independent relations— several; and two or three of 
them, as I then thought, of the very most momentous. I may not 
attempt just here to go far into these, save for the exception of the 
easiest to treat, which I also, by good fortune, win back as by no 
means the least absorbing— the beautiful, the entrancing presump- 
tion that I should have but to write with sufficient difficulty and suffi- 
cient felicity to get once for all (that was the point) into the in- 
credibility of print. I see before me, in the rich, the many-hued light 
of my room that overhung dear Ashburton Place from our third 
floor, the very greenbacks, to the total value of twelve dollars, into 
which I had changed the cheque representing my first earned wage. 
I had earned it, I couldn’t but feel, with fabulous felicity: a circum- 
stance so strangely mixed with the fact that literary composition of a 
high order had, at that very table where the greenbacks were spread 
out, quite viciously declined, and with the air of its being also once 
for all, to “come” on any save its own essential terms, which it 
seemed to distinguish in the most invidious manner conceivable 
from mine. It was to insist through all my course on this distinction, 
and sordid gain thereby never again to seem so easy as in that prime 
handling of my fee. Other guerdons, of the same queer, the same 
often rather greasy, complexion followed; for what had I done, to 
the accompaniment of a thrill the most ineffable, an agitation that, 
as I recapture it, affects me as never exceeded in all my life for fine- 
ness, but go one beautiful morning out to Shady Hill at Cambridge 
and there drink to the lees the offered cup of editorial sweetness?— 
none ever again to be more delicately mixed. I had addressed in 
trembling hope my first fond attempt at literary criticism to Charles 
Eliot Norton, who had lately, and with the highest, brightest com- 
petence, come to the rescue of the North American Review, sub- 
merged in a stale tradition and gasping for life, and he had not only 
published it in his very next number— the interval for me of breath- 
less brevity— but had expressed the liveliest further hospitality, the 
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gage of which was thus at once his welcome to me at home. I was 
to grow fond of regarding as a positive consecration to letters that 
half-hour in the long library at Shady Hill, where the winter sun- 
shine touched serene bookshelves and arrayed pictures, the whole 
embrowned composition of objects in my view, with I knew not 
what golden light of promise, what assurance of things to come: 
there was to be nothing exactly like it later on— the conditions of 
perfect rightness for a certain fresh felicity, certain decisive pres- 
sures of the spring, can occur, it would seem, but once. This was on 
the other hand the beginning of so many intentions that it mattered 
little if the particular occasion was not repeated; for what did I do 
again and again, through all the years, but handle in plenty what 
I might have called the small change of it? 

I despair, however, as I look back, of rendering the fusions in 
that much-mixed little time, every feature of which had something 
of the quality and interest of every otlier, and the more salient, the 
more “epoch-making”— I apply with complacency the portentous 
term— to drape themselves romantically in the purple folds of the 
whole. I think it must have been the sense of the various climaxes, 
the enjoyed, because so long postponed, revenges of the War, that 
lifted the moment in the largest embrace: the general consciousness 
was of such big things at last in sight, the huge national emergence, 
the widening assurance, however overdarkened, it is true, by the 
vast black cost of what General Grant (no light-handed artist he I) 
was doing for us. He was at all events working to an end, and some- 
thing strange and immense, even like the light of a new day rising 
above a definite rim, shot its rays through the chinks of the imme- 
diate, the high-piled screen of sacrifice behind which he wrought. I 
fail to seize again, to my wonder, the particular scene of our accla- 
mation of Lee’s surrender, but I feel in the air the exhalation of our 
relief, which mingled, near and far, with the breath of the spring- 
time itself and positively seemed to become over the land, over the 
world at large in fact, an element of reviving Nature. Sensible again 
are certain other sharpest' vibrations then communicated from the 
public consciousness: Ashburton Place resounds for me with a wild 
cry, rocks as from a convulsed breast, on that early morning of our 
news of Lincoln’s death by murder; and, in a different order, but 
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also darkening the early day, there associates itself with my cher- 
ished chamber of application the fact that of a sudden, and while 
we were always and as much as ever awaiting him, Hawthorne was 
dead. What I have called the fusion strikes me as indeed beyond any 
rendering when I think of the peculiar assault on my private con- 
sciousness of that news: I sit once more, half-dressed, late of a sum- 
mer morning and in a bedimmed light which is somehow at once 
that of dear old green American shutters drawn to against openest 
windows and that of a moral shadow projected as with violence— I 
sit on my belated bed, I say, and yield to the pang that made me 
positively and loyally cry. I didn’t rise early in those days of scant 
ease— I now even ask myself how sometimes I rose at all; which un- 
grudged license withal, I thus make out, was not less blessedly effec- 
tive in the harmony I glance at than several showier facts. To tell at 
all adequately why the pang was fine would nevertheless too closely 
involve my going back, as we have learned to say, on the whole rich 
interpenetration. I fondly felt it in those days invaluable that I had 
during certain last and otherwise rather blank months at Newport 
taken in for the first time and at one straight draught the full sweet 
sense of our one fine romancer’s work— for sweet it then above all 
seemed to me; and I remember well how, while the process day 
after day drew itself admirably out, I found the actual exquisite 
taste of it, the strain of the revelation, justify up to the notch what- 
ever had been weak in my delay. This prolonged hanging off from 
true knowledge had been the more odd, so that I couldn’t have ex- 
plained it, I felt, through the fact that The Wonder-Book and 
Twice-Told Tales had helped to enchant our childhood; the conse- 
quence at any rate seemed happy, since without it, very measurably, 
the sudden sense of recognition would have been less uplifting a 
wave. The joy of the recognition was to know at the time no lapse— 
was in fact through the years never to know one, and this by some 
rare action of a principle or a sentiment, I scarce know whether to 
call it a clinging consistency or a singular silliness, that placed the 
Seven Gables, the Blithedale Romance and the story of Donatello 
and Miriam (the accepted title of which I dislike to use, not the 
“marble” but very particularly the human Faun being throughout 
in question) somewhere on a shelf unvisited by harsh inquiry. The 
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feeling had perhaps at the time been marked by presumption, by a 
touch of the fatuity of patronage; yet wasn’t well-nigh the best 
charm of a relation with the works just named in the impulse, 
known from the first, somehow to stand in between them and harsh 
inquiry? If I had asked myself what I meant by that term, at which 
freedom of appreciation, in fact of intelligence, might have looked 
askance, I hope I should have found a sufficient answer in the mere 
plea of a sort of bitise of tenderness. I recall how once, in the air 
of Rome at a time ever so long subsequent, a friend and countryman 
now no more, who had spent most of his life in Italy and who re- 
mains for me, with his accomplishment, his distinction, his extraor- 
dinary play of mind and his too early and too tragic death, the clear- 
est case of “Cosmopolitan culture" I was to have known, exclaimed 
with surprise on my happening to speak as from an ancient fondness 
for Hawthorne’s treatment of the Roman scene: “Why, can you read 
that thing, and here}— to me it means nothing at all!’’ I remember 
well that under the breath of this disallowance of any possibility of 
association, and quite most of such a one as I had from far back 
positively cultivated, the gentle perforated book tumbled before me 
from its shelf very much as old Polonius, at the thrust of Hamlet’s 
sword, must have collapsed behind the pictured arras. Of course I 
might have picked it up and brushed it off, but I seem to feel again 
that I didn’t so much as want to, lost as I could only have been in 
the sense that the note of harsh inquiry, or in other words of the very 
stroke I had anciently wished to avert, there fell straight upon my 
ear. It represented everything I had so early known we must have 
none of; though there was interest galore at the same time (as there 
almost always is in lively oppositions of sensibility, with the sharp- 
ness of each, its special exclusions, well exhibited), in an “Amer- 
ican” measure that could so reject our beautiful genius and in a 
Roman, as it were, that could so little see he had done anything for 
Rome. H. B. Brewster in truth, literary master of three tongues at 
least, was scarce American at all; homely superstitions had no hold 
on him; he was French, Italian, above all perhaps German; and 
there would have been small use, even had there been any impor- 
tance, in my trying to tell him for instance why it had particularly 
been, in the gentle time, that 1 had settled once for all to take our 
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author’s case as simply exquisite and not budge from that taking. 
Which indeed scarce bears telling now, with matters of relative (if 
but of relativel) urgence on hand— consisting as it mainly did in the 
fact that his work was all charged with a tom, a full and rare tone of 
prose, and that this made for it an extraordinary value in an air in 
which absolutely nobody’s else was or has shown since any aptitude 
for being. And the tone had been, in its beauty— for me at least— 
ever so appreciably American; which proved to what a use Amer- 
ican matter could be put by an American hand: a consummation in- 
volving, it appeared, the happiest moral. For the moral was that an 
American could be an artist, one of the finest, without “going out- 
side’’ about it, as I liked to say; quite in fact as if Hawthorne had 
become one just by being American enough, by the felicity of how 
the artist in him missed nothing, suspected nothing, that the am- 
bient air didn’t affect him as containing. Thus he was at once so 
clear and so entire— clear without thinness, for he might have seemed 
underfed, it was his danger; and entire without heterogeneity, which 
might, with less luck and to the discredit of our sufficing manners, 
have had to be his help. These remarks, as I say, were those I 
couldn’t, or at any rate didn’t, make to ray Roman critic; if only be- 
cause I was so held by the other case he offered me— that of a culture 
for which, in the dense medium around us, Miriam and Donatello 
and their friends hadn’t the virtue that shines or pushes through. I 
tried to feel that this constatation left me musing— and perhaps in 
truth it did; though doubtless if my attachment to the arranger of 
those images had involved, to repeat, my not budging, my medita- 
tion, whatever it was, respected that condition. 

It has renewed itself, however, but too much on this spot, and the 
scene viewed from Ashburton Place claims at the best more filling 
in than I can give it. Any illustration of anything worth illustrating 
has beauty, to my vision, largely by its developments: and develop- 
ments, alas, are the whole flowering of the plant, while what really 
meets such attention as one may hope to beguile is at the best but a 
plucked and tossed sprig or two. That my elder brother was during 
these months away with Professor Agassiz, a member of the party 
recruited by that great naturalist for a prolonged exploration of 
Brazil, is one of the few blooms, I see, that I must content myself 



NOTES OF A SON AND BROTHER 


481 


with detaching— the main sense of it being for myself, no doubt, 
that his absence (and he had never been at anything like such a dis- 
tance from us,) left me the more exposed, and thereby the more 
responsive, to contact with impressions that had to learn to suffice 
for me in their uncorrected, when not still more in their inspiringly 
emphasised, state. The main sense for William himself is recorded in 
a series of letters from him addressed to us at home and for which, 
against my hope, these pages succeed in affording no space— they 
are to have ampler presentation; but the arrival of which at irreg- 
ular intervals for the greater part of a year comes back to me as per- 
haps a fuller enrichment of my consciousness than it owed for the 
time to any other single source. We all still hung so together that 
this replete organ could yet go on helping itself, with whatever awk- 
wardness, from the conception or projection of others of a like 
general strain, such as those of one’s brothers might appear; thanks 
to which constant hum of borrowed experience, in addition to the 
quicker play of whatever could pass as more honestly earned, my 
stage of life knew no drop of the curtain. I literally came and went, 
I had never practised such coming and going; I went in particular, 
during summer weeks, and even if carrying my general difficulty 
with me, to the White Mountains of New Hampshire, with some 
repetition, and again and again back to Newport, on visits to John 
La Farge and to the Edmund Tweedys {their house almost a second 
summer home to us;) to say nothing of winter attempts, a little weak, 
but still more or less achieved, upon New York— which city was 
rapidly taking on the capital quality, the large worldly sense that 
dear old London and dear old Paris, with other matters in hand 
for them as time went on, the time they were “biding” for me, in- 
dulgently didn’t grudge it. The matters they had in hand wan- 
dered indeed as stray vague airs across to us— this I think I have 
noted; but Boston itself could easily rule, in default even of New 
York, when to “go,” in particular, was an act of such easy virtue. To 
go from Ashburton Place was to go verily round the corner not less 
than further afield; to go to the Athenaeum, to the Museum, to a 
certain door of importances, in fact of immensities, defiant of vulgar 
notation, in Charles Street, at the opposite end from Beacon. The 
fruit of these mixed proceedings I found abundant at the time. 
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and I think quite inveterately sweet, but to gather it in again now— 
by which I mean set it forth as a banquet for imaginations already 
provided— would be to presume too far; not least indeed even on 
my own cultivated art of exhibition. The fruit of golden youth is all 
and always golden— it touches to gold what it gathers; this was so 
the essence of the case that in the first place everything was in some 
degree an adventure, and in the second any differences of degree 
guiding my selection would be imperceptible at this end of time to 
the cold eye of criticism. Not least moreover in the third place the 
very terms would fail, under whatever ingenuity, for my really justi- 
fying so bland an account of the period at large. Do I speak of it as 
a thumping sum but to show it in the small change, the handful of 
separate copper and silver coin, the scattered occasions reduced to 
their individual cash value, that, spread upon the table as a treasure 
of reminiscence, might only excite derision? Why was “staying at 
Newport” so absurdly, insistently romantic, romantic out of all pro- 
portions, as we say— why unless I can truly tell in proportion to what 
it became so? It consisted often in my “sitting” to John La Farge, 
within his own precincts and in the open air of attenuated summer 
days, and lounging thereby just passive to the surge of culture that 
broke upon me in waves the most desultory and disjointed, it was 
true, but to an absolute effect of unceasingly scented spray. Par- 
ticular hours and old (that is youngl) ineffable reactions come back 
to me; it’s like putting one’s ear, doctor-fashion, to the breast of 
time— or say as the subtle savage puts his to the ground— and catch- 
ing at its start some vibratory hum that has been going on more or 
less for the fifty years since. Newport, the barren isle of our return 
from Europe, had thus become— and at no such great expense if the 
shock of public affairs, everywhere making interests start to their 
feet, be counted out of the process— a source of fifty suggestions to 
me; which it would have been much less, however, I hasten to add, 
if the call of La Farge hadn’t worked in with our other most stand- 
ing attraction, and this in turn hadn’t practically been part of the 
positive affluence of certain elements of spectacle. Why again I 
should have been able to see the pictorial so freely suggested, that 
pictorial which was ever for me the dramatic, the social, the effec- 
tively human aspect, would be doubtless a baffling inquiry in pres- 
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ence of the queer and dear old phenomena themselves; those that, 
taken together, may be described at the best, I suppose, rather as a 
much-mixed grope or halting struggle, call it even a competitive 
scramble, toward the larger, the ideal elegance, the traditional forms 
of good society in possession, than as a presentation of great noble 
assurances. 

Spectacle in any case broke out, spectacle accumulated, by our 
then measure, many thicknesses deep, flushing in the sovereign light, 
as one felt it, of the waning Rhode Island afternoons of August and 
September with the most “evolved” material civilisation our Amer- 
ican world could then show; the vividest note of this in those years, 
unconscious, even to an artless innocence, of the wider wings still to 
spread, being the long daily corso or processional drive (with cava- 
liers and amazons not otherwise than conveniently intermixed,) 
which, with a different direction for different days, offered doubtless 
as good an example of that gregarious exercise at any cost distin- 
guishing “fashionable life” as was anywhere on the globe to be ob- 
served. The price paid for the sticking together was what empha- 
sised, I mean, the wondrous resolve to stick, however scant and nar- 
row and unadjusted for processional effect the various fields of evo- 
lution. The variety moreover was short, just as the incongruities of 
composition in the yearning array were marked; but the tender 
grace of old sunset hours, the happier breadth of old shining sands 
under favour of friendly tides, the glitter quand meme of “capari- 
soned” animals, appointed vehicles and approved charioteers, to 
say nothing of the other and more freely exchanged and interrelated 
brightnesses then at play (in the softer ease of women, the more 
moustachioed swagger of men, the braver bonhomie of the social 
aspect at large), melted together for fond fancy into a tone, a rhythm, 
a representational virtue charged, as to the amenities, with author- 
ity. The amenities thus sought their occasion to multiply even to the 
sound of far cannonades, and I well remember at once reflecting, in 
such maturity as I could muster, that the luckier half of a nation 
able to carry a huge war-burden without sacrifice of amusement 
might well overcome the fraction that had to feed but on shrinkage 
and privation; at the same time that the so sad and handsome face of 
the most frequent of our hostesses, Mary Temple the elder as she 
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had been, now the apt image of a stern priestess of the public altar, 
was to leave with me for the years to come the grand expression and 
tragic irony of its revulsion from those who, offering us some high 
entertainment during days of particular tension, could fiddle, as she 
scathingly said, while Rome was burning. Blest again the state of 
youth which could appreciate that admirable look and preserve it 
for illustration of one of the forms of ancient piety lost to us, and 
yet at the same time stow away as part of the poetry of the general 
drama just the luxury and pride, overhanging summer seas and pro- 
jecting into summer nights great shafts of light and sound, that 
prompted the noble scorn. The "round of pleasure" all this with a 
grand good conscience of course— for it always in the like case has 
that, had it at least when arranging performances, dramatic and 
musical, at ever so much a ticket, under the advantage of rare ama- 
teur talent, in aid of the great Sanitary Commission that walked in 
the footsteps and renewed in various forms the example of Florence 
Nightingale; these exhibitions taking place indeed more particu- 
larly in the tributary cities. New York, Philadelphia, Boston (we 
were then shut up to those,) but with the shining stars marked for 
triumphant appearance announced in advance on the Newport scene 
and glittering there as beauties, as d^gantes, as vocalists, as heroines 
of European legend. Hadn’t there broken upon us, under public 
stress, a refluent wave from Paris, the mid-Empire Paris of the high- 
est pitch, which was to raise our social water-mark to a point un- 
precedented and there strikingly leave it? We were learning new 
lessons in every branch— that was the sense of the so immensely quick- 
ened general pace; and though my examples may seem rather spec- 
tral I like to believe this bigger breathing of the freshness of the 
future to have been what the collective rumble and shimmer of the 
whole business most meant. It exhaled an artless confidence which 
yet momently increased; it had no great sense of a direction, but 
gratefully took any of which the least hint was given, gathering up 
by the way and after the fact whatever account of itself a vague 
voice might strike off. There were times when the account of itself 
as flooding Lawton’s Valley for afternoon tea was doubtless what it 
would most comfortably have welcomed— Lawton’s Valley, at a good 
drive’s length from the seaward quarter, being the scene of villeggia- 
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tura of the Boston muse, as it were, and the Boston muse having in 
those after all battle-haunted seasons an authority and a finish of 
accent beyond any other Tyrtaean strain. The New York and per- 
haps still more the Philadelphia of the time fumbled more help- 
lessly, even if aspiringly, with the Boston evidences in general, I 
think, than they were to be reduced to doing later on; and by the 
happy pretext, certainly, that these superior signs had then a brav- 
ery they were not perhaps on their own side indefinitely to keep up. 

They rustled, with the other leafage of the umbrageous grove, in 
the summer airs that hung over the long tea-tables; afternoon tea 
was itself but a new and romantic possibility, with the lesson of it 
gratefully learnt at hands that dispensed, with the tea and sugar and 
in the charmingest voice perhaps then to be heard among us, a tone 
of talk that New York took for exotic and inimitable, yet all the more 
felt “good,” much better than it might if left all to itself, for thus 
flocking in every sort of conveyance to listen to. The Valley was 
deep, winding and pastoral— or at least looks so now to my attached 
vision; the infancy of a finer self-consciousness seemed cradled there; 
the inconsequent vehicles fraternised, the dim, the more dejected, 
with the burnished and upstanding; so that I may really perhaps 
take most for the note of the hour the first tremor of the sense on 
the part of fashion that, if it could, as it already more or less sus- 
pected, get its thinking and reading and writing, almost everything 
in fact but its arithmetic, a bit dingily, but just by that sign cleverly, 
done for it, so occasion seemed easy, after all, for a nearer view, with- 
out responsibility, of the odd performers of the service. When these 
last were not literally all Bostonians they were New Yorkers who 
might have been mistaken for such— never indeed by Bostonians 
themselves, but only by other New Yorkers, the rich and guileless; 
so the effect as of a vague tribute to culture the most authentic (if I 
speak not too portentously) was left over for the aftertaste of simple 
and subtle alike. Those were comparatively thin seasons, I recognise, 
in the so ample career of Mrs, Howe, mistress of the Valley and wife 
of the eminent, the militant Phil-Hellene, Dr. S. G. of the honoured 
name, who reached back to the Byronic time and had dedicated his 
own later to still more distinguished liberating work on behalf of 
deaf mutes; for if she was thus the most attuned of interlocutors, 
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most urbane of disputants, most insidious of wits, even before her 
gathered fame as Julia Ward and the established fortune of her ele- 
gant Battle-Hymn, she was perhaps to have served the State scarce 
better through final organised activities and shining optimisms and 
great lucky lyric hits than by having in her vale of heterogeneous 
hospitality undermined the blank assurance of her thicker contingent 
—after all too but to an amusing vague unrest— and thereby scattered 
the first rare seed of new assimilations. I am moved to add that, by 
the old terminology, the Avenue might have been figured, in the 
connection, as descending into the glen to meet the Point— which, 
save for a very small number of the rarest representatives of the lat- 
ter, it could meet nowhere else. The difficulty was that of an en- 
counter of birds and fishes; the two tribes were native to elements as 
opposed as air and water, the Avenue essentially nothing if not 
exalted on wheels or otherwise expertly mounted, and the Point 
hopelessly pedestrian and unequipped with stables, so that the very 
levels at which they materially moved were but upper and lower, 
dreadfully lower, parallels. And indeed the way to see the Point— 
which, without playing on the word, naturally became our highest 
law— was at the Point, where it appeared to much higher advantage 
than in its trudge through the purple haze or golden dust of super- 
cilious parades. Of the advantage to which it did so appear, off in its 
own more languorous climate and on its own ground, we fairly 
cultivated a conviction, rejoicing by that aid very much as in certain 
old French towns it was possible to distinguish invidiously the Ville 
from the Cit^. The Point was our citd, the primal aboriginal New- 
port— which, striking us on a first acquaintance as not other than 
dilapidated, might well have been “restored” quite as M. Viollet-le- 
Duc was even then restoring Carcassonne; and this all the more be- 
cause our elder Newport, the only seat of history, had a dismantled 
grassy fort or archaic citadel that dozed over the waterside and that 
might (though I do take the vision, at close quarters, for horrible) 
be smartly waked up. The waterside, which was that of the inner 
bay, the ample reach toward Providence, so much more susceptible 
of quality than the extravagant open sea, the "old houses,” the old 
elms, the old Quaker faces at the small-paned old windows, the ap- 
pointedness of the scene for the literary and artistic people, who. 
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by our fond constructive theory, lodged and boarded with the Qua- 
kers, always thrifty these, for the sake of all the sweetness and 
quaintness, for the sake above all somehow of our hungry felicity of 
view, by which I mean mine and that of a trusty friend or two, T. 
S. Perry in especial— those attributes, meeting a want, as the phrase 
is, of the decent imagination, made us perhaps overdramatise the 
sphere of the clever people, but made them at least also, when they 
unmistakably hovered, affect us as truly the finest touches in the pic- 
ture. For they were in their way ironic about the rest, and that was a 
tremendous lift in face of an Avenue that not only, as one could 
see at a glance, had no irony, but hadn’t yet risen, the magazines and 
the Point aiding, to so much as a suspicion of the effect, familiar to 
later generations, with which the word can conversationally come in. 
Oh the old clever people, with their difference of shade from that 
of the clever old ones— some few of these to have been discerned, no 
doubt, as of Avenue position: I read back into their various pres- 
ences I know not what queer little functional value the exercise and 
privilege of which, uncontested, uncontrasted (save with the ab- 
sence of everything but stables) represents a felicity for the individ- 
ual that is lost to our age. It could count as functional then, it could 
count as felicitous, to have been reabsorbed into Boston, or to pro- 
pose to absorb even, for the first time. New York, under cover of 
the mantle, the old artistic draped cloak, that had almost in each 
case trailed round in Florence, in Rome, in Venice, in conversations 
with Landor, in pencilled commemoration, a little niggling pos- 
sibly but withal so sincere, of the “haunts” of Dante, in a general 
claim of having known the Brownings (ah “the Brownings” of those 
daysl) in a disposition to arrange readings of these and the most oddly 
associated other poets about the great bleak parlours of the hotels. I 
despair, however, of any really right register of the art with which 
the cit^ ingratiated itself with me in this character of a vivid mis- 
sionary Bohemia; I met it of course more than half way, as I met 
everything in the faintest degree ingratiating, even suggesting to it 
with an art of my own that it should become so— though in this mat- 
ter I rather missed, I fear, a happy conversion, as if the authenticity 
were there but my sort of personal dash too absent. 

I appear to myself none the less to have had dash for approaches 
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to a confidence more largely seated; since I recall how, having com 
menced critic under Charles Norton’s weighty protection, I was to 
find myself, on all but the very morrow, invited to the high glory, 
as I felt it, of aiding to launch, though on the obscurer side of the 
enterprise, a weekly journal which, putting forth its first leaves in 
the summer of ’65 and under the highest auspices, was soon to enjoy 
a fortune and achieve an authority and a dignity of which neither 
newspaper nor critical review among us had hitherto so much as 
hinted the possibility. The New York Nation had from the first, to 
the enlivening of several persons consciously and ruefully astray in 
our desert, made no secret of a literary leaning; and indeed its few 
foremost months shine most for me in the light of their bestowal of 
one of the longest and happiest friendships of my life, a relation with 
Edwin Lawrence Godkin, the Nation incarnate as he was to become, 
which bore fruit of affection for years after it had ceased to involve 
the comparatively poorer exercise. Godkin’s paper, Godkin’s occa- 
sional presence and interesting history and vivid ability and, above 
all, admirably aggressive and ironic editorial humour, of a quality 
and authority new in the air of a journalism that had meant for the 
most part the heavy hand alone, these things, with the sudden sweet 
discovery that I might for my own part acceptedly stammer a style, 
are so many shades and shifting tints in the positive historic irides- 
cence that flings itself for my memory, as I have noted, over the 
“period” of Ashburton Place. Wherever I dip, again, I pull out a 
plum from under the tooth of time— this at least so to my own rapt 
sense that had I more space I might pull both freely and at a ven- 
ture. The strongest savour of the feast— with the fumes of a feast it 
comes back— was, I need scarce once more insist, the very taste of 
the War as ending and ended; through which blessing, more and 
more, the quantity of military life or at least the images of military 
experience seemed all about us, quite paradoxically, to grow greater. 
This I take to have been a result, first of the impending, and then of 
the effective, break-up of the vast veteran Army, swamping much 
of the scene as with the flow of a monster tide and bringing literally 
home to us, in bronzed, matured faces and even more in bronzed, 
matured characters, above all in the absolutely acquired and stored 
resource of overwhelming reference, reference usually of most sub- 
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Stance the less it was immediately explicit, the more in fact it was 
faded and jaded to indifference, what was meant by having patiently 
served. The very smell of having so served was somehow, at least 
to my supersensitive nostril, in the larger and cooler air, where it 
might have been an emanation, the most masculine, the most com- 
municative as to associated far-off things (according to the nature, 
ever, of elements vaguely exhaled), from the operation of the general 
huge gesture of relief— from worn toggery put off, from old army- 
cloth and other fittings at a discount, from swordbelts and buckles, 
from a myriad saturated articles now not even lying about but 
brushed away with an effect upon the passing breeze and all rele- 
gated to the dim state of some mere theoretic commemorative panoply 
that was never in the event to be objectively disposed. The generali- 
sation grew richly or, as it were, quite adorably familiar, that life 
was ever so handsomely reinforced, and manners, not to say manner 
at large, refreshed, and personal aspects and types accented, and 
categories multiplied (no category, for the dreaming painter of 
things, could our scene afford not to grab at on the chance), just by 
the fact of the discharge upon society of such an amount of out-of- 
the-way experience, as it might roughly be termed— such a quantity 
and variety of possession and assimilation of unprecedented history. 
It had been unprecedented at least among ourselves, we had had 
it in our own highly original conditions— or “they,” to be more 
exact, had had it admirably in theirs; and I think I was never to 
know a case in which his having been directly touched by it, or, in 
a word, having consistently “soldiered,” learnt all about it and ex- 
hausted it, wasn’t to count all the while on behalf of the happy man 
for one’s own individual impression or attention; call it again, as 
everything came back to that, one’s own need to interpret. The dis- 
charge upon “society” is moreover what I especially mean; it being 
the sense of how society in our image of the word was taking it all 
in that I was most concerned with; plenty of other images figured 
of course for other entertainers of such. The world immediately 
roundabout us at any rate bristled with more of the young, or the 
younger, cases I speak of, cases of “things seen” and felt, and a de- 
lectable difference in the man thereby made imputable, than I 
could begin here to name even had I kept the record. I think I 
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fairly cultivated the perceiving of it all, so that nothing of it, under 
some hice or other, shouldn’t brush my sense and add to my impres- 
sion; yet my point is more particularly that the body social itself 
was for the time so permeated, in the light I glance at, that it became 
to its own consciousness more interesting. As so many existent parts 
of it, however unstoried yet, to their minor credit, various thrilled 
persons could inhale the interest to their fullest capacity and feel 
that they too had been pushed forward— and were even to find them- 
selves by so much the more pushable yet. 

I resort thus to the lift and the push as the most expressive figures 
for that immensely remont^ state which coincided for us all with 
the great disconcerting irony of the hour, the unforgettable death 
of Lincoln. I think of the springtime of ’65 as it breathed through 
Boston streets— my remembrance of all those days is a matter, 
strangely enough, of the out-of-door vision, of one’s constantly drop- 
ping down from Beacon Hill, to the brave edge of which we clung, 
for appreciation of those premonitory gusts of April that one felt 
most perhaps where Park Street Church stood dominant, where the 
mouth of the Common itself uttered promises, more signs and por- 
tents than one could count, more prodigies than one could keep 
apart, and where further strange matters seemed to charge up out 
of the lower districts and of the “business world,” generative as 
never before of news. The streets were restless, the meeting of the 
seasons couldn’t but be inordinately so, and one’s own poor pulses 
matched— at the supreme pitch of that fusion, for instance, which 
condensed itself to blackness roundabout the dawn of April 15th: 
I was fairly to go in shame of its being my birthday. These would 
have been the hours of the streets if none others had been— when 
the huge general gasp filled them like a great earth-shudder and 
people’s eyes met people’s eyes without the vulgarity of speech. 
Even this was, all so strangely, part of the lift and the swell, as trag- 
edy has but to be of a pure enough strain and a high enough con- 
nection to sow with its dark hand the seed of greater life. The col- 
lective sense of what had occurred was of a sadness too noble not 
somehow to inspire, and it was truly in the air that, whatever we 
had as a nation produced or failed to produce, we could at least 
gather round this perfection of a classic woe. True enough, as we 
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were to see, the immediate harvest of our loss was almost too ugly 
to be borne— for nothing more sharply comes back to me than the 
tune to which the “esthetic sense,” if one glanced but from that 
high window (which was after all one of many too), recoiled in dis- 
may from the sight of Mr. Andrew Johnson perched on the stricken 
scene. We had given ourselves a figure-head, and the figure-head 
sat there in its habit as it lived, and we were to have it in our eyes 
for three or four years and to ask ourselves in horror what mon- 
strous thing we had done. I speak but of aspects, those aspects which, 
under a certain turn of them, may be all but everything; gathered 
together they become a symbol of what is behind, and it was open 
to us to waver at shop-windows exposing the new photograph, ex- 
posing, that is, the photograph, and ask ourselves what we had been 
guilty of as a people, when all was said, to deserve the infliction of 
that form. It was vain to say that we had deliberately invoked the 
“common” in authority and must drink the wine we had drawn. No 
countenance, no salience of aspect nor composed symbol, could 
superficially have referred itself less than Lincoln’s mould-smashing 
mask to any mere matter-of-course type of propriety; but his admir- 
able unrelated head had itself revealed a type— as if by the very fact 
that what made in it for roughness of kind looked out only less than 
what made in it for splendid final stamp, in other words for com- 
manding Style. The result thus determined had been precious for 
representation, and above all for fine suggestional function, in a 
degree that left behind every medal we had ever played at striking; 
whereas before the image now substituted representation veiled her 
head in silence and the element of the suggested was exactly the 
direst. What, however, on the further view, was to be more refresh- 
ing than to find that there were excesses of native habit which truly 
we couldn’t bear? so that it was for the next two or three years 
fairly sustaining to consider that, let the reasons publicly given for 
the impeachment of the official in question be any that would serve, 
the grand inward logic or mystic law had been that we really 
couldn’t go on offering each other before the nations the conscious- 
ness of such a presence. That was at any rate the style of reflection 
to which the humiliating case reduced me; just this withal now 
especially working, I feel, into that image of our generally quick- 
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ened activity of spirit, our having by the turn of events more ideas 
to apply and even to play with, that I have tried to throw off. Every- 
thing I recover, I again risk repeating, fits into the vast miscellany 
—the detail of which I may well seem, however, too poorly to have 
handled. 

Let it serve then for a scrap of detail that the appearance of 
William’s further fortune enjoyed thereabouts a grasp of my atten- 
tion scarce menaced even by the call of that faculty of such appearf 
ances of my own as I had naturally in some degree also to take for 
graces of the banquet. I associate the sense of his being, in a great 
cause, far away on the billow with that clearance of the air through 
the tremendous draught, from sea to sea, of the Northern triumph, 
which seemed to make a good-natured infinitude of room for all 
the individual interests and personal lives that might help the pot 
to bubble— if the expression be not too mean for the size of our con- 
fidence; that the cause on which the Agassiz expedition to South 
America embarked was of the greatest being happily a presumption 
altogether within my scope. It reawoke the mild divinatory rage 
with which I had followed, with so little to show for it, the military 
fortune of my younger brothers— feeding the gentle passion indeed, 
it must be added, thanks to the letter-writing grace of which the 
case had now the benefit, with report and picture of a vividness 
greater than any ever to be shed from a like source upon our waiting 
circle. Everything of the kind, for me, was company; but I dwelt, 
for that matter and as I put it all together, in company so constant 
and so enchanting that this amounted to moving, in whatever direc- 
tion, with the mass— more and more aware as I was of the “fun” 
(to express it grossly) of living by my imagination and thereby find- 
ing that company, in countless different forms, could only swarm 
about me. Seeing further into the figurable world made company of 
persons and places, objects and subjects alike: it gave them all with- 
out exception chances to be somehow or other interesting, and the 
imaginative ply of finding interest once taken (I think I had by that 
time got much beyond looking for it), the whole conspiracy of as- 
pects danced round me in a ring. It formed, by my present vision 
of it, a shining escort to one’s possibly often hampered or mystified, 
but never long stayed and absolutely never wasted, steps; it hung 
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about, after the fashion of winter evening adumbrations just out- 
side the reach of the lamplight, while one sat writing, reading, 
listening, watching— perhaps even again, incurably, but dawdling 
and gaping; and most of all doubtless, if it supplied with colour 
people and things often by themselves, I dare say, neutral enough, 
how it painted thick, how it fairly smothered, any surface that did 
it the turn of showing positive and intrinsic life I Ah the things and 
the people, the hours and scenes and circumstances, the ininarrables 
occasions and relations, that I might still present in its light if I 
would, and with the enormous advantage now (for this I should 
unblushingly claim), of being able to mark for present irony or pity 
or wonder, or just for a better intelligence, or again for the high 
humour or extreme strangeness of the thing, the rare indebtedness, 
calculated by the long run, in which it could leave particular casesi 
This necessity I was under that everything should be interesting— 
for fear of the collapse otherwise of one’s sustaining intention— 
would have confessed doubtless to a closest connection, of all the 
connections, with the small inkpot in which I seemed at last defi- 
nitely destined to dip to the exclusion of any stream more Pacto- 
lean: a modest manner of saying that difficulty and slowness of 
composition were clearly by this time not in the least appointed to 
blight me, however inveterate they were likely to prove; that pro- 
duction, such as it was, floundered on in spite of them; and that, to 
put it frankly, if I enjoyed as much company as I have said no small 
part of it was of my very own earning. The freshness of first crea- 
tions— since we are exalted, in art, to these arrogant expressions— 
never fails, I take it, to beguile the creator, in default of any other 
victim, even to the last extravagance; so that what happened was 
that one found all the swarm of one’s intentions, one’s projected 
images, quite “good enough’’ to mix with the rest of one’s society, 
setting up with it terms of interpenetration, an admirable com- 
merce of borrowing and lending, taking and giving, not to say 
stealing and keeping. Did it verily all, this freshness of felt contact, 
of curiosity and wonder, come back perhaps to certain small and 
relatively ridiculous achievements of “production" as aforesaid?— 
ridiculous causes, I mean, of such prodigious effects. I am divided 
between the shame on the one hand of claiming for them, these 
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concocted “short stories,” that they played so great a part, and a 
downright admiring tenderness on the other for their holding up 
their stiff little heads in such a bustle of life and traffic of affairs. I 
of course really and truly cared for them, as we say, more than for 
aught else whatever— cared for them with that kind of care, infatu- 
ated though it may seem, that makes it bliss for the fond votary 
never to so much as speak of the loved object, makes it a refinement 
of piety to perform his rites under cover of a perfect freedom of 
mind as to everything but them. These secrets of the imaginative 
life were in fact more various than I may dream of trying to tell; 
they referred to actual concretions of existence as well as to the 
supposititious; the joy of life indeed, drawbacks and all, was just in 
the constant quick flit of associations, to and fro, and through a 
hundred open doors, between the two great chambers (if it be not 
absurd, or even base, to separate them) of direct and indirect experi- 
ence. If it is of the great comprehensive fusion that I speak as the 
richest note of all those hours, what could truly have been more in 
the sense of it than exactly such a perfect muddle of pleasure for 
instance as my having (and, as I seem to remember, at his positive 
invitation) addressed the most presuming as yet of my fictional bids 
to my distinguished friend of a virtual lifetime, as he was to be- 
come, William Dean Howells, whom I rejoice to name here and 
who had shortly before returned from a considerable term of exile 
in Venice and was in the act of taking all but complete charge of 
the Boston “Atlantic”? The confusion was, to be plain, of more 
things than can hope to go into my picture with any effect of keep- 
ing distinct there— the felt felicity, literally, in my performance, the 
felt ecstasy, the still greater, in my receipt of Howell’s message; and 
then, naturally, most of all, the at once to be recorded blest violence 
in the break upon my consciousness of his glittering response after 
perusal. 

There was still more in it all than that, however— which is the 
point of my mild demonstration; I associate the passage, to press 
closer, with a long summer, from May to November, spent at the 
then rural retreat of Swampscott, forty minutes by train northward 
from Boston, and that scene of fermentation, in its turn, 1 invest 
with unspeakable memories. It was the summer of ’66 and of the 
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campaign of Sadowa across the sea— we had by that time got suffi- 
ciently away from our own campaigns to take some notice of those 
of other combatants, on which we bestowed in fact, I think, the 
highest competence of attention then anywhere at play; a sympa- 
thetic sense that bore us even over to the Franco-German war four 
years later and helped us to know what we meant when we “felt 
strongly” about it. No strength of feeling indeed of which the 
vibration had remained to us from the other time could have been 
greater than our woe-stricken vision of the plight of France under 
the portent of Sedan; I had been back to that country and some of 
its neighbourhoods for some fifteen months during the previous 
interval, and I recover again no share in a great collective pang 
more vividly than our particular appalled state, that of a whole 
company of us, while we gaped out at the cry of reiterated bulle- 
tins from the shade of an August verandah, and then again from 
amid boskages of more immediate consolation, during the Saratoga 
and the Newport seasons of 1870. I had happened to repair to Sara- 
toga, of all inconsequent places, on my return from the Paris and 
the London of the weeks immediately preceding the war, and 
though it was not there that the worst sound of the first crash 
reached us, I feel around me still all the air of our dismay— which 
was, in the queerest way in the world, that of something so alien 
mixed, to the increase of horror, with something so cherished: the 
great hot glare of vulgarity of the aligned hotels of the place and 
period drenching with its crude light the apparent collapse of every- 
thing we had supposed most massive. Which forward stretch on the 
part of this chronicle represents, I recognise, the practice of the 
discursive well-nigh overmastering its principle— or would do so, 
rather, weren’t it that the fitful and the flickering, the extravagant 
advance and the corrective retreat from it, the law and the lovely art 
of foreshortening, have had here throughout most to serve me. It 
is under coimtenance of that law that I still grasp my capricious 
clue, making a jump for the moment over two or three years and 
brushing aside by the way quite numberless appeals, claims upon 
tenderness of memory not less than pleas for charm of interest, 
against which I must steel myself, even though I account this rank 
disloyalty to each. There is no quarter to which I have inclined in 
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my brief recovery of the high tide of impression flooding the 
“period” of Ashburton Place that might not have drawn me on 
and on; so that I confess I feel myself here drag my mantle, right 
and left, from the clutch of suppliant hands— voluminous as it may 
doubtless yet appear in spite of my sense of its raggedness. Wrapped 
in tatters it is therefore that, with three or four of William’s letters 
of ’67 and ’68 kept before me, I make my stride, not only for the 
sake of what I still regard as their admirable interest, but for (he 
way they bring back again to me everything they figured at tl^e 
time, every flame of faith they rekindled, every gage they held oiit 
for the future. Present for me are still others than these in par- 
ticular, which I keep over for another introducing, but even the 
pages I here preserve overflow with connections— so many that, 
extravagant as it may sound, I have to make an effort to breast them. 
These are with a hundred matters of our then actual life— little as 
that virtue may perhaps show on their face; but above all just with 
the huge small fact that the writer was by the blest description "in 
Europe,” and that this had verily still its way of meaning for me 
more than aught else beside. For what sprang in especial from his 
situation was the proof, with its positive air, that a like, when all 
was said, might become again one’s own; that such luck wasn’t going 
to be for evermore perversely out of the question with us, and that 
in fine I too was already in a manner transported by the intimacy 
with which I partook of his having been. I shouldn’t have over- 
stated it, I think, in saying that I really preferred such a form of 
experience (of this particular one) to the simpler— given most of 
our current conditions; there was somehow a greater richness, a 
larger accession of knowledge, vision, life, whatever one might have 
called it, in “having him there,” as we said, and in my individually 
getting the good of this with the peculiar degree of ease that rein- 
forced the general quest of a special sufliciency of that boon to 
which I was during those years rigidly, and yet on the whole by no 
means abjectly, reduced. 

Our parents had in the autumn of ’66 settled, virtually for the 
rest of their days, at (Hambridge, and William had concomitantly 
with this, that is from soon after his return from Brazil, entered 
upon a season of study at the Harvard Medical School, then keeping 
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its terms in Boston and under the wide wing of— as one supposed it, 
or as I at any rate did— the Massachusetts General Hospital. I have 
to disengage my mantle here with a force in which I invite my 
reader to believe— for I push through a thicket of memories in which 
the thousand-fingered branches arrestingly catch; otherwise I should 
surrender, and with a passionate sense of the logic in it, to that long 
and crowded Swampscott summer at which its graceless name has 
already failed to keep me from having glanced. The place, smoth- 
ered in a dense prose of prosperity now, may have been even in 
those days, by any high measure, a weak enough apology for an 
offered breast of Nature: nevertheless it ministered to me as the only 
“American country” save the silky Newport fringes with which my 
growing imagination, not to mention my specious energy, had met 
at all continuous occasion to play— so that I should have but to let 
myself go a little, as I say, to sit up to my neck again in the warm 
depth of its deposit. Out of this I should lift great handfuls of 
variety of vision; it was to have been in its way too a season of 
coming and going, and with its main mark, I make out, that it 
somehow absurdly flowered, first and last, into some intenser ex- 
ample of every sort of intimation up to then vouchsafed me, whether 
by the inward or the outward life. I think of it thus as a big bou- 
quet of blooms the most mixed— yet from which it is to the point just 
here to detach the sole reminiscence, coloured to a shade I may 
not reproduce, of a day’s excursion to see my brother up at the 
Hospital. Had I not now been warned off too many of the prime 
images brought, for their confusion, to the final proof, I should 
almost risk ever so briefly “evoking” the impression this mere 
snatch was to leave with me, the picture as of sublime activities and 
prodigious possibilities, of genial communities of consideration and 
acquisition, all in a great bright porticoed and gardened setting, that 
was to hang itself in my crazy cabinet for as long as the light of the 
hour might allow. I put my hand on the piece still— in its now so 
deeply obscured corner; though the true point of my reference would 
seem to be in the fact that if William studied medicine long enough 
to qualify and to take his degree (so as to have become as roundedly 
“scientific” as possible) he was yet immediately afterwards, by one 
of those quick shifts of the scene with which we were familiar, be- 
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ginning philosophic study in Germany and again writing home let- 
ters of an interest that could be but re-emphasised by our having 
him planted out as a reflector of impressions where impressions were 
both strong and as different as possible from those that more directly 
beat upon us. I myself could do well enough with these last, I may 
parenthesise, so long as none others were in question; but that com- 
placency shrank just in proportion as we were reached by the report 
of difference and of the foreign note, the report particularly favour- 
able— which was indeed what any and every report perforce apv 
peared to me. William’s, from anywhere, had ever an authority for 
me that attended none others; even if this be not the place for 
more than a word of light on the apparent disconnection of his 
actual course. It comes back to me that the purpose of practising 
medicine had at no season been flagrant in him, and he was in fact, 
his hospital connection once over, never to practise for a day. He 
was on the other hand to remain grateful for his intimate experi- 
ence of the laboratory and the clinic, and I was as constantly to 
feel that the varieties of his application had been as little wasted 
for him as those of my vagueness had really been for me. His months 
at Dresden and his winter in Berlin were of a new variety— this last 
even with that tinge of the old in it which came from his sharing 
quarters with T. S. Perry, who, his four years at Harvard ended 
and his ensuing grand tour of Europe, as then comprehensively car- 
ried out, performed, was giving the Universities of Berlin and Paris 
a highly competent attention. To whatever else of method may have 
underlain the apparently lawless strain of our sequences I should 
add the action of a sharp lapse of health on my brother’s part which 
the tension of a year at the dissecting table seemed to have done 
much to determine; as well as the fond fact that Europe was again 
from that crisis forth to take its place for us as a standing remedy, 
a regular mitigation of all suffered, or at least of all wrong, stress. 
Of which remarks but a couple of letters addressed to myself, I have 
to recognise, form here the occasion; these only, in that order, have 
survived the accidents of time, as I the more regret that I have in 
my mind’s eye still much of the matter of certain others; notably of 
one from Paris (on his way further) recounting a pair of evenings 
at the theatre, first for the younger Dumas and Les Id^es de Madame 
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Aubray, with Pasca and Delaporte, this latter of an exquisite truth 
to him, and then for something of the Palais Royal with four come- 
dians, as he emphatically noted, who were each, wonderful to say, 
‘‘de la force of Warren of the Boston Museum.” He spent the sum- 
mer of ’67 partly in Dresden and partly at Bad-Teplitz in Bohemia, 
where he had been recommended the waters; he was to return for 
these again after a few months and was also to seek treatment by 
hydropathy at the establishment of Divonne, in the French back- 
country of Lake Leman, where a drawing sent home in a letter, and 
which I do my best to reproduce, very comically represents him as 
surrounded by the listening fair. I remember supposing even his 
Dresden of the empty weeks to bristle with precious images and 
every form of local character— this a little perhaps because of his 
treating us first of all to a pair of whimsical crayoned views of cer- 
tain animated housetops seen from his window. It is the old names 
in the old letters, however, that now always most rewrite them- 
selves to my eyes in colour— shades alas that defy plain notation, 
and if the two with which the following begins, and especially the 
first of them, only asked me to tell their story I but turn my back 
on the whole company of which they are part. 

... I got last week an excellent letter from Frank Wash- 
burn who writes in such a manly way. But the greatest delight 
I’ve had was the loan of 5 Weekly Transcripts from Dick 
Derby. It’s strange how quickly one grows away from one’s old 
surroundings. 1 never should have believed that in so few 
months the tone of a Boston paper would seem so outlandish 
to me. As it was, I was in one squeal of amusement, surprise 
and satisfaction until deep in the night, when I went to 
bed tired out with patriotism. The boisterous animal good- 
humour, familiarity, reckless energy and self-confidence, un- 
principled optimism, esthetic saplessness and intellectual im- 
becility, made a mixture hard to characterise, but totally differ- 
ent from the tone of things here and, as the Germans would 
say, whose ’’Existenz so vollig dasteht,” that there was nothing 
to do but to let yourself feel it. The Americans themselves 
here too amuse me much; they have such a hungry, restless 
look and seem so unhooked somehow from the general frame- 
work. The other afternoon as I was sitting on the Terrace, a 
gentleman and two young ladies came and sat down quite 
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near me. I knew them for Americans at a glance, and the man 
interested me by his exceedingly American expression: a red- 
dish moustache and tuft on chin, a powerful nose, a small 
light eye, half insolent and all sagacious, and a sort of rowdy 
air of superiority that made me proud to claim him as a 
brother. In a few minutes I recognised him as General M’Clel- 
lan, rather different from his photographs of the War-time, 
but still not to be mistaken (and 1 afterwards learned he is 
here). Whatever his faults may be that of not being "one of 
us" is not among them. 

This next is the note of a slightly earlier impression. 

The Germans are certainly a most gemiithlich people. The 
way all the old women told me how "freundlich" their rooms 
were— "so freundlich mobilirt" and so forth— melted my heart. 
Whenever you tell an inferior here to do anything (e.g. a cab- 
man) he or she replies "SchonI" or rather "Schehnl” with an 
accent not quick like a Frenchman's "Bienl" but so protracted, 
soothing and reassuring to you that you feel as if he were 
adopting you into his family. You say I've said nothing of the 
people of this house, but there is nothing to tell about them. 
The Doctor is an open-hearted excellent man as ever was, and 
wrapped up in his children; Frau Semler is a sickly, miserly, 
petty-spirited nonentity. The children are quite uninteresting, 
though the younger, Anna or Aennchen, aged five, is very 
handsome and fat. The following short colloquy, which I over- 
heard one day after breakfast a few days since, may serve you 
as a piece of local colour. Aennchen drops a book she is carry- 
ing across the room and exclaims "Herr Jesus!" 

Mother: "Ach, das sagen Kinder nicht, Anna!" 

Aennchen (reflectively to herself, sotto voce): "Nicht fur 
Kinder!" . . . 

What here follows from Divonne— of fourteen months later— 
too full and too various to need contribution or comment. 

You must have envied within the last few weeks my revisit- 
ing of the sacred scenes of our youth, the shores of Leman, the 
de Geneve, the sloping Corraterie, etc. My only pang in 
it all has been caused by your absence, or rather by the fact of 
my presence instead of yours; for I think your abstemious and 
poetic soul would have got much more good of the things Tve 
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seen than my hardening and definite-growing nature. I wrote 
a few words about Nurnberg to Alice from Montreux. I found 
that about as pleasant an impression as any 1 have had since 
being abroad— and this because I didn’t expect it. The Amer- 
icans at Dresden had told me it was quite uninteresting. I en- 
close you a few stereographs I got there— I don’t know why, 
for they are totally irrelevant to the real effect of the place. 
This it would take Th^ophile Gautier to describe, so I re- 
nounce. It was strange to find how little I remembered at 
Geneva— I couldn’t find the way I used to take up to the 
Academy, and the shops and houses of the Rue du Rhdne vis- 
ible from our old windows left me uncertain whether they 
were the same or new ones. Kohler has set up a new hotel on 
the Quai du Mont-Blanc— you remember he’s the brother of 
our old Madame Buscarlet there; but I went for association’s 
sake to the £cu. The dining-room was differently hung, and 
the only thing in my whole 24 hours in the place that stung 
me, so to speak, with memory, was that kind of chinese- 
patterned dessert-service we used to have. So runs the world 
away. I didn’t try to look up Ritter, Chantre or any of ces 
messieurs, but started off here the next morning, where I have 
now been a week. 

My impression on gradually coming from a German into a 
French atmosphere of things was rather unexpected and not 
in all respects happy. I have been in Germany half amused 
and half impatient with the slowness of proceeding and the 
uncouthness of taste and expression that prevail there so 
largely in all things, but on exchanging it for the brightness 
and shipshapeness of these quasi-French arrangements of life 
and for the tart fire-cracker-like speech of those who make 
them I found myself inclined to retreat again on what I had 
left, and had for a few days quite a homesickness for the easy, 
ugly, substantial German ways. The “ 'tarnal" smartness in 
which the railway refreshment counters, for example, are 
dressed up, the tight waists and “tasteful” white caps of the 
female servants, the everlasting monsieur and madame, and 
especially the quickness and snappishness of enunciation, sug- 
gesting such an inward impatience, quite absurdly gave on my 
nerves. But I am getting used to it all, and the French people 
who sit near me here at table and who repelled me at first by 
the apparently cold-blooded artificiality of their address to 
each other, now seem less heartless and inhuman. I am struck 
more than ever I was with the hopelessness of us English, and 
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a fortiori the Germans, ever competing with the French in 
matters of form or finite taste of any sort. They are sensitive 
to things that simply don't exist for us. I notice it here in 
manners and speech: how can a people who speak with no 
tonic accents in their words help being cleaner and neater in 
expressing themselves? On the other hand the limitations of 
reach in the French mind strike me more and more; their de- 
light in rallying round an official standard in all matters, in 
counting and dating everything from certain great names, 
their use and love of catchwords and current phrases, their 
sacrifice of independence of mind for the mere sake of meeting 
their hearer or reader on common ground, their metaphysical 
incapacity not only to deal with questions but to know what 
the questions are, stand out plainer and plainer the more 
headway I make in German. One wonders where the “Ver- 
sohnung" or conciliation of all these rival national qualities 
is going to take place. I imagine we English stand rather be- 
tween the French and the Germans both in taste and in spir- 
itual intuition. In Germany, while unable to avoid respecting 
that solidity of the national mind which causes such a mass of 
permanent work to be produced there annually, I couldn't 
help consoling myself by the thought that whatever, after all, 
they might do, the Germans were a plebeian crowd and could 
never he such gentlemen as we were. I now find myself getting 
over the French superiority by an exactly inverse process of 
thought. The Frenchman must sneer at us even more than we 
sneer at the Germans— and which sneer is final, his at us two, 
or ours at him, or the Germans’ at us? It seems an insoluble 
question, which I fortunately haven't got to settle. 

I've read several novels lately, some of the irrepressible 
George's: La Daniella and the Beaux Messieurs de Bois-Dor^. 
(Was it thee, by the bye that wrotest the Nation notices on 
her, on W. Morris's new poem and on The Spanish Gypsy? 
They came to me unmarked, but the thoughts seemed such as 
you would entertain, and the style in some places like yours— 
in others not.) George Sand babbles her improvisations on so 
that I never begin to believe a word of what she says. I've also 
read The Woman in White, a couple of Balzac's, etc., and a 
volume of tales by M6rim6e which I will send you if I can by 
Frank Washburn. He is a big man; but the things which have 
given me most pleasure have been some sketches of travel by 
Th. Gautier. What an absolute thing genius isl That this crea- 
ture, with no more soul than a healthy poodle-dog, no phi- 
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losophy, no morality, no information (for I doubt exceedingly 
if his knowledge of architectural terms and suchlike is accu- 
rate) should give one a finer enjoyment than his betters in all 
these respects by mere force of good-nature, clear eyesight and 
felicity of phrasel His style seems to me perfect, and I should 
think it would pay you to study it with love— principally in 
the most trivial of these collections of notes of travel. T. S. P. 
has a couple of them for you, and another, which Tve read 
here and is called Caprices et Zigzags, is worth buying. It con- 
tains wonderful French (in the classic sense, I mean, with all 
those associations) descriptions of London. Tm not sure if 
you know Gautier at all save by the delicious Capitaine Fra- 
casse. But these republished feuilletons are all of as charming 
a quality and I should think would last as long as the lan- 
guage. 

There are 70 or 80 people in this etablissement, no one of 
whom I have as yet particularly cottoned up to. It's incredible 
how even so slight a barrier as the difference of language with 
most of them, and still more as the absence of local and per- 
sonal associations, range of gibes and other common ground to 
stand on, counts against one's scraping acquaintance. It's dis- 
gusting and humiliating. There is a lovely maiden of etwa 19 
sits in sight of me at the table with whom I am falling deeply 
in love. She has never looked at me yet, and I really believe 
I should be quite incapable of conversing with her even were I 
“introduced," from a sense of the above difficulties and be- 
cause one doesn't know what subjects or allusions may be pos- 
sible with a jeune fille. I suppose my life for the past year 
would have furnished you, as the great American nouvelliste, 
a good many “motives" and subjects of observation— especially 
so in this place. I wish I could pass them over to you— such as 
they are you'd profit by them more than I and gather in a 
great many more. I should like full well an hour's, or even 
longer, interview with you, and with the Parents and the 
Sister and the Aunt and all; just so as to start afresh on a clean 

basis. Give my love to Wendell Holmes. I've seen several 

times; but what a cold-blooded cuss he is! Write me your im- 
pression of T. S, P., who will probably reach you before this 
letter. If Frank Washburn ever gets home be friendly to him. 
He is much aged By travel and experience, and is a most 
charming character and generous mind. 
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XIII 

If I add to the foregoing a few lines more from my brother’s hand, 
these are of a day separated by long years from that time of our 
youth of which I have treated. Addressed after the immense inter-^ 
val to an admirable friend whom I shall not name here, they yet so \ 
vividly refer— and with something I can only feel as the first 
authority— to one of the most prized interests of our youth that, 
under the need of still failing to rescue so many of these values from 
the dark gulf, I find myself insist the more on a place here, before 
I close, for that presence in our early lives as to which my brother’s 
few words say so much.To have so promptly and earnestly spoken 
of Mary Temple the younger in this volume is indeed I think to 
have offered a gage for my not simply leaving her there. The oppor- 
tunity not so to leave her comes at any rate very preciously into my 
hands, and I can not better round off this record than by making 
the most of it. The letter to which William alludes is one that my 
reader will presently recognise. It had come back to him thus 
clearly at the far end of time. 

I am deeply thankful to you for sending me this letter, 
which revives all sorts of poignant memories and makes her 
live again in all her lightness and freedom. Few spirits have 
been more free than hers. I find myself wishing so that she 
could know me as I am now. As for knowing her as she is 
now— ??II I find that she means as much in the way of human 
character for me now as she ever did, being unique and with 
no analogue in all my subsequent experience of people. Thank 
you once more for what you have done. 

The testimony so acknowledged was a letter in a copious succes- 
sion, the produce of little more than one year, January ’69 to Feb- 
ruary ’70, sacredly preserved by the recipient; who was not long 
after the day of my brother’s acknowledgment to do me the honour 
of communicating to me the whole series. He could have done noth- 
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ing to accord more with the spirit in which I have tried to gather 
up something of the sense of our far-off past, his own as well as that 
of the rest of us; and no loose clue that I have been able to recover 
unaided touches into life anything like such a tract of the time- 
smothered consciousness. More charming and interesting things 
emerge for me than I can point to in their order— but they will 
make, I think, their own appeal. It need only further be premised 
that our delightful young cousin had had from some months back 
to begin to reckon with the progressive pulmonary weakness of 
which the letters tell the sad story. Also, I can scarce help saying, 
the whole world of the old New York, that of the earlier dancing 
years, shimmers out for me from the least of her allusions. 

I will write you as nice a letter as I can, but would much 
rather have a good talk with you. As I can't have the best 
thing I am putting up with the second-best, contrary to my 
pet theory. I feel as if I were in heaven to-day— all because 
the day is splendid and I have been driving about all the 
morning in a small sleigh in the fresh air and sunshine, until 
I found that I had in spite of myself, for the time being, 
stopped asking the usual inward question of why I was born. 

I am not going to Canada— I know no better reason for this 
than because I said I was going. My brother-in-law makes such 
a clamour when I propose departure that I am easily over- 
come by his kindness and my own want of energy. Besides, it 
is great fun to live here; the weather just now is grand, and 
I knock about all day in a sleigh, and do nothing but enjoy 
it and meditate. Then we are so near town that we often go in 
for the day to shop and lunch with some of our numerous 
friends, returning with a double relish for the country. We all 
went in on a spree the other night and stayed at the Everett 
House; from which, as a starting-point we poured ourselves 
in strong force upon Mrs. Gracie King's ball— a very grand 
affair, given for a very pretty Miss King, at Delmonico's. Our 
raid consisted of thirteen Emmets and a moderate supply of 
Temples, and the ball was a great success. It was two years 
since I had been to one and I enjoyed it so much that I mean 
very soon to repeat the experiment— at the next Assembly if 
possible. The men in society, in New York, this winter, are 
principally a lot of feeble-minded boys; but I was fortunate 
enough to escape them, as my partner for the German was a 
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man of thirty-five, the solitary man, I believe, in the room. 
Curiously enough, I had danced my last German, two years 
before, in that very place and with the same person. He is a 
Mr. Lee, who has spent nearly all his life abroad; two of his 
sisters have married German princes, and from knocking 
about so much he has become a thorough cosmopolite. As he 
is intelligent, with nothing to do but amuse himself, he is a 
very agreeable partner, and I mean to dance with him again 
as soon as possible. I don't know why I have tried your pa- , 
tience by writing so about a person you have never seen; 
unless it's to show you that I haven’t irrevocably given up the 
world, the flesh and the devil, but am conscious of a faint 
charm about them still when taken in small doses. I agree with 
you perfectly about Uncle Henry— I should think he would 
be very irritating to the legal mind; he is not at all satisfactory 
even to mine. Have you seen much of Willy James lately? 

That is a rare creature, and one in whom my intellect, if you 
will pardon the misapplication of the word, takes more solid 
satisfaction than in almost anybody. I haven't read Browning's 
new book— I mean to wait till you are by to explain it to me— 
which reminds me, along with what you say about wishing for 
the spring, that we shall go to North Conway next summer, 
and that in that case you may as well make up your mind to 
come and see us there. 1 can't wait longer than that for the 
Browning readings. (Which would have been of The Ring 
and the Book.) Arthur Sedgwick has sent me Matthew Ar- 
nold’s photograph, which Harry had pronounced so disap- 
pointing. I don’t myself, on the whole, find it so; on the con- 
trary, after having looked at it much, I like it— it quite 
harmonises with my notion of him, and I have always had an 
affection for him. You must tell me something that you are 
sure is true— I don't care much what it may be, I will take 
your word for it. Things get into a muddle with me— how 
can I give you “a start on the way of righteousness"? You 
know that way better than I do, and the only advice I can 
give you is not to stop saying your prayers. I hope God may 
bless you, and beyond those things I hardly know what is 
light, and therefore what to wish you. Good-bye. 

“North Conway" in the foregoing has almost the force for me of 
a wizard’s wand; the figures spring up again and move in a harmony 
that is not of the fierce present; the sense in particular of the August 
of ’65 shuts me in to its blest unawarenesses not less than to all that 
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was then exquisite in its current certainties and felicities; the frater- 
nising, endlessly conversing group of us gather under the rustling 
pines — ^and I admire, precisely, the arrival, the bright revelation as I 
recover it, of the so handsome young man, marked with military 
distinction but already, with our light American promptitude, ad- 
dressed to that high art of peace in which a greater eminence 
awaited him, of whom this most attaching member of the circle was 
to make four years later so wise and steady a confidant. Our circle 
I fondly call it, and doubtless then called it, because in the light of 
that description I could most rejoice in it, and I think of it now as 
having formed a little world of easy and happy interchange, of 
unrestricted and yet all so instinctively sane and secure association 
and conversation, with all its liberties and delicacies, all its mirth 
and its earnestness protected and directed so much more from 
within than from without, that I ask myself, perhaps too fatuously, 
whether any such right conditions for the play of young intelligence 
and young friendship, the reading of Matthew Arnold and Brown- 
ing, the discussion of a hundred human and personal things, the 
sense of the splendid American summer drawn out to its last gen- 
erosity, survives to this more complicated age. I doubt if there be 
circles to-day, and seem rather to distinguish confusedly gangs and 
crowds and camps, more propitious, I dare say, to material affluence 
and physical riot than anything we knew, but not nearly so ap- 
pointed for ingenious and ingenuous talk. I think of our interplay 
of relation as attuned to that fruitful freedom of what we took for 
speculation, what we didn’t recoil from as boundless curiosity— as 
the consideration of life, that is, the personal, the moral inquiry and 
adventure at large, so far as matter for them had up to then met our 
view— I think of this fine quality in our scene with no small confidence 
in its having been rare, or to be most exact perhaps, in its having been 
possible to the general American felicity and immunity as it couldn’t 
otherwise or elsewhere have begun to be. Merely to say, as an assur- 
ance, that such relatioiTs shone with the light of “innocence” is of 
itself to breathe on them wrongly or rudely, is uncouthly to “de- 
fend” them— as if the very air that consciously conceived and pro- 
duced them didn’t all tenderly and amusedly take care of them. I 
at any rate figure again, to my customary positive piety, all the 
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aspects now; that in especial of my young orphaned cousins as 
mainly composing the maiden train and seeming as if they still had 
but yesterday brushed the morning dew of the dear old Albany 
naturalness; that of the venerable, genial, erect great-aunt, their 
more immediately active guardian, a model of antique spinsterhood 
appointed to cares such as even renewals of wedlock could scarce 
more have multiplied for her, and thus, among her many ancient 
and curious national references— one was tempted to call them—' 
most impressive by her striking resemblance to the portraits, the 
most benignant, of General Washington. She might have repre- 
sented the mother, no less adequately than he represented the 
father, of their country. I can only feel, however, that what particu- 
larly drew the desired circle sharpest for me was the contribution 
to it that I had been able to effect by introducing the companion of 
my own pilgrimage, who was in turn to introduce a little later the 
great friend of his then expanding situation, restored with the close 
of the War to civil pursuits and already deep in them; the interest- 
ing pair possessed after this fashion of a quantity of common fine 
experience that glittered as so much acquired and enjoyed luxury- 
all of a sort that I had no acquisition whatever to match. I remem- 
ber being happy in that I might repeatedly point our moral, under 
permission (for we were always pointing morals), with this brilliant 
advantage of theirs even if I might with none of my own; and I of 
course knew— what was half the beauty— that if we were just the 
most delightful loose band conceivable, and immersed in a regular 
revel of all the harmonies, it was largely by grace of the three quite 
exceptional young men who, thanks in part to the final sublime 
coach-drive of other days, had travelled up from Boston with their 
preparation to admire inevitably quickened. I was quite willing to 
offer myself as exceptional through being able to promote such ex- 
ceptions and see them justified to waiting apprehension. There was 
a dangling fringe, there were graceful accessories and hovering 
shades, but, essentially, we of the true connection made up the 
drama, or in other words, for the benefit of my imagination, re- 
duced the fond figment of the Circle to terms of daily experience. 
If drama we could indeed feel this as being, I hasten to add, we 
owed it most of all to our just having such a heroine that everything 
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else inevitably came. Mary Temple was beautifully and indescrib- 
ably that — in the technical or logical as distinguished from the 
pompous or romantic sense of the word; wholly without effort or 
desire on her part— for never was a girl less consciously or consent- 
ingly or vulgarly dominant-everything that took place around her 
took place as if primarily in relation to her and in her interest: that 
is in the interest of drawing her out and displaying her the more. 
This too without her in the least caring, as I say— in the deep, the 
morally nostalgic indifferences that were the most finally charac- 
teristic thing about her— whether such an effect took place or not; 
she liked nothing in the world so much as to see others fairly ex- 
hibited; not as they might best please her by being, but as they 
might most fully reveal themselves, their stuff and their truth: 
which was the only thing that, after any first flutter for the super- 
ficial air or grace in an acquaintance, could in the least fix her 
attention. She had beyond any equally young creature I have known 
a sense for verity of character and play of life in others, for their 
acting out of their force or their weakness, whatever either might 
be, at no matter what cost to herself; and it was this instinct that 
made her care so for life in general, just as it was her being thereby 
so engaged in that tangle that made her, as I have expressed it, ever 
the heroine of the scene. Life claimed her and used her and beset 
her— made her range in her groping, her naturally immature and 
unlighted way from end to end of the scale. No one felt more the 
charm of the actual— only the actual comprised for her kinds of 
reality (those to which her letters perhaps most of all testify), that 
she saw treated round her for the most part either as irrelevant or 
as unpleasant. She was absolutely afraid of nothing she might come 
to by living with enough sincerity and enough wonder; and I think 
it is because one was to see her launched on that adventure in such 
bedimmed, such almost tragically compromised conditions that one 
is caught by her title to the heroic and pathetic mark. It is always 
difficult for us after the fact not to see young things who were soon 
to be lost to us as already distinguished by their fate; this particular 
victim of it at all events might well have made the near witness ask 
within himself how her restlessness of spirit, the finest reckless im- 
patience, was to be assuaged or “met” by the common lot. One 
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somehow saw it nowhere about us as up to her terrible young 
standard of the interesting-even if to say this suggests an air of 
tension, a sharpness of importunity, than which nothing could have 
been less like her. The charming, irresistible fact was that one had 
never seen a creature with such lightness of forms, a lightness all 
her own, so inconsequently grave at the core, or an asker of endless 
questions with such apparent lapses of care. It is true that as an 
effect of the state of health which during the year ’69 grew steadily 
worse the anxious note and serious mind sound in her less intermit- 
tently than by her former wont. 

This might be headed with that line of a hymn, “Hark, 
from the tombs etc.!”— but perhaps it won't prove as bad as 
that. It looks pretty doubtful still, but I have a sort of feeling 
that I shall come round this one time more; by which I don't 
mean to brag! The “it” of which I speak is of course my old 
enemy hemorrhage, of which I have had within the last week 
seven pretty big ones and several smaller, hardly worth men- 
tioning. I don't know what has come over me— I can't stop 
them; but, as I said, I mean to try and beat them yet. Of 
course I am in bed, where I shall be indefinitely— not allowed 
to speak one word, literally, even in a whisper. The reason I 
write this is because I don't think it will hurt me at all— if 
I take it easy and stop when I feel tired. It is a pleasant break 
in the monotony of gruel and of thinking of the grave— and 
then too a few words from somebody who is strong and active 
in the good old world (as it seems to me now) would be very 
refreshing. But don't tell anyone I have written, because it will 
be sure to reach the ears of my dear relatives and will cause 
them to sniff the air and flouncel You see I am a good deal of 
a baby— in the sense of not wanting the reproaches of my rela- 
tives on this or any other subject. . . . All the Emmets are so 
good and kind that I found, when it came to the point, that 
there was a good deal to make life attractive, and that if the 
choice were given me I would much rather stay up here on 
the solid earth, in the air and sunshine, with an occasional 
sympathetic glimpse of another person's soul, than to be put 
down underground and say good-bye for ever to humanity, 
with all its laughter and its sadness. Yet you mustn't think 
me now in any special danger of dying, or even in low spirits, 
for it isn't so— the doctor tells me I am not in danger, even if 
the hemorrhages should keep on. However, “you can't fool 
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a regular boarder,” as Mr. Holmes would say, and I can't see 
why there is any reason to think they will heal a week hence, 
when I shall be still weaker, if they can't heal now. Still, they 
may be going to stop— I haven't had one since yesterday at 4, 
and now it's 3; nearly twenty-four hours. I am of a hopeful 
temperament and not easily scared, which is in my favour. 

If this should prove to be the last letter you get from me, why 
take it for a good-bye; I’ll keep on the lookout for you in the 
spirit world, and shall be glad to see you when you come 
there, provided it's a better place than this. Elly is in New 
York, enjoying herself immensely, and I haven't let her know 
how ill I have been, as there were to be several parties this 
last week and I was afraid it might spoil her fun. I didn’t 
mean you to infer from my particularising Willy James's in- 
tellect that the rest of him isn't to my liking— he is one of the 
very few people in this world that I love. He has the largest 
heart as well as the largest head, and is thoroughly interesting 
to me. He is generous and affectionate and full of sympathy 
and humanity— though you mustn’t tell him I say so, lest he 
should think I have been telling you a lie to serve my own 
purposes. Good-bye. 

I should have little heart, I confess, for what is essentially the 
record of a rapid illness if it were not at the same time the image 
of an admirable soul. Surrounded as she was with affection she had 
yet greatly to help herself, and nothing is thus more penetrating 
than the sense, as one reads, that a method of care would have been 
followed for her to-day, and perhaps followed with signal success, 
that was not in the healing or nursing range of forty years ago. 

It is a week ago to-day, I think, since I last wrote to you, 
and I have only had one more hemorrhage— the day after. I 
feel pretty sure they have stopped for the present, and I am 
sitting up in my room, as bright as possible. Yesterday when 
I walked across it I thought I should never be strong again, 
but now it’s quite different, and so nice to be out of bed that 
my spirits go up absurdly. As soon as I am able I am to be 
taken to town for another examination, and then when I 
know my fate I will do the best I can. This climate is trying, 
to be sure, but such as it is I’ve got to take my chance 
as there is no one I care enough for, or who cares enough for 
me, to take charge of me to Italy, or to the south anywhere. 
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I don't believe any climate, however good, would be of the 
least use to me with people I don't care for. You may let your 
moustache grow down to your toes if you like, and I shall but 
smile scornfully at your futile precautions. 

Of the following, in spite of its length, I can bring myself to 
abate nothing. 

.... Well, “to make a long story short," as Hannah (her 
old nurse) says, I caught a cold, and it went to the weak spot, 
and I had another slight attack of hemorrhage; but I took the 
necessary steps at once, stayed in bed and didn't speak for six 
days, and then it stopped and I felt better than I had at all 
since I was first taken ill. But I began to tire so of such con- 
stant confinement to my room that they promised to take me 
to town as soon as I was well enough, and perhaps to the 
Opera. This of course would have been a wild excitement for 
me, and I had charming little plans of music by day and by 
night, for a week, which I meant to spend with Mrs. Griswold. 
Accordingly a cavalcade set out from here on Monday, con- 
sisting of myself escorted by sisters and friends, who were to 
see me safely installed in my new quarters and leave me. I 
arrived, bundled up, at Mrs. Griswold's, and had begun to 
consider myself already quite emancipated from bondage— so 
that I was discussing with my brother-in-law the propriety of 
my going that evening to hear Faust, this but the beginning 
of a mad career on which I proposed to rush headlong— when 
Dr. Bassett arrived, who is the medical man that 1 had meant 
to consult during my stay incidentally and between the 
pauses in the music. The first thing he said was: "What are 
you doing here? Go directly back to the place you came from 
and don't come up again till the warm weather. As for music, 
you mustn't hear of it or even think of it for two months." 

This was pleasant, but there was nothing to be done but obey; 
which I did a few hours later, with my trunk still unpacked 
and my immediate plan of life somewhat limited. 

I say my immediate plan because my permanent found itself 
by no means curtailed, but on the contrary expanded and 
varied in a manner I had not even dared to hope. This came 
from what Dr. B. said subsequently, when he had examined 
my lungs; that is to say after he had laid his head affection- 
ately first under one of my shoulders and then the other, and 
there kept it solemnly for about ten minutes, in a way that 
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was irresistibly ludicrous, especially with Kitty as spectator. 
His verdict was that my lungs were sound, that he couldn’t 
detect the least evidence of disease, and that hemorrhage 
couldn't have come from the lung itself, but from their mem- 
braneous lining, and that of the throat, whatever this may 
be. So he gave me to understand that I have as sound a pair 
of lungs at present as the next person; in fact from what he 
said one would have thought them a pair that a prize-fighter 
might covet. At the same time he sent me flying back to the 
country, with orders not to get excited, nor to listen to music, 
nor to speak with anybody I care for, nor to do anything in 
short that the unregenerate nature longs for. This struck my 
untutored mind as somewhat inconsistent, and I ventured a 
gentle remonstrance, which however was not even listened to, 
and I was ignominiously thrust into a car and borne back to 
Pelham. The problem still bothers me: either sound lungs are 
a very dangerous thing to have, or there is a foul conspiracy 
on foot to oppress me. Still, I cling to the consoling thought of 
my matchless lungs, and this obliterates my present sufferings. 

Harry came to see me before he sailed for Europe; I’m very 
glad he has gone, though I don’t expect to see him again for 
a good many years. I don’t think he will come back for a long 
time, and I hope it will do him good and that he will enjoy 
himself— which he hasn’t done for several years. I haven’t read 
all of Faust, but I think I know the scenes you call divine— at 
least I know some that are exquisite. But why do you speak so 
disparagjingly of King David, whom I always had a weakness 
for? Think how charming and lovable a person he must have 
been, poet, musician and so much else combined— with how- 
ever their attendant imperfections. I don’t think 1 should have 
cared to be Queen David exactly. I am possessed with an over- 
powering admiration and affection for George Eliot. I don t 
know why this has so suddenly come over me, but everything 
I look at of hers nowadays makes me take a deeper interest in 
her. I should love to see her, and I hope Harry will; I asked 
him to give my love to her. But I don’t remember ever to have 
heard you speak of her. Good-bye. I wish conventionality 
would invent some other way of ending a letter than yours 
truly”; I am so tired of it, and as one says it to one’s shoe- 
maker it would be rather more complimentary to one’s friends 
to dispense with it altogether and just sign one’s name with- 
out anything, after the manner of Miss Emerson and other 
free Boston citizens. But I am a slave to conventionality, and 
after all am yours truly. , - , 
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Singularly present has remained to “Harry,” as may be imagined, 
the rapid visit he paid her at Pelham that February; he was spending 
a couple of days in New York, on a quick decision, before taking 
ship for England. I was then to make in Europe no such stay as she 
had forecast— I was away but for fifteen months; though I can well 
believe my appetite must have struck her as open to the boundless, 
and can easily be touched again by her generous thought of this 
as the right compensatory thing for me. That indeed is what I 
mainly recall of the hour I spent with her— so unforgettable none, 
the less in its general value; our so beautifully agreeing that quite 
the same course would be the right thing for her and that it was 
wholly detestable I should be voyaging oft without her. But the 
precious question and the bright aspect of her own still waiting 
chance made our talk for the time all gaiety; it was, strangely 
enough, a laughing hour altogether, coloured with the vision of the 
next winter in Rome, where we should romantically meet: the ap- 
pearance then being of particular protective friends with Roman 
designs, under whose wing she might happily travel. She had at 
that moment been for many weeks as ill as will here have been 
shown; but such is the priceless good faith of youth that we per- 
fectly kept at bay together the significance of this. I recall no mortal 
note— nothing but the bright extravagance of her envy; and see her 
again, in the old-time Pelham parlours, ever so erectly slight and 
so more than needfully, so transparently, fair (I fatuously took this 
for “becoming”), glide as swiftly, toss her head as characteristically, 
laugh to as free a disclosure of the handsome largeish teeth that 
made her mouth almost the main fact of her face, as if no corner of 
the veil of the future had been lifted. The house was quiet and 
spacious for the day, after the manner of all American houses of 
that age at those hours, and yet spoke of such a possible muster at 
need of generous, gregarious, neighbouring, sympathising Emmets; 
in spite of which, withal, the impression was to come back to me as 
of a child struggling with her ignorance in a sort of pathless desert 
of the genial and the casual. Three months before I returned to 
America the struggle had ended. I was, as happened, soon to see in 
London her admiration, and my own, the great George Eliot— a 
brief glimpse then, but a very impressive, and wellnigh my main 
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satisfaction in which was that I should have my cousin to tell of iL 
I found the Charles Nortons settled for the time in London, with 
social contacts and penetrations, a give and take of hospitality, 
that I felt as wondrous and of some elements of which they offered 
me, in their great kindness, the benefit; so that I was long to value 
having owed them in the springtime of ’69 five separate impressions 
of distinguished persons, then in the full flush of activity and au- 
thority, that affected my young provincialism as a positive fairytale 
of privilege. I had a Sunday afternoon hour with Mrs. Lewes at 
North Bank, no second visitor but my gentle introducer, the 
younger Miss Norton, sharing the revelation, which had some odd 
and for myself peculiarly thrilling accompaniments; and then the 
opportunity of dining with Mr. Ruskin at Denmark Hill, an im- 
pression of uneffaced intensity and followed by a like—and yet so 
unlike— evening of hospitality from William Morris in the medieval 
mise-en-scene of Queen Square. This had been preceded by a lunch- 
eon with Charles Darwin, beautifully benignant, sublimely simple, at 
Down; a memory to which I find attached our incidental wondrous 
walk— Mrs. Charles Norton, the too near term of her earthly span 
then smoothly out of sight, being my guide for the happy excursion 
—across a private park of great oaks, which I conceive to have been 
the admirable Holwood and where I knew my first sense of a matter 
afterwards, through fortunate years, to be more fully disclosed: 
the springtime in such places, the adored footpath, the first prim- 
roses, the stir and scent of renascence in the watered sunshine and 
under spreading boughs that were somehow before aught else the 
still reach of remembered lines of Tennyson, ached over in nostal- 
gic years. The rarest hour of all perhaps, or at least the strangest, 
strange verily to the pitch of the sinister, was a vision, provided by 
the same care, of D. G. Rossetti in the vernal dusk of Queen s House 
Chelsea— among his pictures, amid his poetry itself, his whole haunt- 
ing “esthetic,'' and yet above all bristling with his personality, with 
his perversity, with anything, as it rather awfully seemed to me, but 
his sympathy, though it at the same time left one oddly desirous of 
more of him. These impressions heaped up the measure, goodness 
knew, of what would serve for Minnie's curiosity-she was familiarly 
Minnie to us; the point remaining all along, however, that, impa- 
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tient at having overmuch to wait, I rejoiced in possession of the 
exact vivid terms in which I should image George Eliot to her. I 
was much later on to renew acquaintance with that great lady, but I 
think I scarce exceed in saying that with my so interested cousin s 
death half the savour of my appreciation had lost itself. Just in those 
days, that month of April, the latter had made a weak ineffectual 
move to Philadelphia in quest of physical relief— which expressed 
at the same time even more one of those Teachings out for appease^ 
ment of the soul which were never too publicly indulged in, but by\ 
which her power to interest the true subjects of her attraction was 
infinitely quickened. It represented wonderments, I might well in- 
deed have said to myself, even beyond any inspired by the high muse 
of North Bank. 

I suppose I ought to have something special to say after hav- 
ing been suddenly transplanted to a new place and among 
new people, yet there isn't much to tell. I came because they 
all thought at home that the climate might do me good; I 
don't feel, however, any difference in my sensations between 
this and New York— if I do it's in favour of New York. I wish 
it might turn out that an inland climate isn’t after all neces- 
sary for me, as I like the other sort much better and really 
think I feel stronger in it too. My doctor told me that Boston 
would kill me in six months— though he is possibly mistaken. 

I am going to try it a little longer here, and then go back to 
Pelham, where I'm pretty sure I shall find myself better again. 

It may be that the mental atmosphere is more to me than any 
other, for I feel homesick here all the while, or at least what 
I call so, being away from what is most like home to me, and 
what if I were there I should call tired. The chief object I had 
in coming was to listen to Phillips Brooks; I have heard him 
several times and am not, I think, disappointed. To be sure he 
didn't say anything new or startling, but I certainly oughtn't 
to have expected that, though I believe I did have a secret 
hope that he was going to expound to me the old beliefs with 
a clearness that would convince me for ever and banish doubt. 

I had placed all my hopes in him as the one man I had heard 
of who, progressive in all other ways, had yet been able to 
keep his faith firm in the things that most earnest men have 
left far behind them. Yet in preaching to his congregation he 
doesn't, or didn't, touch the real difficulties at all. He was 
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leading them forward instead of trying to make it clear to 
me that I have any good reason for my feelings. Still, it was 
something to feel that he has them too, and isn’t afraid to 
trust them and live for them. I wonder what he really does 
believe or think about it all, and whether he knows the re- 
action that comes to me about Thursday, after the enthusiasm 
and confidence made by his eloquence and earnestness on 
Sunday. To-morrow will be Saturday, and I shall be glad 
when Sunday comes to wind me up again. I feel sadly run 
down to-night and as if I should like to see some honest old 
pagan and shake him by the hand. It will seem all right and 
easy again soon, I know, but is it always thus? Is there no 
more of that undoubting faith in the world that there used to 
be? But I won’t talk any more about it now, or I shan’t sleep; 
it is getting late and all themes but the least interesting must 
be put away. 

‘"Quaint,” as we now say, it at this end of time seems to me that 
Phillips Brooks, the great Episcopal light of the period, first in 
Philadelphia and then in Boston, and superior character, excellent, 
even ardent, thoughtful, genial, practical man, should have ap- 
peared to play before her a light possibly of the clear strain, the 
rich abundance, the straight incidence, that she so desired to think 
attainable. A large, in fact an enormous, softly massive and sociably 
active presence, of capacious attention and comforting suggestion, 
he was a brave worker among those who didn’t too passionately 
press their questions and claims— half the office of such a minister 
being, no doubt, to abate the high pitch, and the high pitch being 
by the same token too much Minnie’s tendency. She was left with 
it in the smug Philadelphia visibly on her hands; she had found 
there after all but a closed door, to which she was blandly directed, 
rather than an open, and the sigh of her falling back with her dis- 
appointment seems still to reach one’s ears. She found them too 
much all round, the stifiE blank barriers that, for whatever thump- 
ing, didn’t “give;” and in fine I like not too faintly to colour this 
image of her as failing, in her avid young sincerity, to draw from 
the honest pastor of more satisfied souls any assurance that she 
could herself honestly apply. I confess that her particular recorded 
case, slender enough in its lonely unrest, suggests to me a force, or 
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at least a play, of effective criticism more vivid to-day than either 
of the several rich monuments, honourably as these survive, to 
Phillips Brooks’s positive “success.” She had no occasion or no 
chance to find the delightful harmonising friend in him— which was 
part of the success for so many others. But her letter goes on after 
a couple of days— she had apparently not sent the previous part, and 
it brings her back, we can rejoicingly note, to George Eliot, whose 
poem, alluded to, must have been The Spanish Gipsy. This work 
may indeed much less have counted for her than the all-engulfing 
Mill on the Floss, incomparably privileged production, which shone: 
for young persons of that contemporaneity with a nobleness that 
nothing under our actual star begins in like case to match. These 
are great recognitions, but how can I slight for them a mention that 
has again and again all but broken through in my pages?— that of 
Francis Boott and his daughter (she to become later on Mrs. Frank 
Duveneck and to yield to the same dismal decree of death before 
her time that rested on so many of the friends of our youth). When 
I turn in thought to the happiness that our kinswoman was still to 
have known in her short life, for all her disaster, Elizabeth Boott, 
delightful, devoted and infinitely under the charm, at once hovers 
for me; this all the more, I hasten to add, that we too on our side, 
and not least Mary Temple herself, were under the charm, and 
that that charm, if less immediately pointed, affected all our young 
collective sensibility as a wondrous composite thing. There was the 
charm for us— if I must not again speak in assurance but for myself 
—that “Europe,” the irrepressible even as the ewig Weibliche of lit- 
erary allusion was irrepressible, had more than anything else to do 
with; and then there was the other that, strange to say (strange as I, 
once more, found myself feeling it) owed nothing of its authority 
to anything so markedly out of the picture. The spell to which I in 
any case most piously sacrificed, most cultivated the sense of, was 
ever of this second cast— and for the simple reason that the other, 
serene in its virtue, fairly insolent in its pride, needed no rites and 
no care. It must be allowed that there was nothing composite in any 
spell proceeding, whether directly or indirectly, from the great 
Albany connection: this form of the agreeable, through whatever 
appeals, could certainly not have been more of a piece, as we say— 
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more of a single superfused complexion, an element or principle 
that we could in the usual case ever so easily and pleasantly account 
for. The case of that one in the large number of my cousins whom 
we have seen to be so incomparably the most interesting was of 
course anything but the usual; yet the Albany origin, the woodnote 
wild, sounded out even amid her various voices and kept her true, 
in her way, to something we could only have called local, or perhaps 
family, type. Essentially, however, she had been a free incalculable 
product, a vivid exception to rules and precedents; so far as she had 
at all the value of the “composite” it was on her own lines altogether 
—the composition was of things that had lain nearest to hand. It 
mattered enormously for such a pair as the Bootts, intimately asso- 
ciated father and daughter, that what had lain nearest their hand, 
or at least that of conspiring nature and fortune in preparing them 
for our consumption, had been the things of old Italy, of the incon- 
ceivable Tuscany, that of the but lately expropriated Grand Dukes 
in particular, and that when originally alighting among us en plein 
Newport they had seemed fairly to reek with a saturation, esthetic, 
historic, romantic, that everything roundabout made precious. I 
was to apprehend in due course, and not without dismay, that what 
they really most reeked with was the delight of finding us ourselves 
exactly as we were; they fell so into the wondrous class of inverted 
romantics, several other odd flowers of which I was later on to have 
anxiously to deal with: we and our large crude scene of barbaric 
plenty, as it mig^t have been called, beguiled them to appreciations 
such as made our tribute to themselves excite at moments their im- 
patience and strike them as almost silly. It was our conditions that 
were picturesque, and I had to make the best of a time when they 
themselves appeared to consent to remain so but by the beautiful 
gaiety of their preference. This, I remember well, I found discon- 
certing, so that my main affectionate business with them became, 
under amusement by the way, that of keeping them true to type. 
What above all contributed was that they really couldn’t help their 
case, try as they would to shake off the old infection; they were 
of “old world” production through steps it was too late to retrace; 
and they were in the practical way and in the course of the very 
®ext years to plead as guilty to this as the highest proper standard 
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for them could have prescribed. They “went back,” and again and 
again, with a charming, smiling, pleading inconsequence— any pre- 
text but the real one, the fact that the prime poison was in their 
veins, serving them at need; so that, as the case turned, all my own 
earlier sense, on the spot, of Florence and Rome was to mix itself 
with their delightfully rueful presence there. I could then perfectly 
put up with that flame of passion for Boston and Newport in them 
which still left so perfect their adaptability to Italian installations 
that would have been impossible save for subtle Italian reasons. 

I speak of course but of the whole original view: time brings 
strange revenges and contradictions, and all the later history was to 
be a chapter by itself and of the fullest. We had been all alike ac- 
cessible in the first instance to the call of those references which 
played through their walk and conversation with an effect that their 
qualifying ironies and amusing reactions, where such memories 
were concerned, couldn’t in the least abate; for nothing in fact lent 
them a happier colour than just this ability to afford so carelessly to 
cheapen the certain treasure of their past. They had enough of that 
treasure to give it perpetually away— in our subsequently to be more 
determined, our present, sense; in short we had the fondest use for 
their leavings even when they themselves hadn’t. Mary Temple, 
with her own fine quality so far from composite, rejoiced in the 
perception, however unassisted by any sort of experience, of what 
their background had “meant”; she would have liked to be able to 
know just that for herself, as I have already hinted, and I actually 
find her image most touching perhaps by its so speaking of what 
she with a peculiar naturalness dreamed of and missed. Of clear old 
English stock on her father’s side, her sense for what was English 
in life— so we used to simplify— was an intimate part of her, little 
chance as it enjoyed for happy verifications. In the Bootts, despite 
their still ampler and more recently attested share in that racial 
strain, the foreign tradition had exceedingly damped the English, 
which didn’t however in the least prevent her being caught up by 
it as it had stamped itself upon the admirable, the infinitely civilised 
and sympathetic, the markedly produced Lizzie. This delightful 
girl, educated, cultivated, accomplished, toned above all, as from 
steeping in a rich old medium, to a degree of the rarest among her 
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coevals “on our side,” had the further, the supreme grace that she 
melted into American opportunities of friendship-and small blame 
to her, given such as she then met — with the glee of a sudden scarce 
believing discoverer. Tuscany could only swoon away under com- 
parison of its starved sociabilities and complacent puerilities, the 
stress of which her previous years had so known, with the multiplied 
welcomes and freedoms, the exquisite and easy fellowships that 
glorified to her the home scene. Into not the least of these quick 
affinities had her prompt acquaintance with Mary Temple confi- 
dently ripened; and with no one in the aftertime, so long as that too 
escaped the waiting shears, was I to find it more a blest and sacred 
rite, guarded by no stiff approaches, to celebrate my cousin’s mem- 
ory. That really is my apology for this evocation— which might un- 
der straighter connections have let me in still deeper; since if I have 
glanced on another page of the present miscellany at the traps too 
often successfully set for my wandering feet my reader will doubt- 
less here recognise a perfect illustration of our danger and will 
accuse me of treating an inch of canvas to an acre of embroidery. Let 
the poor canvas figure time and the embroidery figure consciousness 
—the proportion will perhaps then not strike us as so wrong. Con- 
sciousness accordingly still grips me to the point of a felt pressure 
of interest in such a matter as the recoverable history— history in the 
esthetic connection at least— of its insistent dealings with a given 
case. How in the course of time for instance was it not insistently 
to deal, for a purpose of application, with the fine prime image 
deposited all unwittingly by the "picturesque” (as I absolutely re- 
quired to feel it) Boott situation or Boott datai The direct or vital 
value of these last, in so many ways, was experiential, a stored and 
assimilated thing; but the seed of suggestion proved after long years 
to have kept itself apart in order that it should develop under a 
panicular breath. A not other than lonely and bereft American, 
addicted to the arts and endowed for them, housed to an effect of 
long expatriation in a massive old Florentine villa with a treasured 
and tended little daughter by his side, that was the germ which for 
reasons beyond my sounding the case of Frank Boott had been ap- 
pointed to plant deep down in my vision of things. So lodged it 
waited, but the special instance, as I say, had lodged it, and it lost 
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no vitality— on the contrary it acquired every patience— by the faa 
that little by little each of its connections above ground, so to speak, 
was successively cut. Then at last after years it raised its own head 
into the air and found its full use for the imagination. An Italianate 
bereft American with a little moulded daughter in the setting of a 
massive old Tuscan residence was at the end of years exactly what 
was required by a situation of my own— conceived in the light of the 
Novel; and I had it there, in the authenticated way, with its essen- 
tial fund of truth, at once all the more because my admirable ol4 
friend had given it to me and none the less because he had no single 
note of character or temper, not a grain of the non-essential, in 
common with my Gilbert Osmond. This combination of facts has 
its shy interest, I think, in the general imaginative or reproductive 
connection— testifying as it so happens to do on that whole question 
of the “putting of people into books” as to which any ineptitude of 
judgment appears always in order. I probably shouldn’t have had 
the Gilbert Osmonds at all without the early “form” of the Frank 
Bootts, but I still more certainly shouldn’t have had them with the 
sense of my old inspirers. The form had to be disembarrassed of 
that sense and to take in a thoroughly other; thanks to which ac- 
count of the matter I am left feeling that I scarce know whether 
most to admire, for support of one’s beautiful business of the picture 
of life, the relation of “people” to art or the relation of art to people. 
Adorable each time the mystery of which of these factors, as we 
say, has the more prevailingly conduced to a given effect— and too 
much adored, at any rate, I allow, when carrying me so very far 
away. I retrace my steps with this next. 

I have made several attempts lately to write you a letter, but 
I have given it up after two or three pages, because I have 
always been in a blue state of mind at the time, and have each 
time charitably decided before it was too late to spare you. 

But if I were to wait until things change to rose-colour I 
might perhaps wait till I die, or longer even, in which case 
your next communication from me would be a spiritual one. 

I am going to Newport in the early part of May to meet the 
Bootts— Henrietta has just come back from there delighted 
with her visit; why, heaven knows, I suppose, but I don’t— 
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except that she is in that blissful state of babyhood peculiar 
to herself where everything seems delightful. ... I like George 
Eliot not through her poem so much, not nearly so much, as 
through her prose. The creature interests me personally, and 
I feel a desire to know something of her life; how far her lofty 
moral sentiments have served her practically— for instance in 
her dealings with Lewes. I see that she understands the char- 
acter of a generous woman, that is of a woman who believes 
in generosity and who must be that or nothing, and who feels 
keenly, notwithstanding, how hard it is practically to follow 
this out, and how (looking at it from the point of view of 
comfort as far as this world goes) it “pays*' not at all. We are 
having weather quite like summer and rather depressing; I 
don't feel very well and am always catching cold— that is I 
suppose I am, as I have a cough nearly all the time. As for 
Phillips Brooks, what you say of him is, no doubt, all true— 
he didn't touch the main point when / heard him, at all 
events, and that satisfaction you so kindly wish me is, I am 
afraid, not to be got from any man. The mystery of this world 
grows and grows, and sticks out of every apparently trivial 
thing, instead of lessening. I hope this feeling may not be the 
incipient stage of insanity. Paul told the truth when he said 
that now we see through a glass, very darkly. I hope and trust 
that the rest may be equally true, and that some day we shall 
see face to face. You say it is easy to drown thought by well- 
doing, and is it not also the soundest philosophy (so long of 
course as one doesn’t humbug oneself); since by simply think- 
ing out a religion who has ever arrived at anything that did 
not leave one's heart empty? Do you ever see Willy James? 
Good-bye. 


Needless enough surely to declare that such pages were essentially 
not lovedetters: that they could scarce have been less so seems ex- 
actly part of their noble inevitability, as well as a proof singularly 
interesting and charming that confident friendship may obey its 
force and insist on its say quite as much as the sentiment we are apt 
to toke, as to many of its occasions, for the supremely vocal. We have 
so often seen this latter beat distressfully about the bush for some- 
thing still deficient, something in the line of positive esteem or con- 
structive respect, whether offered or enjoyed, that an esteem and a 
respect such as we here apprehend, explicit enough on either si e to 
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dispense with those superlatives in which graceless reaction has been 
known insidiously to lurk, peculiarly refresh and instruct us. The 
fine special quietude of the relation thus promoted in a general con- 
sciousness of unrest— and even if it could breed questions too, since 
a relation that breeds none at all is not a living one— was of the 
highest value to the author of my letters, who had already suffi- 
ciently “lived,” in her generous way, to know well enough in how 
different a quarter to look for the grand inconclusive. The direct- 
ness, the ease, the extent of the high consideration, the felt need 6i 
it as a support, indeed one may almost say as an inspiration, iti 
trouble, and the free gift of it as a delightful act of intelligence and 
justice, render the whole exhibition, to my sense, admirable in its 
kind. Questions luckily could haunt it, as I say and as we shall 
presently see, but only to illustrate the more all the equilibrium 
preserved. I confess I can imagine no tribute to a manly nature 
from a feminine more final even than the confidence in “mere” con- 
sideration here embodied— the comfort of the consideration being 
in the fact that the character with which the feminine nature was 
dealing lent it, could it but come, such weight. We seem to see play 
through the whole appeal of the younger person to the somewhat 
older an invocation of the weight suspended, weight of judgment, 
weight of experience and authority, and which may ever so quietly 
drop. How kindly in another relation it had been in fact capable of 
dropping comes back to me in the mention of my brother Wilky, 
as to whom this aspect of his admiring friendship for our young 
relative’s correspondent, the fruit of their common military service 
roundabout Charleston, again comprehensively testifies. That com- 
radeship was a privilege that Wilky strongly cherished, as well as 
what one particularly liked to think for him of his having known— 
he was to have known nothing more fortunate, in no less a degree 
was our elder brother to come to prize his like share in the associa- 
tion— this being sufficiently indicated, for that matter, in the note 
I have quoted from him. That I have prized my own share in it let 
my use of this benefit derived strongly represent. But again for 
Minnie herself the sadder admonition is sharp, and 1 find I know 
not what lonely pluck in her relapses shaken off as with the jangle 
of silver bells, her expert little efforts to live them down, Newport 
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and other matters aiding and the general preoccupied good will all 
vainly at her service. Pitiful in particular her carrying her trouble 
experimentally back to the Newport of the first gladness of her girl- 
hood and of the old bright spectacle. 

I know quite well I don't owe you a letter, and that the 
custom for maidens is to mete out strictly letter for letter; 
but if you don't mind it I don't, and if you do mind that 
kind of thing you had better learn not to at once—if you 
propose to be a friend of mine; or else have your feelings from 
time to time severely shocked. After which preamble I will say 
that there is a special reason in this case, though there might 
not be in another. 

She mentions having seen a common friend, in great bereavement 
and trouble, who has charged her with a message to her correspond- 
ent “if you know of anything to comfort a person when the one they 
love best dies, for heaven's sake say it to her— 7 hadn't a word to say." 
And she goes on: 

I wrote to you that I was going to Newport, and I meant to 
go next Tuesday, but I had another hemorrhage last night, 
and it is impossible to say when I shall be able to leave here. 

I think I was feeling ill when I last wrote to you, and ever 
since have been coughing and feeling wretchedly, until finally 
the hemorrhage has come. If that goes over well I think I 
shall be better. I am in bed now, on the old plan of gruel and 
silence, and I may get off without any worse attack this time. 

It is a perfect day, like summer— my windows are up and the 
birds sing. It seems quite out of keeping that I should be in 
bed. I should be all right if I could only get rid of coughing. 

The warm weather will set me up again. I wonder what you 
are doing to-day. Probably taking a solitary walk and medi- 
tating— on what? Good-bye. 

But she went to Newport after a few days apparently; whence 
comes this. 

I believe I was in bed when I last wrote to you, but that 
attack didn't prove nearly so bad a one as the previous; 1 
rather bullied it, and after the fourth hemorrhage it ceased; 
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moreover my cough is better since I came here. But I am, to 
tell the truth, a little homesick— and am afraid 1 am becoming 
too much of a baby. Whether it’s from illness or from the nat- 
ural bent I know not, but there is no comfort in life away 
from people who care for you— not an heroic statement, I am 
fully aware. I hear that Wilky is at home, and dare say he will 
have the kindness to run down and see me while I am here; 
at least I hope so. But I am not in the mood for writing to-day 
—I am tired and can only bore you if I kept on. It is just a 
year since we began to write, and aren’t you by this time a 
little tired of it? If you are, say so like a man— don’t be afraid 
of me. Now I am going to lie down before dressing for dinner. 
Good-bye. 

This passage more than a month later makes me ask myself of 
which of the correspondents it strikes me as most characteristic. The 
gay clearness of the one looks out— as it always looked out on the 
least chance given— at the several apparent screens of the other; each 
of which is indeed disconnectedly, independently clear, but tells too 
small a part (at least for her pitch of lucidity) of what they together 
enclose, and what was quand meme of so fine an implication. De- 
lightful at the same time any page from her that is not one of the 
huddled milestones of her rate of decline. 

How can I write to you when I have forgotten all about 
you?— if one can forget what one has never known. However, 

I am not quite sure whether it isn’t knowing you too much 
rather than too little that seems to prevent. Do you compre- 
hend the diflBculty? Of course you don’t, so I will explain. 

The trouble is, I think, that to me you have no distinct per- 
sonality. I don’t feel sure to whom I am writing when I say 
to myself that I will write to you. I see mentally three men, 
all answering to your name, each liable to read my letters and 
yet differing so much from each other that if it is proper for 
one of them it’s quite unsuitable to the others. Do you see? 

If you can once settle for me the question of which gets my 
letters I shall know better what to say in theiri. Is it the man 
I used to see (I can’t say know) at Conway, who had a beard, 

I think, and might have been middle-aged, and who discussed 
Trollope’s novels with Kitty and Elly? This was doubtless one 
of the best of men, but he didn’t interest me, I never felt dis- 
posed to speak to him, and used to get so sleepy in his society 
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at about eight o'clock that I wandered how the other girls 
could stay awake till eleven. Is it that person who reads my 
letters? Or is it the young man I recently saw at Newport, 
with a priestly countenance, calm and critical, with whom I 
had certainly no fault to find as a chance companion for three 
or four days, but whom I should never have dreamt of writing 
to or bothering with my affairs one way or the other, happi- 
ness or no happiness, as he would doubtless at once despise 
me for my nonsense and wonder at me for my gravity? Does 
he get my letters?— or is it finally the being who has from time 
to time himself written to me, signing by the same name that 
the other gentlemen appropriate? If my correspondent is this 
last I know where I stand— and, please heaven, shall stand 
there some time longer. Him I won’t describe, but he’s the 
only one of the three I care anything about. My only doubt is 
because I always address him at Pemberton Square, and I 
think him the least likely of the three to go there much. But 
good-bye, whichever you arel 

It was not at any rate to be said of her that she didn’t live sur- 
rounded, even though she had to go so far afield— very far it may at 
moments have appeared to her— for the freedom of talk that was her 
greatest need of all. How happily and hilariously surrounded this 
next, of the end of the following August, and still more its sequel of 
the mid-September, abundantly bring back to me; so in the habit 
were the numerous Emmets, it might almost be said, of marrying 
the numerous young women of our own then kinship: they at all 
events formed mainly by themselves at that time the figures and the 
action of her immediate scene. The marriage of her younger sister 
was as yet but an engagement— to the brother-in-law of the eldest, 
already united to Richard Emmet and with Temple kinship, into 
the bargain, playing between the pairs. All of which animation of 
prospective and past weddings-bells, with whatever consolidation of 
pleasant ties, couldn't quench her ceaseless instinct for the obscurer 
connections of things or keep passionate reflections from awaiting 
her at every turn. This disposition in her, and the way in which, at 
the last push, the gate of thought opened for her to its widest, which 
was to the prospect of the soul and the question of interests on its 
part that wouldn’t be ignored, by no means fails to put to me that 
she might well have found the mystifications of life, had she been 
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appointed to enjoy more of them, much in excess of its content- 
ments. It easily comes up for us over the relics of those we have seen 
beaten, this sense that it was not for nothing they missed the ampler 
experience, but in no case that I have known has it come up for me 
so much. In none other have I so felt the naturalness of our asking 
ourselves what such spirits would have done with their extension 
and what would have satisfied them; since dire as their defeat may 
have been we don’t see them, in the ambiguous light of some of 
their possibilities, at peace with victory. This may be perhaps ah 
illusion of our interest in them, a mere part of its ingenuity; and 1 
allow that if our doubt is excessive it does them a great wrong— 
which is another way in which they were not to have been righted. 
We soothe a little with it at any rate our sense of the tragic. 

. . . The irretrievableness of the step (her sister E.*s mar- 
riage) comes over my mind from time to time in such an over- 
whelming way that it’s most depressing, and I have to be con- 
stantly on my guard not to let Temple and Elly see it, as it 
would naturally not please them. After all, since they are not 
appalled at what they’ve done, and are quite sure of each 
other, as they evidently are, why should I worry myself? I am 
well aware that if all other women felt the seriousness of the 
matter to the extent I do, hardly any would ever marry, and 
the human race would stop short. So I ought perhaps to be 
glad so many people can find and take that ’’little ease” that 
Clough talks about, without consciously giving up the ’’high- 
est thing.” And may not this majority of people be the truly 
wise and my own notions of the subject simply fanatical and 
impracticable? I clearly see in how small a minority I am, 
and that the other side has, with Bishop Blougram, the best 
of it from one point of view; but I can’t help that, can I? We 
must be true to ourselves^ mustn't we? though all the rest of 
humanity be of a contrary opinion, or else throw discredit 
upon the wisdom of God, who made us as we are and not like 
the next person. Do you remember my old hobby of the 
"remote possibility of the best thing” being better than a clear 
certainty of the second best? Well, I believe it more than ever, 
every day I live. Indeed I don't believe anything else— but is 
not that everything? And isn't it exactly what Christianity 
means? Wasn’t Christ the only man who ever lived and died 
entirely for his faith, without a shadow of selfishness? And 
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Isn't that reason enough why we should all turn to Him after 
having tried everything else and found it wanting?-turn to 
Him as the only pure and unmixed manifestation of God in 
humanity? And if I believe this, which I think I do, how ut- 
terly inconsistent and detestable is the life I lead, which, so 
far from being a loving and cheerful surrender of itself once 
for all to God's service, is at best but a base compromise— a 
few moments or acts or thoughts consciously and with diffi- 
culty divested of actual selfishness. Must this always be so? Is 
it owing to the indissoluble mixture of the divine and the 
diabolical in us all, or is it because I myself am hopelessly 
frivolous and trifling? Or is it finally that I really don't be- 
lieve, that I have still a doubt in my mind whether religion 
is the one exclusive thing to live for, as Christ taught us, or 
whether it will prove to be only one of the influences, though 
a great one, which educate the human race and help it along 
in that culture which Matthew Arnold thinks the most desir- 
able thing in the world? In fine is it the meaning and end of 
our lives, or only a moral principle bearing a certain part in 
our development — ? 

Since I wrote this I have been having my tea and sitting 
on the piazza looking at the stars and thinking it most un- 
faithful and disloyal of me even to speak as I did just now, 
admitting the possibility of that faith not being everything 
which yet at moments is so divinely true as to light up the 
whole of life suddenly and make everything clear. I know the 
trouble is with me when doubt and despondency come, but 
on the other hand I can't altogether believe it wrong of me to 
have written as I have, for then what becomes of my principle 
of saying what one really thinks and leaving it to God to take 
care of his own glory? The truth will vindicate itself in spite 
of my voice to the contrary. If you think I am letting myself 
go this way without sufficient excuse I won't do it again; but 
I can't help it this time, I have nobody else to speak to about 
serious things. If by chance I say anything or ask a question 
that lies at all near my heart my sisters all tell me I am 
"queer" and that they "wouldn't be me for anything"— which 
is, no doubt, sensible on their part, but which puts an end to 
anything but conversation of the most superficial kind on 
mine. You know one gets lonely after a while on such a plan 
of living, so in sheer desperation I break out where 1 perhaps 
more safely can. 
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Such is the magic of old letters on its subtlest occasions that I re- 
constitute in every detail, to a vivid probability— even if I may not 
again proportionately project the bristling image— our scene of next 
mention; drawing for this upon my uneffaced impression of a like 
one, my cousin Katharine Temple’s bright nuptials, in the same 
general setting, very much before, and in addition seeming to see 
the very muse of history take a fresh scroll in order to prepare to 
cover it, in her very handsomest hand, well before my eyes. Covered 
is it now for me with that abounding and interesting life of the gem 
erations then to come at the pair of preliminary flourishes ushering 
in the record of which I thus feel myself still assist. 

But a line to-day to tell you that Elly was safely married 
on Wednesday. She looked simply beautiful in her wedding 
garment, and behaved herself throughout with a composure 
that was as delightful as it was surprising. I send you a photo- 
graph of myself that I had taken a few weeks ago. It looks 
perhaps a trifle melancholy, but I can't help that— I did the 
best I could. But I won't write more— it wouldn't be enliven- 
ing. Everything looks grey and blue in the world nowadays. 

It will all be bright again in time, I have no doubt; there is 
no special reason for it; I think I am simply tired with knock- 
ing about. Yet my week in Newport might have been pleasant 
enough if the dentist hadn't taken that occasion to break my 
bones for me in a barbarous manner. You are very kind and 
friendly to me— you don't know how much happiness your 
letters give me. You will be surprised, I dare say, but I shall 
not, at the last day, when the accounts are all settled, to find 
how much this counts in your favour. Good-bye. 

I find my story so attaching that I prize every step of its course, 
each note of which hangs together with all the others. The writer is 
expressed to my vision in every word, and the resulting image so 
worth preserving. Much of one’s service to it is thus a gathering-in 
of the ever so faded ashes of the happiness that did come to her after 
all in snatches. Everything could well, on occasion, look “grey and 
blue,” as she says; yet there were stretches, even if of the briefest, 
when other things still were present than the active symptoms of her 
state. The photograph that she speaks of above is before me as I 
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write and blessedly helpful to memory— so that I am moved to re- 
produce it only till I feel again how the fondness of memory must 
strike the light for apprehension. The plan of the journey to Cali- 
fornia for the advantage of the climate there was, with other plans 
taken up and helplessly dropped, but beguiling for the day, to ac- 
company her almost to the end. 

The Temple-Emmet caravan have advanced as far as New- 
port and now propose to retreat again to Pelham without 
stopping at Boston or anywhere else. My brother-in-law has 
business in New York and can’t be away any longer. I haven’t 
been well of late, or I should have run up to Boston for a 
day or two to take a sad farewell of all I love in that city and 
thereabouts before I cross the Rocky Mountains. This little 
trip has been made out for me by my friends; I have deter- 
mined to go, and shall probably start with Elly and Temple 
in about ten days, possibly not for a fortnight, to spend the 
winter in San Francisco. I can’t be enthusiastic about it, but 
suppose I might as well take all the means I can to get better: 
a winter in a warm climate may be good for me. In short I 
am going, and now what I want you to do about it is simply 
to come and see us before that. Kitty is going to send you a 
line to add her voice— perhaps that may bring you. You may 
never see me again, you know, and if I were to die so far 
away you’d be sorry you hadn’t taken leave of me, wouldn’t 
you? 

The idea of California held, and with other pleasant matters 
really occupied the scene; out of which moreover insist on shining 
to me accessory connections, or connections that then were to be: 
intensely distinct for example the figure of Miss Crawford, after- 
wards Madame von Rabe, sister of my eminent friend F. Marion of 
the name and, in her essence, I think, but by a few shades less en- 
tire a figure than he— which is saying much. The most endowed and 
accomplished of men Frank Crawford, so that I have scarcely known 
another who had more aboundingly lived and wrought, about whom 
moreover there was singularly more to be said, it struck me, than 
at all found voice at the time he might have been commemorated. 
Therefore if the young lady alluded to in my cousin's anecdote was 
at all of the same personal style and proportion— well, I should draw 
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the moral if it didn't represent here too speciously the mouth of a 
trap, one of those I have already done penance for; the eflEect of my 
yielding to which would be a shaft sunk so straight down into mat- 
ters interesting and admirable and sad and strange that, with every- 
thing that was futurity to the occasion noted in our letter and is an 
infinitely mixed and a heavily closed past now, I hurry on without 
so much as a glance. 

The present plan is to send me to California in about three 
weeks by water, under the care of one of the Emmet boys and 
Temple's valet— for nurse; and by the time I get there, early 
in December, they will be settled in San Francisco for the 
winter. The idea of a twenty-one days’ sea-voyage is rather 
appalling— what do you think of it? This day is but too heav- 
enly here. I haven’t been to church, but walking by myself, 
as happy as possible. When one sleeps well and the sun shines, 
what happiness to livel I wish you were here— wouldn’t I 
show you Pelham at high tide, on a day that is simply intox- 
icating, with a fresh breeze blown through the red and yellow 
leaves and sunshine “on field and hill, in heart and brain,’’ as 
Mr. Lowell says. I suppose you remember the pony I drove, 
and Punch, the little Scotch terrier that tried so to insinuate 
himself into your affections, on the piazza, the morning you 
left. The former has been “cutting up,*' the latter cut up, 
since then. You wouldn’t believe me when I told you the pony 
was a highly nervous creature— but she behaved as one the 
other day when I took the Roman Miss Crawford, who has 
been staying near here, a ride. She shied at a dog that fright- 
ened her, and dragged the cart into a ditch, and tried to get 
over a stone wall, waggon and all. I of course had to hang on 
to the reins, but I suggested to Miss Crawford that she should 
get out, as the cart was pretty steady while the horse's forefeet 
were on top of the wall; which she did, into a mud-puddle, 
and soiled her pretty striped stockings and shoes in a horrible 
way. It ended by the dear little beast’s consenting to get back 
upon all fours, but I found it very amusing and have liked her 
better ever since. . . . How does Mr. Holmes persevere about 
smoking? I pity him if he can't sleep, and wish I had a vicious 
habit so that 1 might give it up. But 1 must finish my tale of 
the quadruped Punch, who was called upon in the dead of 
night by five dogs of the neighbourhood and torn to pieces by 
them. The coachman heard him crying in the night, and in 
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the morning we found him — that is to say we gathered him to- 
gether, his dear little tail from one place and his head from 
another etcl So went out a very sweet little spirit— I wonder 
where it is now. Don't tell me he hadn't more of a soul than 
that Kaufmann, the fat oysterman. 

I find bribes to recognition and recovery quite mercilessly mul- 
tiply, and with the effort to brush past them more and more difficult; 
with the sense for me at any rate (whatever that may be worth for 
wisdom or comfort) of sitting rather queerly safe and alone, though 
as with a dangle of legs over the edge of a precipice, on the hither 
side of great gulfs of history. But these things, dated toward the end 
of that November, speak now in a manner for themselves. 

My passage for California is taken for the 4th of December: 

Elly and Temple have written to me to come at once— they are 
settled in San Francisco for the winter. My brother-in-law here 
has been promised that I shall be made so comfortable I shan't 
want to tear myself from the ship when I arrive. The captain 
is a friend of Temple's, and also of my uncle Captain Temple, 
and both of them are going to arrange so for me that I fully 
expect the ship to be hung with banners and flowers when I 
step on board. ... I enjoyed my time in Boston far more than 
I had expected— in fact immensely, and wouldn't have missed 
it for anything; I feel now as if it had necessarily had to hap- 
pen. I don't know how I should have done the winter, and 
especially started ofE for an indefinitely long absence in the 
west without the impetus that it gave me in certain directions 
—the settling down and shaking up, the dissipating of certain 
impressions that I had thought fixed and the strengthening of 
others that I hadn't been so sure of: an epoch in short. I dare 
say you have had such— in which a good deal of living was 
done in a short time, to be turned over and made fruitful in 
days to come. I saw Mr. Holmes once, and was very glad of 
that glimpse, short as it was. I went home by way of New- 
port, where I stayed two days— and where I was surprised to 
hear of Fred Jones's engagement to Miss Rawle of Philadel- 
phia. Do you know her? When I got to New York I went to 
the Jones' to ask something about Fred and his affairs and 
found that Miss Rawle was staying next door with Mrs. Willy 
Duncan; so I went in to see her on the spur of the moment, 
very much as I had come from the boat, not particularly pre- 
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sentable for a first call: however, I thought if she had a soul 
she wouldn't mind it—and such I found the case. . . . Lizzie 
Boott was as sweet and good to me as ever; I think she is at 
once the most unselfish and most unegotistical girl 1 know— 
they don’t always go together. 

What follows here has, in its order, I think, that it still so testifies 
to life— if one doesn’t see in it indeed rather perhaps the instinct on 
the writer’s part, though a scarce conscious one, to wind up the 
affairs of her spirit, as it were, and be able to turn over with a sigh of 
supreme relief for an end intimately felt as at hand. The moral fer- 
mentation breaking through the bustle of outward questions even 
at a time when she might have thrown herself, as one feels, on the 
great soft breast of equalising Nature, or taken her chance of not 
being too wrong, is a great stroke of truth. No one really could be 
less “morbid”; yet she would take no chance— it wasn’t in her— of 
not being right with the right persons; among whom she so ranked 
her correspondent. 

My address at San Francisco will be simply Care of C. Tem- 
ple Emmet, Esq.; and I am surely off this time unless heaven 
interposes in a miraculous way between now and Saturday. 

I've no great courage about it, but after all it’s much the same 
to me where I am; life is always full of interest and mystery 
and happiness to me, and as for the voyage, the idea of three 
weeks of comparative solitude between sea and sky isn't un- 
attractive. ... I know that by my question [as to why he had 
written, apparently, that she was, of her nature, “far off" from 
him] I am putting an end to that delightful immunity I have 
enjoyed so much with you from sickening introspection, analy- 
sis of myself and yourself, that exhausting and nauseating sub- 
jectivity, with which most of my other friends see fit to deluge 
me, thereby taking much that is refreshing out of life. Don't 
be afraid of “hurting my feelings'' by anything you can say. 

Our friendship has always been to my mind a one-sided thing, 
and if you should tell me you find me in any way unsympa- 
thetic or unsatisfactory it won't disappoint me, and I won't 
even allow myself to think I'm sorry. I feel so clearly that God 
knows best, and that we ought neither of us surely to wish to 
distort his creatures from the uses he made them for, just to 
serve our own purposes— that is to get a little more sympathy 
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and comfort. We must each of us, after all, live out our own 
lives apart from everyone else; and yet, this being once under- 
stood as a fundamental truth, there is nobody’s sympathy and 
approval that would encourage me so much as yours. I mean 
that if one’s heart and motives could be known by another as 
God knows them, without or extenuation, and if it 

should then prove that on you didn’t think well of 

me, it would, more than aiyt^f wi , ccmld, shake my confi- 
dence in my own instincts, ^ after all forever be my 

guide. And yet, as I said bdoie^vii^-"m quite prepared for the 
worst, and shall listen to it, \i sjiecessary, quite humbly. I am 
very much inclined to trust your opinion before my own. 

An hour later. Sold again, by all that’s wonderful— I had 
almost said by all that’s damnable, though it isn’t exactly that. 

My brother Dick has just walked in with a telegram from 
Temple: “I shall be back in December— don’t send M.” A tre- 
mendous revulsion of feeling and a general sigh of relief have 
taken place on this announcement, and it’s all right, I’m sure, 
though when I wrote you an hour ago I thought the same of 
the other prospect. 

One catches one’s breath a little, frankly, at what was to follow 
the above within a few days— implying as it does that she had drawn 
upon herself some fairly direct statement of her correspondent’s 
reserves of view as to her human or “intellectual” composition. To 
have had such reserves at such an hour, and to have responded to 
the invitation to express them— for invitation there had been— is 
something that our actual larger light quite helps us to flatter our- 
selves we shouldn’t have been capable of. But what was of the es- 
sence between these admirable persons was exactly the tone of truth; 
the larger light was all to wait for, and the real bearings of the hour 
were as unapparent as the interlocutors themselves were at home in 
clearness, so far as they might bring that ideal about. And whatever 
turn their conversation took is to the honour always of the generous 
girl’s passion for truth. As this long letter admirably illustrates that, 
I withdraw from it almost nothing. The record of the rare com- 
merce would be incomplete without it; all the more perhaps for the 
Wonder and pain of our seeing the noble and pathetic young crea- 
ture have, of all things, in her predicament, to plead for extenua- 
tions, to excuse and justify herself. 
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I understood your letter perfectly well— it was better than I 
feared it might be, but bad enough. Better because I knew 
already all it told me, and had been afraid there might be 
some new and horrible development in store for me which I 
hadn't myself felt; but bad enough because I find it in itself, 
new or old, such a disgusti^f^*^- ^ 2 £t that I am intellectually so 
unsympathetic. It is a faults oixtel irofoundly conscious of, but 
one that, strange to say, \t ixrjvi oily of late been conscious of 
as a fault. I dare say I h.^^^ aJwjys known, in a general way, 
that I am very unobserva a boat things and take very little 
interest in subjects upon wiiricii my mind doesn't naturally 
dwell; but it had never occurred to me before that it is a fault 
that ought to be corrected. Whether because I have never been 
given to studying myself much, but have just let myself go 
the way my mind was most inclined to, more interested in the 
subject itself than in the fact that it interested me; or whether 
because one is averse to set oneself down as indolent and ego- 
tistic I don't know; at all events I have of late seen the thing 
in all its unattractiveness, and I wish I could get over it. Do 
you think that, now I am fully roused to the fact, my case is 
hopeless? Or that if I should try hard for the next twenty- 
five years I might succeed in modifying it? I am speaking now 
of a want of interest in all the rest of the world; of not having 
the desire to investigate subjects, naturally uninteresting to 
me, just because they are interesting to some other human 
being whom I don't particularly owe anything to except that 
he is a human being, and so his thoughts and feelings ought 
to be respected by me and sympathised with. Not to do this 
is, I know, unphilosophic and selfish, conceited and altogether 
inhuman. To be unselfish, to live for other people, to mould 
our lives as mucn as possible on the model of Christ's all- 
embracing humanity, seems most clearly to my mina the one 
thing worth living for; and yet it is still the hardest thing for 
me to do, and I think I do it less than anybody else who feels 
the necessity of it strongly at all. 

1 am glad you still go to an occasional ball— 1 should rather 
like to meet you at one myself; it’s a phase of life we have seen 
so little of together. I have been feeling so well lately that I 
don't know what to make of it. I don't remember ever in my 
life being in such good spirits. Not that they are not in gen- 
eral pretty natural to me when there is the slightest excuse for 
them, but now everything seems bright and happy, my life so 
full of interest, my time so thoroughly filled and such a deli- 
cious calm to have settled down on my usually restless spirit. 
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Such an enjoyment of the present, such a grateful content- 
ment, is in each new day as I see it dawn in the east, that I can 
only be thankful and say to myself; “Make a note of this- 
you are happy; don't forget it, nor to be thankful for this 
beautiful gift of life." This is Sunday morning, and I wonder 
whether you are listening to Phillips Brooks. I understand 
how you feel about his preaching— that it is all feeling and no 
reason; I found it so myself last winter in Philadelphia; he 
was good for those within the pale, but not good to convince 
outsiders that they should come in. I am glad, however, that 
he preaches in this way— I think his power lies in it; for it 
seems to me, after all, that what comfort we get from reli- 
gion, and what light we have upon it, come to us through 
feeling, that is through trusting our instinct as the voice of 
God, the Holy Ghost, though it may at the same time appear 
to us directly against what our intellect teaches us. I don’t 
mean by this that we should deny the conclusions arrived at 
by our intellect— which on the contrary I believe we should 
trust and stand by to the bitter end, whenever this may be. 
But let us fearlessly trust our whole nature, showing our faith 
in God by being true to ourselves all through, and not dis- 
honouring Him by ignoring what our heart says because it is 
not carried out by our intellect, or by wilfully blunting our in- 
tellectual perception because it happens to run against some 
cherished wish of our heart. 

“But," you will say, “how can a man live torn to pieces this 
way by these contrary currents?” Well, I know it is hard to 
keep our faith sure of a standpoint where these apparent in- 
consistencies are all reconciled and the jangle and discord 
sound the sweetest harmony; but I do believe there is one, in 
God, and that we must only try to have that faith and never 
mind how great the inconsistency may seem, nor how per- 
plexing the maze it leads us through. Let us never give up one 
element of the problem for the sake of coming to a comfort- 
able solution of it in this world. I don't blame those eager 
minds that are always worrying, studying, investigating, to 
find the solution here below; it is a noble work, and let them 
follow it out (and without a bit of compromise) to whom God 
has given the work. But whether we find it or not I would 
have them and all of us feel that it is to be found, if God wills 
—and through no other means surely than by our being true. 
Blessed are they who have not seen and who have yet be- 
lieved. But 1 am going out now for a walk! We have had the 
most delightful weather this whole week, and capital sleigh- 
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ing, and I have spent most of my time driving myself about 
with that same dear little pony. I went to town yesterday to 
a matinee of William Tell; it was delightful and I slept all 
night after it too. I am reading German a little every day, and 
it’s beginning to go pretty well. Good-bye. Don’t tire yourself 
out between work and dissipation. 

I find myself quite sit up to her, as we have it to-day, while she 
sits there without inconvenience, after all that has happened, under 
the dead weight of William Tell; the relief of seeing her sublimely' 
capable of which, with the reprieve from her formidable flight to the 
Pacific doubtless not a little contributing, helps to draw down again 
the vision, or more exactly the sound, of the old New York and 
Boston Opera as our young generation knew and artlessly admired 
it; admired it, by my quite broken memories of the early time, in 
Brignoli the sweet and vague, in Susini the deep and rich, in Miss 
Kellogg the native and charming, in Adelaide Phillips the universal, 
to say nothing of other acclaimed warblers (they appear to me to 
have warbled then so much more than since) whom I am afraid of not 
placing in the right perspective. They warbled Faust a dozen times, 
it comes back to me, for want of anything else; Miss Kellogg and 
Brignoli heaped up the measure of that success, and I well remember 
the great yearning with which I heard my cousin describe her first 
enchanted sense of it. The next in date of the letters before me, of 
the last day but one of December ’69, is mainly an interesting ex- 
pression of the part that music plays in her mental economy— 
though but tentatively offered to her correspondent, who, she fears, 
may not be musical enough to understand her, understand how 
much "spiritual truth has been ‘borne in’ upon me by means of 
harmony: the relation of the part to the whole, the absolute value 
of the individual, the absolute necessity of uncompromising and un- 
faltering truth, the different ways in which we like our likes and our 
unlikes,’’ things all that have been so made clearer to her. Of a sin- 
gular grace in movement and attitude, a grace of free mobility and 
activity, as original and “unconventional” as it was carelessely nat- 
ural, she never looked more possessed of her best resources than at 
the piano in which she delighted, at which she had ardently worked, 
and where, slim and straight, her shoulders and head constantly, 
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sympathetically swaying, she discoursed with an admirable touch 
and a long surrender that was like a profession of the safest relation 
she could know. Comparatively safe though it might have been, how- 
ever, in the better time, she was allowed now, I gather, but little 
playing, and she is deep again toward the end of January ’70 in a 
quite other exposure, the old familiar exposure to the “demon,” as 
she calls it, “of the Why, Whence, Whither?” Long as the letter is 
I feel it a case again for presentation whole; the last thoughts of her 
life, as they appear, breathe in it with such elevation. They seem to 
give us her last words and impulses, and, with what follows of the 
middle of February, constitute the moving climax of her rich short 
story. 


There have been times (and they will come again no doubt) 
when I could write to you about ordinary things in a way at 
least not depressing: but for a good while now I have felt so 
tired out, bodily and mentally, that I couldn’t conscientiously 
ask you to share my mood. The life I live here in the country, 
and so very much alone, is capable of being the happiest or 
the unhappiest of existences, as it all depends so on oneself 
and is so very little interfered with by outside influences. Per- 
haps I am more than usually subject to extremes of happiness 
and of depression, yet I suppose everyone must have moment^ 
even in the most varied and distracting life, when the old 
questioning spirit, the demon of the Why, Whence, Whither? 
stalks in like the skeleton at the feast and takes a seat reside 
him. I say everyone, but I must except those rare and happy 
souls who really believe in Christianity, who no longer strive 
after even goodness as it comes from one’s own effort, bm take 
refuge in the mysterious sacrifice of Christ, his merit sufficing, 
and in short throw themselves in the orUu^ox way on the con- 
soling truth of the Atonement-to me hitherto neither com- 
prehensible nor desirable. These people, having completely 
surrendered self, having lost their lives, as it ^ 
must truly have found them, must know the rest that comes 
from literally casting their care of doubt and strife and thought 

I say hitherto the doctrine of the vicarious 
Christ has been to me not only incomprehensible but also un- 
consoling; I didn’t want it and didn’t undCTStand even intel- 
lectually® the feeling of people who do. I don t mean to say 
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that the life and death of Christ and the example they set for 
us have not been to me always the brightest spot in history— for 
they have; but they have stood rather as an example that we 
must try to follow, that we must by constant and ceaseless ef- 
fort bring our lives nearer to— but always, to some extent at 
least, through ourselves, that is through ourselves with God's 
help, got by asking Him for it and by His giving it to us 
straight and with no mediation. When I have seen as time 
went by my own shortcomings all the more instead of the less 
frequent, I have thought: “Well, you don't try hard enough; 
you are not really in earnest in thinking that you believe in 
the Christian life as the only true one.” The more I tried, nev- 
ertheless, the less it seemed like the model life; the best things 
I did continued to be the more spontaneous ones; the great- 
est efforts had the least success; until finally I couldn't but see 
that if this was Christianity it was not the “rest" that Christ 
had promised his disciples— it was nothing more than a pagan 
life with a high ideal, only an ideal so high that nothing but 
failure and unhappiness came from trying to follow it. And 
one night when I was awake through all the hours it occurred 
to me: What if this were the need that Christianity came to 
fill up in our hearts? What if, after all, that old meaningless 
form of words that had been sounded in my unheeding ears 
all my days were suddenly to become invested with spirit and 
truth? What if this were the good tidings that have made so 
many hearts secure and happy in the most trying situations? 
For if morality and virtue were the test of a Christian, cer- 
tainly Christ would never have likened the kingdom of heaven 
to a little child, in whose heart is no struggle, no conscious 
battle between right and wrong, but only unthinking love and 
trust. 

However it may turn out, whether it shall seem true or un- 
true to me finally, I am at least glad to be able to put myself 
intellectually into the place of the long line of Christians 
who have felt the need and the comfort of this belief. It 
throws a light upon Uncle Henry's talk, which has seemed to 
me hitherto neither reasonable nor consoling. When I was 
with him it so far disgusted me that I fear I showed him 
plainly that I found it not only highly unpractical, but ignoble 
and shirking. 1 knew all the while that he disliked what he 
called my pride and conceit, but felt all the same that his 
views didn't touch my case a bit, didn't give me the least com- 
fort or practical help, and seemed to me wanting in earnest- 
ness and strength. Now 1 say to myself: What if the good gen- 
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tleman had all along really got hold of the higher truth, the 
purer spirituality? Verily there are two sides to everything in 
this world, and one becomes more charitable the older one 
grows. However, if I write at this length it is because I am 
feeling to-day too seedy for anything else. I had a hemorrhage 
a week ago, which rather took the life out of me; but as it 
was the only one I feel I should by this time be coming round 
again— and probably might if I hadn’t got into a sleepless state 
which completely knocks me up. The old consolatory remark, 
“Patience, neighbour, and shuffle the cards," ought to im- 
part a little hope to me, I suppose; but it’s a long time since 
I’ve had any trumps in my hand, and you know that with the 
best luck the game always tired me. Willy James sometimes 
tells me to behave like a man and a gentleman if I wish to 
outwit fate. What a real person he is! He is to me in nearly 
all respects a head and shoulders above other people. How is 
Wendell Holmes? Elly is having the gayest winter in Washing- 
ton and wants me to go to them there, which 1 had meant to 
do before the return of my last winter’s illness. But it’s not for 


me now. 

Later.— I have kept my letter a day or two, thinking I might 
feel in tune for writing you a better one and not sending this 
at all. But alas I shall have to wait some time before I am like 
my old self again, so 1 may as well let this go. You see 1 m not 
in a condition, mentally or physically, to take bright and 
healthy views of life. But if you really care you may as well see 
this mood as another, for heaven only knows when I shall get 
out of it. Can you understand the utter weariness of think- 
ing about one thing all the time, so that when you wake up 
in the morning consciousness comes back with a sigh of Oh 
yes, here it is again; another day of doubting and worrying, 
hoping and fearing has begun.” If I don’t get any sleep at all, 
which is too frequently the case, the strain is a “leetle bit too 
hard, and I am sometimes tempted to take a drop of pison 
to put me to sleep in earnest. That momentary vision of re- 
demption from thinking and striving, of a happy rest this side 
of eternity, has vanished away again. I can’t help it; Peaceful, 
desirable as it may be, the truth is that practically I don t be- 
lieve it. It was such a sudden thing, such an entire change 
from anything that had ever come to me before, t 
almost like an inspiration, and I waited, almost 
continue, to be permanent. But it doesn t stay, and o back 
swings the universe to the old place paganism, na n > 
whatever you call the belief whose watchword is God and 
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our own soul." And who shall say there is not comfort in it? 

One at least feels that here one breathes one's native air, wel- 
coming back the old human feeling, with its beautiful pride 
and its striving, its despair, its mystery and its faith. Write to 
me and tell me whether, as one goes on, one must still be 
tossed about more and more by these conflicting feelings, or 
whether they finally settle themselves quietly one way or the 
other and take only their proper share at least of one's life. 

This day is like summer, but I should enjoy it more if last 
night hadn't been quite the most unpleasant I ever spent. I 
got so thoroughly tired about two in the morning that I made 
up my mind in despair to give the morphine another trial, and 
as one dose had no effect took two; the consequence of which 
is that I feel as ill to-day as one could desire. I can tell you, 
sir, you had better prize the gift of sleep as it deserves while 
you have it. If I don't never write to you no more you'll know 
it's because I really wish to treat you kindly. But one of these 
days you'll get another kind of letter, brim-full perhaps with 
health and happiness and thoroughly ashamed of my present 
self. I had a long letter yesterday from Harry James at Flor- 
ence— enjoying Italy but homesick. Did you see those verses in 
the North American translated from the Persian? Good-bye. 

The last of all is full both of realities and illusions, the latter in- 
sistently living through all the distress of the former. And I should 
like to say, or to believe, that they remained with her to the end, 
which was near. 

Don't be alarmed at my pencil— I am not in bed but only 
bundled-up on the piazza by order of the doctor. ... I started 
for New York feeling a good deal knocked up, but hoping to 
get better from the change; I was to stay there over Sunday and 
see Dr. Metcalfe, who has a high reputation and was a friend 
of my father's. I left a request at his office that he would come 
to me on Sunday f.m.; but in the meantime my cousin Mrs. 
Minturn Post, with whom I was staying, urged upon me her 
physician. Dr. Taylor, who came on Saturday night, just as I 
was going to bed, and, after sounding my lungs, told me very 
dreadful things about them. As his verdict was worse than 
Metcalfe's proved I will tell you what he said first. He began 
very solemnly: “My dear young lady, your right lung is dis- 
eased; all your hemorrhages have come from there. It must 
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have been bad for at least a year before they began. You must 
go to Europe as soon as possible.'* This was not cheerful, as I 
had been idiot enough to believe some time ago such a dif- 
ferent explanation. But of course I wanted to learn what he 
absolutely thought, and told him I wasn’t a bit afraid. If there 
weren’t tubercles was I curable and if there were was I hope- 
less? I asked him for the very worst view he had conscientiously 
to take, but didn’t mean definitely to ask how long I should 
live, and so was rather unprepared for his reply of “Two or 
three years." I didn’t however wish to make him regret his 
frankness, so I said, “Well, Doctor, even if my right lung were 
all gone I should make a stand with my left," and then, by 
way of showing how valiant the stand would be, fainted away. 
This, I should say, was owing a good deal to my previous used- 
up condition from want of sleep. It made him at any rate 
hasten to assure me that there was every possibility of my case 
being not after all so bad— with which he took his departure; 
to my great relief as I didn't think him at all nice. His gram- 
mar was bad, and he made himself generally objectionable. 

The next night dear Dr. Metcalfe came, whom I love for 
the gentlest and kindest soul I have ever seen. To start with 
he's a gentleman, as well as an excellent physician, and to end 
with he and my father were fond of each other at West Point, 
and he takes a sort of paternal interest in me. He told me that 
my right lung is decidedly weaker than my left, which is quite 
sound, and that the hemorrhage has been a good thing for it 
and kept it from actual disease; and also that if I can keep up 
my general health I may get all right again. He has known a 
ten times worse case get entirely well. He urged me not to go 
to Washington, but decidedly to go to Europe; so this last is 
what I am to do with my cousin Mrs. Post if I am not dead be- 
fore June. In a fortnight I’m to go back to New York to be 
for some time under Metcalfe’s care. I feel tired out and 
hardly able to stir, but my courage is good, and I don’t pro- 
pose to lose it if I can help, for I know it all depends on my- 
self whether I get through or not. That is if I begin to be in- 
different to what happens I shall go down the hill fast. ^ 
fortunately, through my mother’s father, enough Irish blood 
in me rather to enjoy a good fight. I feel the greatest onging 
for summer or spring; I should like it to be always spring or 
the rest of my life and to have all the people I care for always 
with mel But who wouldn't like it so? Good-bye, 
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To the gallantry and beauty of which there is little surely to add. 
But there came a moment, almost immediately after, when all illu- 
sion failed: which it is not good to think of or linger on, and yet 
not pitiful not to note. One may have wondered rather doubtingly— 
and I have expressed that— what life would have had for her and 
how her exquisite faculty of challenge could have “worked in” with 
what she was likely otherwise to have encountered or been confined 
to. None the less did she in fact cling to consciousness; death, at the 
last, was dreadful to her; she would have given anything to live— ' 
and the image of this, which was long to remain with me, appeared 
so of the essence of tragedy that I was in the far-off aftertime to seek 
to lay the ghost by wrapping it, a particular occasion aiding, in the 
beauty and dignity of art. The figure that was to hover as the ghost 
has at any rate been of an extreme pertinence, I feel, to my doubt- 
less too loose and confused general picture, vitiated perhaps by the 
effort to comprehend more than it contains. Much as this cherished 
companion's presence among us had represented for William and 
myself— and it is on his behalf I especially speak— her death made a 
mark that must stand here for a too waiting conclusion. We felt it 
together as the end of our youth. 
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THE MIDDLE YEARS 


If the author of this meandering record has noted elsewhere ^ that 
an event occurring early in 1870 was to mark the end of his youth, 
he is moved here at once to qualify in one or two respects that em- 
phasis. Everything depends in such a view on what one means by 
one’s youth— so shifting a consciousness is this, and so related at the 
same time to many different matters. We are never old, that is we 
never cease easily to be young, for all life at the same time: youth 
is an army, the whole battalion of our faculties and our freshnesses, 
our passions and our illusions, on a considerably reluctant march 
into the enemy’s country, the country of the general lost freshness; 
and I think it throws out at least as many stragglers behind as skir- 


mishers ahead— stragglers who often catch up but belatedly with the 
main body, and even in many a case never catch up at all. Or under 
another figure it is a book in several volumes, and even at this a 
mere instalment of the large library of life, with a volume here and 
there closing, as something in the clap of its covers may assure us, 
while another remains either completely agape or kept open by a 
fond finger thrust in between the leaves. A volume, and a most 
substantial, had felt its pages very gravely pressed together before 
the winter’s end that I have spoken of, but a restriction may still 
bear, and blessedly enough, as I gather from memory, on my sense 
of the whole year then terminated-a year seen by me now in the 
light of agitations, explorations, initiations (I scarce know how en- 
dearingly enough to name theml) which I should call fairly infa - 
tine in their indifference to proportions and aims, had they not 5 1 
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more left with me eflEects and possessions that even yet lend them- 
selves to estimation. 

It was at any rate impossible to have been younger, in spite of 
whatever inevitable submissions to the rather violent push forward 
at certain particular points and on lines corresponding with them, 
than I found myself, from the first day of March 1869, in the face 
of an opportunity that affected me then and there as the happiest, 
the most interesting, the most alluring and beguiling, that could 
ever have opened before a somewhat disabled young man who was 
about to complete his twenty-sixth year. Treasures of susceptibility, 
treasures not only unconscious of the remotest approach to exhaus- 
tion, but, given the dazzling possibilities, positively and ideally in- 
tact, I now recognise— I in fact long ago recognised— on the part of 
that intensely “reacting’' small organism; which couldn’t have been 
in higher spirits or made more inward fuss about the matter if it 
had come into a property measured not by mere impressions and 
visions, occasions for play of perception and imagination, mind and 
soul, but by dollars and “shares,” lands and houses or flocks and 
herds. It is to the account of that immense fantastication that I set 
down a state of mind so out of proportion to anything it could 
point to round about save by the vaguest of foolish-looking ges- 
tures; and it would perhaps in truth be hard to say whether in the 
mixture of spirit and sense so determined the fact of innocence or 
that of intelligence most prevailed. I like to recover this really 
prodigious flush— as my reader, clearly, must perceive I do; I like 
fairly to hang about a particular small hour of that momentous 
March day— which I have glanced at too, I believe, on some other 
and less separated page than this— for the sake of the extraordinary 
gage of experience that it seemed on the spot to offer, and that I had 
but to take straight up: my life, on so complacently near a view as 
I now treat myself to, having veritably consisted but in the prolonga- 
tion of that act. I took up the gage, and as I look back the fullest 
as well as simplest account of the interval till now strikes me as being 
that I have never, in common honour, let it drop again. And the 
small hour was just that of my having landed at Liverpool in the 
gusty, cloudy, overwhelmingly English morning and pursued, with 
immediate intensities of appreciation, as I may call the muffled 
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accompaniment for fear of almost indecently overnaming it, a course 
which had seated me at a late breakfast in the coffee-room of the old 
Adelphi Hotel (“Radley’s,” as I had to deplore its lately having 
ceased to be dubbed,) and handed me over without a scruple to my 
fate. This doom of inordinate exposure to appearances, aspects, 
images, every protrusive item almost, in the great beheld sum of 
things, I regard in other words as having settled upon me once for 
all while I observed for instance that in England the plate of but- 
tered muffin and its cover were sacredly set upon the slop-bowl 
after hot water had been ingenuously poured into the same, and had 
seen that circumstance in a perfect cloud of accompaniments. I must 
have had with my tea and my muffin a boiled egg or two and a dab 
of marmalade, but it was from a far other store of condiments I most 
liberally helped myself. I was lucidly aware of so gorging— esoteri- 
cally, as it were, while I drew out the gustatory process; and I must 
have said in that lost reference to this scene of my dedication which 


I mentioned above that I was again and again in the aftertime to 
win back the homeliest notes of the impression, the damp and dark- 
some light washed in from the steep, black, bricky street, the crackle 
of the strong draught of the British “sea-coal” fire, much more con- 
fident of its function, I thought, than the fires I had left, the rustle 
of the thick, stiff, loudly unfolded and refolded “Times, the incom- 
parable truth to type of the waiter, truth to history, to literature, to 
poetry, to Dickens, to Thackeray, positively to Smollett and to Ho- 
garth, to every connection that could help me to appropriate im 
and his setting, an arrangement of things hanging together with a 
romantic rightness that had the force of a revelation. 

To what end appropriation became thus eager and romance thus 
easy one could have asked one’s self only if the idea of connecti- 
bility as stretching away and away hadn t of a sudden ta en on sue 
a wealth of suggestion; it represented at once a chain stretching off 
to heaven knew where, but far into one’s future at least, ones po«^ 
bilities of life, and every link and pulse of 

cordingly to be indispensable, besides being e^g u^^^ 

ful, to recognise. Recognition, I dare y, r,rJnrin1e 
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ten and of a sense intensely cultivated and cherished from my 
younger time, and on the imagined, the unimagined and the un- 
imaginable, a quantity that divided itself somehow into the double 
muster of its elements, an endless vista or waiting array, down the 
middle of which I should inconceivably pass— inconceivably save for 
being sure of some thrilled arrest, some exchange of assurance and 
response, at every step. Obviously half the charm, as I can but thinly 
describe it, of the substantially continuous experience the first pas- 
sages of which I thus note was in the fact that, immensely moved by 
it as I was, and having so to deal with it— in the anticipatory way or 
to the whatevers and wherevers and whenevers within me that should 
find it in order— I yet felt it in no degree as strange or obscure, 
baffling or unrecognising on its own side; everything was so far from 
impenetrable that my most general notion was the very ecstasy of 
understanding and that really wherever I looked, and still more 
wherever I pressed, I sank in and in up to my nose. This in partic- 
ular was of the perfect felicity, that while the fact of difference all 
round me was immense the embarrassment of it was nil— as if the 
getting into relation with the least waste had been prepared from so 
far back that a sort of divine economy now fairly ruled. It was doubt- 
less a part of the total fatuity, and perhaps its sublimest mark, that I 
knew what everything meant, not simply then but for weeks and 
months after, and was to know less only with increase of knowledge. 
That must indeed have been of the essence of the general effect and 
the particular felicity— only not grotesque because, for want of oc- 
casion, not immediately exhibited: a consciousness not other than 
that of a person abruptly introduced into a preoccupied and an- 
imated circle and yet so miraculously aware of the matters conversed 
about as to need no word of explanation before joining in. To say of 
such a person that he hadn't lost time would, I knew, be feebly to 
express his advantage; my likeness to him, at any rate, probably fell 
short of an absurd one through the chapter of accidents, mostly of 
the happiest in their way too, which, restraining the personal im- 
pulse for me, kept app>earances and pretensions down. The feast, as 
it more and more opened out, was all of the objective, as we have 
learned so comfortably to say; or at least of its convenient opposite 
only in so fiir as this undertook to interpret it for myself alone. 
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To return at all across the years to the gates of the paradise of the 
first larger initations is to be ever so tempted to pass them, to push 
in again and breathe the air of this, that and the other plot of rising 
ground particularly associated, for memory and gratitude, with the 
quickening process. The trouble is that with these sacred spots, to 
later appreciation, the garden of youth is apt inordinately to bristle, 
and that one's account of them has to shake them together fairly 
hard, making a coherent thing of them, to profit by the contribu- 
tion of each. In speaking of my earliest renewal of the vision of Eu- 
rope, if I may give so grand a name to a scarce more than merely en- 
larged and uplifted gape, I have, I confess, truly to jerk myself over 
the ground, to wrench myself with violence from memories and 
images, stages and phases and branching arms, that catch and hold 
me as I pass them by. Such a matter as my recovery of contact with 
London for a few weeks, the contact broken off some nine years be- 


fore, lays so many plausible traps for me that discretion half warns 
me to stand off the ground and walk round it altogether. I stop my 
ears to the advice, however, under the pleading reminder that just 
those days began a business for me that was to go ever so much 
further than I then dreamed and planted a seed that was, by my 
own measure, singularly to sprout and flourish— the harvest of which, 
I almost permit myself to believe, has even yet not all been gath- 
ered. I foresee moreover how little I shall be able to resist, through- 


out these Notes, the force of persuasion expressed in the individual 
vivid image of the past wherever encountered, these images haying 
always such terms of their own, such subtle secrets and insidious 
arts for keeping us in relation with them, for bribing us by the 
beauty, the authority, the wonder of their saved intensity. They 
have saved it, they seem to say to us, from such a welter of death and 
darkness and ruin that this alone makes a value and a lig t an a 
dignity for them, something indeed of an argument that our ^^017, 
since we attempt to tell one, has lapses and gaps wit out t em. o 
to be denied also, over and above this, is the downright pleasure of 
the illusion yet again created, the apparent transfer the ^ to 
the present of the particular combination of An^S® ‘ ^ drained 
hour ever so directly operate and that isn t a ter a . 

of virtue, wholly wasted and lost, for sensation, or pa p 
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the act of life, in the attesting sights, sounds, smells, the illusion, as 
I say, of the recording senses. 

What began, during the springtime of my actual reference, in a 
couple of dusky ground-floor rooms at number 7 Half-Moon Street, 
was simply an establishment all in a few days of a personal relation 
with London that was not of course measurable at the moment— I 
saw in my bedazzled state of comparative freedom too many other 
relations ahead, a fairly intoxicated vision of choice and range— 
but that none the less set going a more intimately inner conscious- 
ness, a wheel within the wheels, and led to my departing, the actual, 
the general incident closed, in possession of a return-ticket ‘‘good,’' 
as we say, for a longer interval than I could then dream about, and 
that the first really earnest fumble of after years brought surpris- 
ingly to light. I think it must have been the very proportions them- 
selves of the invitation and the interest that kept down, under the 
immense impression, everything in the nature of calculation and 
presumption; dark, huge and prodigious the other party to our rela- 
tion, London’s and mine, as I called it, loomed and spread— much 
too mighty a Goliath for the present in any conceivable ambition 
even of a fast-growing David. My earlier apprehension, fed at the 
season as from a thousand outstretched silver spoons— for these all 
shone to me with that effect of the handsomest hospitality— piled up 
the monster to such a height that I could somehow only fear him as 
much as I admired and that his proportions in fact reached away 
quite beyond my expectation. He was always the great figure of Lon- 
don, and I was for no small time, as the years followed, to be kept 
at my awestruck distance for taking him on that sort of trust: I 
had crept about his ankles, I had glanced adventurously up at his 
knees, and wasn’t the moral for the most part the mere question of 
whether I should ever be big enough to so much as^ guess where he 
stopped? 

Odd enough was it, I make out, that I was to feel no wonder 
of that kind or degree play in the coming time over such other social 
aspects, such superficially more colourable scenes as I paid, in repeti- 
tion as frequent as possible, my respects and my compliments to: 
they might meet me with wreathed smiles and splendid promises 
and deep divinations of my own desire, a thousand graces and 
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gages, in fine, that I couldn’t pretend to have picked up within the 
circle, however experimentally widened, of which Half-Moon Street 
was the centre, and nothing therefore could have exceeded the splen- 
dour of these successive and multiplied assurances. What it none the 
less infinitely beguiles me to recognise to-day is that such exhibitions, 
for all their greater direct radiance, and still more for all their gen- 
eral implication of a store of meaning and mystery and beauty that 
they alone, from example to example, from prodigy to prodigy, had 
to open out, left me comparatively little crushed by the impression 
of their concerning me further than my own action perhaps could 
make good. It was as if I had seen that all there was for me of these 
great things I should sooner or later take; the amount would be im- 
mense, yet, as who should say, all on the same plane and the same 
connection, the ajsthetic, the “artistic,” the romantic in the looser 
sense, or in other words in the air of the passions of the intelligence. 
What other passions of a deeper strain, whether personal or racial, 
and thereby more superstitiously importunate, I must have felt in- 
volved in the question of an effective experience of English life I was 
doubtless then altogether unprepared to say; it probably came, how- 
ever, I seem actually to make out, very much to this particular per- 
ception, exactly, that any penetration of the London scene would be 
experience after a fashion that an exercise of one’s “mere intellect- 
ual curiosity” wherever else wouldn’t begin to represent, glittering 
as the rewards to such curiosity amid alien peoples of genius might 
thoroughly appear. On the other hand it was of course going to be 
nothing less than a superlative help that one would have but to 
reach out straight and in the full measure of one’s passion for these 
rewards, to find one’s self carried all the way by one’s active, one s 
contemplative concern with them— this delightful affair, fraught 
with increase of light, of joy and wonder, of possibilities of adven- 
ture for the mind, in fine, inevitably exhausting the relation. 
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II 

Let me not here withal appear to pretend to say how far I then 
foresaw myself likely to proceed, as it were, with the inimitable 
France and the incomparable Italy; my real point is altogether ip 
the simple fact that they hovered before me, even in their scrappy 
foretastes, to a great effect of ease and inspiration, whereas I 
shouldn’t at all have resented the charge of fairly hiding behind the 
lowly door of Mr. Lazarus Fox— so unmistakeably did it open into 
complications tremendous. This excellent man, my Half-Moon 
Street landlord— I surrender, I can’t keep away from him— figures to 
me now as but one of the thousand forms of pressure in the collec- 
tive assault, but he couldn’t have been more carefully chosen for his 
ofiBce had he consciously undertaken to express to me in a concen- 
trated manner most of the things I was “after.” The case was rather 
indeed perhaps that he himself by his own mere perfection put me 
up to much of what I should most confidently look for, and that the 
right lines of observation and enjoyment, of local and social contact, 
as 1 may call it, were most of all those that started out from him 
and came back to him. It was as if nothing I saw could have done 
without him, as if nothing he was could have done without every- 
thing else. The very quarters I occupied under his protection hap- 
pened, for that matter, to swarm— as I estimated swarming— with 
intensities of suggestion— aware as I now encourage myself to be- 
come that the first note of the numberless reverberations I was to 
pick up in the aftertime had definitely been struck for me as under 
the wave of his conducting little wand. He flourished it modestly 
enough, ancient worthy of an immemorial order that he was— old 
pensioned servant, of course, of a Cumberland (as I believe) family, 
a kind, slim, celibate, informing and informed member of which 
occupied his second floor apartments; a friend indeed whom I had 
met on the very first occasion of my sallyir^ forth from Morley’s 
Hotel in Trafalgar Square to dine at a house of sustaining, of in- 
spiring hospitality in the Kensington quarter. Succumbing thus to 
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my tangle of memories, from which I discern no escape, I recognise 
further that if the endlessly befriending Charles Nortons introduced 
me to Albert Rutson, and Albert Rutson introduced me to his feudal 
retainer, so it was in no small degree through the confidence bor- 
rowed from the latter’s interest in the decent appearance I should 
make, an interest of a consistency not to have been prefigured by 
any at all like instance in my past, that I so far maintained my 
dizzy balance as to be able to ascend to the second floor under the 
thrill of sundry invitations to breakfast. I dare say it is the invita- 
tions to breakfast that hold me at this moment by their spell— so do 
they breathe to me across the age the note of a London world that 
we have left far behind; in consequence of which I the more yearn- 
ingly steal back to it, as on sneaking tiptoe, and shut myself up there 
without interference. It is embalmed in disconnections, in differ- 


ences, that I cultivate a free fancy for pronouncing advantageous 
to it: sunk already was the shaft by which I should descend into 
the years, and my inspiration is in touching as many as possible of the 
points of the other tradition, retracing as many as possible of the 
features of the old face, eventually to be blurred again even before 
my own eyes, and with the materials for a portrait thereby accessible 
but to those who were present up to the time of the change. 

I don’t pretend to date this change which still allows me to catch 
my younger observation and submission at play on the far side of it, 
I make it fall into the right perspective, however, I think, when 


I place it where I began to shudder before a confidence, not to say an 
impudence, of diminution in the aspects by which the British cap 
ital differed so from those of all the foreign together as to present 
throughout the straight contradiction to them. That straight con- 
tradiction, testifying invaluably at every turn, had been rom ar 
back the thing, romantically speaking, to clutch and keep the c ue 
and the logic of; thanks to it the whole picture, every element, o - 
jects and figures, background and actors, nature an art, ““8 
summately together, appealing in their own lig t an un 
own law-interesting ever in every case by instituting compariso^ 
sticking on the contrary to their true instinct f ^ su^eMing on^_ 
contrast. They were the opposite, the assure , t e a ^ ’ . 

ashamed, in respect to whatever might be of a gener y 
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tention elsewhere: this was their dignity, their beauty and their 
strength— to look back on which is to wonder if one didn’t quite con- 
sciously tremble, before the exhibition, for any menaced or miti- 
gated symptom in it. I honestly think one did, even in the first 
flushes of recognition, more or less so tremble; I remember at least 
that in spite of such disconcertments, such dismays, as certain of the 
most thoroughly Victorian chases vues originally treated me to, 
something yet deeper and finer than observation admonished me 
to like them just as they were, or at least not too fatuously to dislike 
—since it somehow glimmered upon me that if they had lacked their 
oddity, their monstrosity, as it even might be, their unabashed in- 
sular conformity, other things that belong to them, as they belong 
to these, might have loomed less large and massed less thick, which 
effect was wholly to be deprecated. To catch that secret, I make out 
the more I think of it, was to have perhaps the smokiest, but none 
the less the steadiest, light to walk by; the “clue,” as I have called it, 
was to be one’s appreciation of an England that should turn its 
back directly enough, and without fear of doing it too much, on ex- 
amples and ideas not strictly homebred— since she did her own sort 
of thing with such authority and was even then to be noted as some- 
times trying other people’s with a kind of disaster not recorded, at 
the worst, among themselves. 

I must of course disavow pretending to have read this vivid phi- 
losophy into my most immediate impressions, and I may in fact per- 
haps not claim to have been really aware of its seed till a consider- 
able time had passed, till apprehensions and reflections had taken 
place in quantity, immeasurable quantity, so to speak, and a great 
stir-up of the imagination been incurred. Undoubtedly is it in part 
the new— that is, more strictly, the elder— acuteness that I touch all 
the prime profit with; I didn’t know at the time either how much 
appearances were all the while in the melting-pot or what wealth of 
reaction on them I was laying up. I cherish, for love of the un- 
broken interest, all the same, the theory of certain then positive and 
effective prefigurements, because it leaves me thus free for remark- 
ing that I knew where I was, as I may put it, from the moment I 
saw the state of the London to come brought down with the weight 
of her abdication of her genius. It not unnaturally may be said that 
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it hasn't been till to-day that we her genius in its fulness- 
throwing up in a hundred lights, matters we practically acknowledge, 
such a plastic side as we had never dreamed she possessed. The 
genius of accommodation is what we had last expected of her-ac- 
commodation to anything but her portentous self, for in that con- 
nection she was ever remarkable; and certainly the air of the gen- 
eralised, the emulous smart modern capital has come to be written 
upon her larger and larger even while we look. 

The unaccommodating and unaccommodated city remains none 
the less closely consecrated to one's fondest notion of her— the city 
too indifferent, too proud, too unaware, too stupid even if one will, 
to enter any lists that involved her moving from her base and that 
thereby, when one approached her from the alien positive places (I 
don’t speak of the American, in those days too negative to be related 
at all) enjoyed the enormous “pull,” for making her impression, 
of ignoring everything but her own perversities and then of driving 
these home with an emphasis not to be gainsaid. Since she didn’t 
emulate, as I have termed it, so she practised her own arts alto- 
gether, and both these ways and these consequences were in the 
flattest opposition {that was the happy pointi) to foreign felicities or 
foreign standards, so that the effect in every case was of the straight- 
est reversal of them— with black for the foreign white and white for 
the foreign black, wet for the foreign dry and dry for the foreign 
wet, big for the foreign small and small for the foreign big: I needn’t 
extend the catalogue. Her idiosyncrasy was never in the least to have 
been inferred or presumed; it could only, in general, make the out- 
sider provisionally gape. She sat thus imperturbable in her felic- 
ities, and if that is how, remounting the stream of time, I like most 
to think of her, this is because if her interest is still undeniable— as 
that of overgrown things goes— it has yet lost its fineness of quality. 
Phenomena may be interesting, thank goodness, without being phe- 
nomena of elegant expression or of any other form of restless smart- 
ness, and when once type is strong, when once it plays up from deep 
sources, every show of its sincerity delivers us a message and we hang, 
to real suspense, on its continuance of energy, on its again and yet 
again consistently acquitting itself. So it keeps in tune, and, as the 
French adage says, c*est le ton qui fait la chanson. The mid-Victorian 
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London was sincere— that was a vast virtue and a vast appeal; the 
contemporary is sceptical, and most so when most plausible; the 
turn of the tide could verily be fixed to an hour— the hour at which 
the new plausibility began to exceed the old sincerities by so much 
as a single sign. They could truly have been arrayed face to face, I 
think, for an attentive eye— and I risk even saying that my own, bent 
upon them, as was to come to pass, with a habit of anxiety that I 
should scarce be able to overstate, had its unrecorded penetrations, 
its alarms and recoveries, even perhaps its very lapses of faith, 
though always redeemed afresh by still fonder fanaticisms, to a pitch 
that shall perhaps present itself, when they expose it all the way, as 
that of tiresome extravagance. Exposing it all the way is none the 
less, I see, exactly what I plot against it— or, otherwise expressed, in 
favour of the fine truth of history, so far as a throb of that awful 
pulse has been matter of one’s own life; in favour too of the mere 
returns derivable from more inordinate curiosity. These Notes 
would enjoy small self-respect, I think, if that principle, not to call 
it that passion, didn’t almost furiously ride them. 


Ill 

I was at any rate in the midst of sincerities enough, sincerities of 
emphasis and "composition”; perversities, idiosyncrasies, incalcula- 
bilities, delightful all as densities at first insoluble, delightful even 
indeed as so much mere bewilderment and shock. When was the 
shock, I ask myself as I look back, not so deadened by the general 
atmospheric richness as not to melt more or less immediately into 
some succulence for the mind, something that could feed the his- 
toric sense almost to sweetness? I don’t mean that it was a shock 
to be invited to breakfast— there were stronger ones than that; but 
was in fact the trait de mceurs that disconnected me with most rapid- 
ity and intensity from all I had left on the other side of the sea. To 
be so disconnected, for the time, and in the most insidious manner, 
was above all what I had come out for, and every appearance that 
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might help it was to be artfully and gratefuUy cultivated. I recollect 
well how many of these combined as I sat at quite punctual fried 
sole and marmalade in the comparatively disengaged sitting-room of 
the second floor-the occupany of the first has remained vague to 
me; disengaged from the mantle of gloom the folds of which draped 
most heavily the feet of the house, as it were, and thereby promoted 
in my own bower the chronic dusk favourable to mural decoration 
consisting mainly of framed and glazed “coloured” excisions from 
Christmas numbers of the Illustrated London News that had been 
at their hour quite modern miracles. Was it for that matter into a 
sudden splendour of the modern that I ascendingly emerged under 
the hospitality of my kind fellow-tenant, or was it rather into the 
fine classicism of a bygone age, as literature and the arts had handed 
down that memory? Such were the questions whisked at every turn 
under my nose and reducing me by their obscure charm but to be- 
wildered brooding, I fear, when I should have been myself, to repay 
these attentions, quite forward and informing and affirmative. 

There were eminent gentlemen, as I was sure they could only be, 
to “meet” and, alas, awfully to interrogate me— for vivid has re- 
mained to me, as the best of my bewilderment, the strangeness of 
finding that I could be of interest to them: not indeed to call it 
rather the proved humiliation of my impotence. My identity for my- 
self was all in my sensibility to their own exhibtion, with not a scrap 
left over for a personal show; which made it as inconvenient as it 
was queer that I should be treated as a specimen and have in the 
most unexpected manner to prove that I was a good one. I knew my- 
self the very worst conceivable, but how to give to such other per- 
sons a decent or coherent reason for my being so required more pres- 
ence of mind than I could in the least muster— the consequence of 
which failure had to be for me, I fear, under all that confused first 
flush, rather an abject acceptance of the air of imbecility. There 
were, it appeared, things of interest taking place in America, and I 
had had, in fhis absurd tnanner, to come to England to learn it: 
I had had over there on the ground itself no conception of any such 
matter-nothing of the smallest interest, by any perception of mine, 
as I suppose I should still blush to recall, had taken place in America 
since the War, How could anything, I really wanted to ask— any- 
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thing comparable, that is, to what was taking place under my eyes 
in Half-Moon Street and at dear softly presiding Rutson’s table of 
talk. It doubtless essentially belonged to the exactly right type and 
tone and general figure of my fellow-breakfasters from the Temple, 
from the Home Office, the Foreign Office, the House of Commons, 
from goodness knew what other scarce discernible Olympian alti- 
tudes, it belonged to the very cut of their hair and their waistcoat 
and their whiskers— for it was still more or less a whiskered age-r 
that they should desire from me much distinctness about General 
Grant’s first cabinet, upon the formation of which the light of the 
newspaper happened then to beat; yet at the same time that 1 asked 
myself if it was to such cold communities, such flat frustrations as 
were so proposed, that I had sought to lift my head again in Euro- 
pean air, I found the crisis enriched by sundry other apprehensions. 

They melted together in it to that increase of savour I have al- 
ready noted, yet leaving me vividly admonished that the blankness 
of my mind as to the Washington candidates relegated me to some 
class unencountered as yet by any one of my conversers, a class only 
not perfectly ridiculous because perfectly insignificant. Also that 
politics walked abroad in England, so that one might supremely 
bump against them, as much as, by my fond impression, they took 
their exercise in America but through the back streets and the ways 
otherwise untrodden and the very darkness of night; that further 
all lively attestations were ipso facto interesting, and that finally and 
in the supreme degree, the authenticity of whatever one was going to 
learn in the world would probably always have for its sign that one 
got it at some personal cost. To this generalisation mightn’t one 
even add that in proportion as the cost was great, or became fairly 
excruciating, the lesson, the value acquired would probably be a 
thing to treasure? I remember really going so far as to wonder if 
any act of acquisition of the life-loving, life-searching sort that most 
appealed to me wouldn’t mostly be fallacious if unaccompanied by 
that tag of the price paid in personal discomfort, in some self-expos- 
ure and some none too impossible consequent discomfiture, for the 
sake of it. Didn’t 1 even on occasion mount to the very height of 
seeing it written that these bad moments were the downright con- 
secration of knowledge, that is of perception and, essentially, of ex- 
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ploration, always dangerous and treacherous, and so might after- 
wards come to figure to memory, each in its order, as the silver nail 
on the wall of the temple where the trophy is hung up? All of 
which remark, I freely grant, is a great ado about the long since so 
bedimmed little lialf-hfoon Street breakfasts, and is moreover c^uite 
wide of the mark if suggesting that the joys of recognition, those of 
imaginatively, of projectively fitting in and fitting out every piece 
in the puzzle and every recruit to the force of a further understand- 
ing weren’t in themselves a most bustling and cheering business. 

It was bustling at least, assuredly, if not quite always in the same 
degree exhilarating, to breakfast out at all, as distinguished from 
lunching, without its being what the Harvard scene made of it, one 
of the incidents of “boarding”; it was association at a jump with the 
ghosts of Byron and Sheridan and Scott and Moore and Lockhart 
and Rogers and tutti quanti—2& well as the exciting note of a social 
order in which everyone wasn’t hurled straight, with the momentum 
of rising, upon an office or a store. The mere vision in numbers of 
persons embodying and in various ways sharply illustrating a clear 
alternative to that passivity told a tale that would be more and more 
worth the reading with every turn of the page. So at all events I fan- 
tasticated while harassed by my necessity to weave into my general 
tapestry every thread that would conduce to a pattern, and so the 
thread for instance of the great little difference of my literally never 
having but once “at home” been invited to breakfast on types as 
well as on toast and its accessories could suggest an effect of silk or 
silver when absolutely dangled before me. That single occasion at 
home came back in a light that fairly brought tears to my eyes, for 
it was touching now to the last wanness that the lady of the winter 
mom of the Massachusetts Sabbath, one of those, as I recover it, of 
1868, to reach whose board we had waded through snowdrifts, had 
been herself fondling a reminiscence, though I can scarce imagine 
supposing herself to offer for our consumption any other type than 
her own. It was for that matter but the sweet staleness of her remi- 
niscence that made her a type, and I remember how it had had to do 
thereby all the work: she, of an age to reach so considerably back, 
had breakfasted out, in London, and with Mr. Rogers himself— 
that was the point; which I am bound to say did for the hour and 
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on that spot supply richness of reference enough. And 1 am caught 
up, I find, in the very act of this claim for my prior scantness of ex- 
perience by a memory that makes it not a little less perfect and 
which is oddly enough again associated with a struggle, on an empty 
stomach, through the massed New England whiteness of the prime 
Sunday hour. I still cherish the vision, which couldn’t then have 
faded from me, of my having, during the age of innocence— I mean 
of my own— breakfasted with W. D. Howells, insidious disturber and 
fertiliser of that state in me, to “meet” Bayard Taylor and Arthui^ 
Sedgwick all in the Venetian manner, the delightful Venetian man- 
ner which toward the later ’sixties draped any motion on our host’s 
part as with a habit still appropriate. He had risen that morning 
under the momentum of his but recently concluded consular term 
in Venice, where margin, if only that of the great loungeable piazza, 
had a breadth, and though Sedgwick and I had rather, as it were, to 
take the jump standing, this was yet under the inspiration of feeling 
the case most special. Only it had been Venetian, snow-shoes and all; 
I had stored it sacredly away as not American at all, and was of 
course to learn in Half-Moon Street how little it had been English 
either. 

What must have seemed to me of a fine international mixture, 
during those weeks, was my thrilling opportunity to sit one morning, 
beside Mrs. Charles Norton’s tea-urn, in Queen’s Gate Terrace, op- 
posite to Frederic Harrison, eminent to me at the moment as one of 
the subjects of Matthew Arnold’s early fine banter, one of his too 
confidently roaring “young lions” of the periodical press. Has any 
gilding ray since that happy season rested here and there with the 
sovereign charm of interest, of drollery, of felicity and infelicity 
taken on by scattered selected objects in that writer’s bright critical 
dawn?— an element in which we had the sense of sitting gratefully 
bathed, so that we fairly took out our young minds and dabbled and 
soaked them in it as we were to do again in no other. The beauty 
was thus at such a rate that people had references, and that a refer- 
ence was then, to my mind, whether in a person or an object, the 
most glittering, the most becoming ornament possible, a style of 
decoration one seemed likely to perceive figures here and there, 
whether animate or not, quite groan under the accumulation and 
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the weight of. One had scarcely met it before— that I now under- 
stood; at the same time that there was perhaps a wan joy in one’s 
never having missed it, by all appearance, having on the contrary 
ever instinctively caught it, on the least glimmer of its presence. 
Even when present, or what in the other time I had taken for pres- 
ent, it had been of the thinnest, whereas all about me hereafter it 
would be by all appearance almost glutinously thick— to the point 
even of one’s on occasion sticking fast in it; that is finding intelligi- 
bility smothered in quantity. I lost breath in fact, no doubt, again 
and again, with this latter increase, but was to go on and on for a 
long time before any first glimmer of reaction against so special a 
source of interest. It attached itself to objects often, I saw, by no 
merit or virtue— above all, repeatedly, by no “cleverness”— of their 
own, but just by the luck of history, by the action of multiplicity of 
circumstance. Condemned the human particle “over here” was to 
live, on whatever terms, in thickness— instead of being free, compara- 
tively, or as I at once ruefully and exquisitely found myself, only to 
feel and to think in it. Ruefully because there were clearly a thou- 
sand contacts and sensations, of the strong direct order, that one lost 
by not so living; exquisitely because of the equal number of immu- 
nities and independences, blest independences of perception and 
judgment, blest liberties of range for the intellectual adventure, that 
accrued by the same stroke. These at least had the advantage, one of 
the most distinguished conceivable, that when enjoyed with a certain 
intensity they might produce the illusion of the other intensity, that 
of being involved in the composition and the picture itself, in the 
situations, the complications, the circumstances, admirable and 
dreadful; while no corresponding illusion, none making for the ideal 
play of reflection, conclusion, comparison, however one should in- 
cline to appraise the luxury, seemed likely to attend the immersed 
or engaged conditions. 

Whatever fatuity might at any rate have resided in these compla- 
cencies of view, I made fhem my own with the best conscience in the 
world, and I meet them again quite to extravagance of interest 
wherever on the whole extent of the scene my retrospect sets me 
down. It wasn’t in the least at the same time that encountered celeb- 
rities only thus provoked the shifting play of my small lamp, and this 
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too even though they were easily celebrated, by my measure, and 
though from the very first I owed an individual here and there 
among them, as was highly proper, the benefit of impression at the 
highest pitch. On the great supporting and enclosing scene itself, the 
big generalised picture, painted in layer upon layer and tone upon 
tone, one’s foncy was all the while feeding; objects and items, illus- 
trations and aspects might perpetually overlap or mutually interfere, 
but never without leaving consistency the more marked and charac-< 
ter the more unmistakeable. The place, the places, bristled so for' 
every glance with expressive particulars, that I really conversed with 
them, at happy moments, more than with the figures that moved in 
them, which affected me so often as but submissive articles of furni- 
ture, “put in” by an artist duly careful of effect and yet duly respect- 
ful of proportion. The great impression was doubtless no other then 
and there than what it is under every sky and before every scene that 
remind one afresh, at the given moment, of all the ways in which 
producing causes and produced creatures correspond and inter- 
depend; but I think I must have believed at that time that these 
cross references kept up their game in the English air with a frank- 
ness and a good faith that kept the process, in all probability, the 
most traceable of its kind on the globe. 

What was the secret of the force of that suggestion?— which was 
not, I may say, to be invalidated, to my eyes, by the further obser- 
vation of cases arid conditions. Was it that the enormous "pull” 
enjoyed at every point of the general surfiice the stoutness of the 
underlying belief in what was behind all surfaces?— so that the par- 
ticular visible, audible, palpable fact, however small and subsidiary, 
was incomparably absolute, or had, so to speak, such a conscience 
and a confidence, such an absence of reserve and latent doubts about 
itself, as was not elsewhere to be found. Didn’t such elements as that 
represent, in the heart of things, possibilities of scepticism, of mock- 
ery, of irony, of the return of the matter, whatever it might be, on 
itself, by some play or other of the questioning spirit, the spirit 
therefore weakening to entire comfort of affirmations? Didn’t I see 
that humour itself, which might seem elsewhere corrosive and sub- 
versive, was, as an English faculty, turned outward altogether and 
never turned inward?— by which convenient circumstance subvcr- 
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sion, or in other words alteration and variation were not promoted. 
Such truths were wondrous things to make out in such connections 
as my experience was then, and for no small time after, to be con- 
fined to; but I positively catch myself listening to them, even with 
my half-awakened ears, as if they had been all so many sermons of 
the very stones of London. There ^ to come back to it, was exactly the 
force with which these stones were to build me capaciously round: I 
invited them, I besought them, to say all they would, and— to return 
to my figure of a while back— it was soon so thoroughly as if they 
had understood that, once having begun, they were to keep year 
after year fairly chattering to me. Many of these pages, I fondly fore- 
see, must consist but of the record of their chatter. What was most of 
all happening, I take it, was that under an absurd special stress I was 
having, as who should say, to improvise a local medium and to ar- 
range a local consciousness. Against my due appropriation of those 
originally closest at my hand inevitable accidents had conspired— and, 
to conclude in respect to all this, if a considerable time was to be 
wanted, in the event, for ideal certainty of adjustment, half the terms 
required by this could then put forth the touching plea that they had 
quite achingly waited. 


IV 

It may perhaps seem strange that the soil should have been watered 
by such an incident as Mr. Lazarus Fox’s reply, in the earliest rich 
dusk, to my inquiry as to whither, while I occupied his rooms, I had 
best betake myself most regularly for my dinner: “Well, there is the 
Bath Hotel, sir, a very short walk away, where I should think you 
would be very comfortajble indeed. Mr. So-and-So dines at his club, 
sir— but there is also the Albany in Piccadilly, to which I believe 
many gentlemen go.” I think I measured on the spot “all that it 
took” to make my friend most advisedly— for it was clearly what he 
did— see me seated in lone state, for my evening meal, at the heavy 
niahogany of the stodgy little hotel that in those days and for long 
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after occupied the north-west comer of Arlington Street and to 
which, in common with many compatriots, I repeatedly resorted 
during the years immediately following. We suffered, however, on 
those occasions, the unmitigated coffee-room of Mr. Fox’s prescription 
—it was part of a strange inevitability, a concomitant of necessary 
shelter and we hadn’t at least gone forth to invoke its austere charm. 
I tried it, in that singular way, at the hour I speak of— and I well 
remember forecasting the interest of a social and moral order in 
which it could be supposed of me that, having tried it once, I should 
sublimely try it again. My success in doing so would indeed have 
been sublime, but a finer shade of the quality still attached somehow 
to my landlord’s confidence in it; and this was one of the threads 
that, as I have called them, I was to tuck away for future picking-up 
again and unrolling. 1 fell back on the Albany, which long ago 
passed away and which I seem to have brushed with a touch of remi- 
niscence in some anticipation of the present indulgence that is itself 
quite ancient history. It was a small eating-house of the very old Eng- 
lish tradition, as I then supposed at least, just opposite the much 
greater establishment of the same name, which latter it had bor- 
rowed, and I remember wondering whether the tenants of the classic 
chambers, the beadle-guarded cluster of which was impressive even 
to the deprecated approach, found their conception of the “restau- 
rant”— we still pronounced it in the French manner— met by the small 
compartments, narrow as horse-stalls, formed by the high straight 
backs of hard wooden benches and accommodating respectively two 
pairs of feeders, who were thus so closely face to face as fairly to 
threaten with knife and fork each others’ more forward features. 

The scene was sordid, the arrangements primitive, the detail of 
the procedure, as it struck me, wellnigh of the rudest; yet I remem- 
ber rejoicing in it all— as one indeed might perfectly rejoice in the 
juiciness of joints and the abundance of accessory pudding; for I said 
to myself under every shock and at the hint of every savour that this 
was what it was for an exhibition to reek with local colour, and one 
could dispense with a napkin, with a crusty roll, with room for one’s 
elbows or one’s feet, with an immunity from intermittence of the 
“plain boiled,” much better than one could dispense with that. 
There were restaurants galore even at that time in New York and in 
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Boston, but I had never before had to do with an eating-house and 
had not yet seen the little old English world of Dickens, let alone of 
the ever-haunting Hogarth, of Smollett and of Boswell, drenched 
with such a flood of light. As one sat there one understood; one drew 
out the severe stance not to stay the assault of precious conspiring 
truths, not to break the current of in-rushing telltale su^estion. 
Every face was a documentary scrap, half a dozen broken words to 
piece with half a dozen others, and so on and on; every sound was 
strong, whether rich and fine or only queer and coarse; everything in 
this order drew a positive sweetness from never being— whatever else 
it was— gracelessly flat. The very rudeness was ripe, the very common- 
ness was conscious— that is not related to mere other forms of the 
same, but to matters as different as possible, into which it shaded off 
and off or up and up; the image in fine was organic, rounded and 
complete, as definite as a Dutch picture of low life hung on a mu- 
seum wall. “Low” I say in respect to the life; but that was the point 
for me, that whereas the smartness and newness beyond the sea sup- 
posedly disavowed the low, they did so but thinly and vainly, falling 
markedly short of the high; which the little boxed and boiled Al- 
bany attained to some effect of, after a fashion of its own, just by 
having its so thoroughly appreciable note-value in a scheme of man- 
ners. It was imbedded, so to speak, in the scheme, and it borrowed 
lights, it borrowed even glooms, from so much neighbouring distinc- 
tion. The places across the sea, as they to my then eyes faintly after- 
glowed, had no impinging borders but those of the desert to borrow 
from. And if it be asked of me whether all the while I insist, for dem- 
onstration of the complacency with which I desire to revert, ori not 
regretting the disappearance of such too long surviving sordidries as 
those I have evoked, I can but answer that blind emotion, in which- 
ever sense directed, has nothing to say to the question and that the 
sense of what we just could confidently live by at a given far-away 

hour is a simple stout fact of relief. 

Relief, again, I say from the too enormous present accretions and 
alternatives-which we witlessly thought so innumerable then, which 
we artlessly found so much of the interest of in an immeasurable 
multiplicity and which I now feel myself thus grope for ghostly touch 
of in the name, neither more nor less, of poetic justice. I wasnt 
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doubtless at the time so very sure, after all, of the comparative felicity 
of our state, that of the rare moment for the fond fancy— I doubtless 
even a bit greedily missed certain quantities, not to call them certain 
qualities, here and there, and the best of my actual purpose is to 
make amends for that blasphemy. There isn’t a thing I can imagine 
having missed that I don’t quite ache to miss again; and it remains 
at all events an odd stroke that, having of old most felt the thrill of. 
the place in its mighty muchness, 1 have lived to adore it backward 
for its sweet simplicity. I find myself in fact at the present writing 
only too sorry when not able to minimise conscientiously this, that 
or the other of the old sources of impression. The thing is indeed 
admirably possible in a general way, though much of the exhibition 
was none the less undeniably, was absolutely large: how can I for 
instance recall the great cab-rank, mainly formed of delightful han- 
soms, that stretched along Piccadilly from the top of the Green Park 
unendingly down, without having to take it for unsurpassably mod- 
em and majestic? How can I think— I select my examples at hazard— 
of the “run” of the more successful of Mr. Robertson’s comedies at 
the “dear little old” Prince of Wales’s Theatre inTottenham Court 
Road as anything less than one of the wonders of our age? How, by 
the same token, can I not lose myself still more in the glory of a time 
that was to watch the drawn-out procession of Henry Irving’s Shake- 
spearean splendours at the transcendent Lyceum? or how, in the 
same general line, not recognise that to live through the extravagant 
youth of the aesthetic era, whether as embodied in the then appar- 
ently inexhaustible vein of the Gilbert and Sullivan operas or as 
more monotonously expressed in those “last words” of the raffing 
that were chanted and crooned in the damask-hung temple of the 
Grosvenor Gallery, was to seem privileged to such immensities as 
history would find left to her to record but with bated breath? 

These latter triumphs of taste, however, though lost in the abysm 
now, had then a good many years to wait and I alight for illustrative 
support of my present mild thesis on the comparative humility, say, 
of the inward aspects, in a large measure, of the old National Gallery, 
where memory mixes for me together so many elements of the sense 
of an antique world. The great element was of course that I well- 
nigh incredibly stood again in the immediate presence of Titian and 
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Rembrandt, of Rubens and Paul Veronese, and that the cup of sensa- 
tion was thereby filled to overflowing; but I look at it to-day as con- 
comitantly warm and closed-in and, as who should say, cosy that the 
ancient order and contracted state and thick-coloured dimness, all 
unconscious of rearrangements and reversals, blighting new lights 
and invidious shattering comparisons, still prevailed and kept con- 
templation comfortably confused and serenely superstitious, when 
not indeed at its sharpest moments quite fevered with incoherences. 
The place looks to me across the half century richly dim, yet at the 
same time both perversely plain and heavily violent— violent 
through indifference to the separations and selections that have 
become a tribute to modern nerves; but I cherish exactly those facts 
of benightedness, seeming as they do to have positively and blessedly 
conditioned the particular sweetness of wonder with which I 
haunted the Family of Darius, the Bacchus and Ariadne, or the 
so-called portrait of Ariosto. Could one in those days feel anything 
with force, whether for pleasure or for pain, without feeling it as 
an immense little act or event of life, and as therefore taking place 
on a scene and in circumstances scarce at all to be separated from 
its own sense and impact?— so that to recover it is to recover the 
whole medium, the material pressure of things, and find it most 
marked for preservation as an aspect, even, distinguishably, a “com- 
position.” 

What a composition, for instance again I am capable at this hour 
of explaining, the conditions of felicity in which I became aware, 
one afternoon during a renewed gape before the Bacchus and 
Ariadne, first that a little gentleman beside me and talking with the 
gp’eatest vivacity to another gentleman was extremely remarkable, 
second that he had the largest and most chevelu auburn head I had 
ever seen perched on a scarce perceptible body, third that I held 
some scrap of a clue to his identity, which couldn t fail to be emi- 
nent, fourth that this tag of association was with nothing less than 
a small photograph sent me westward across the sea a few months 
before, and fifth that the sitter for the photograph had been the 
author of Atalanta in Calydon and Poems and BalladsI I thrilled, it 
perfectly comes back to me, with the prodigy of this circu^tance 
that I should be admiring Titian in the same breath with Mr. 
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Swinburne— that is in the same breath in which he admired Titian 
and in which I also admired him, the whole constituting on the spot 
between us, for appreciation, that is for mine, a fact of intercourse, 
such a fact as could stamp and colour the whole passage ineffaceably, 
and this even though the more illustrious party to it had within the 
minute turned off and left me shaken. I was shaken, but I was satis- 
fied— that was the point; I didn’t ask more to interweave another 
touch in my pattern, and as I once more gather in the impression 
1 am struck with my having deserved truly as many of the like as 
possible. I was welcome to them, it may well be said, on such easy 
terms— and yet I ask myself whether, after all, it didn’t take on my 
own part some doing, as we nowadays say, to make them so well 
worth having. 'They themselves took, I even at the time felt, little 
enough trouble for it, and the virtue of the business was repeat- 
edly, no doubt, a good deal more in what I brought than in what I 
took. 

I apply this remark indeed to those extractions of the quintes- 
sence that had for their occasion either one’s more undirected 
though never fruitless walks and wanderings or one’s earnest, one’s 
positively pious approach to whatever consecrated ground or shrine 
of pilgrimage that might be at the moment in order. There was not 
a regular prescribed “sight” that I during those weeks neglected— 
I remember haunting the museums in especial, though the South 
Kensington was then scarce more than embryonic, with a sense of 
duty and of excitement that I was never again to know combined in 
equal measure, I think, and that it might really have taken some 
element of personal danger to account for. There was the element, 
in a manner, to season the cup with sharpness— the danger, all the 
while, that my freedom might be brief and my experience broken, 
that I was under the menace of uncertainty and subject in fine to 
interruption. The fact of having been so long gravely unwell suf- 
ficed by itself to keep apprehension alive; it was our idea, or at 
least quite intensely mine, that what I was doing, could I but put 
it through, would be intimately good for me— only the putting it 
through was the difficulty, and I sometimes faltered by the way. This 
makes now for a general air on the part of all the objects of vision 
that I recover, and almost as much in those of accidental encounter 
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as in the breathlessly invoked, of being looked at for the last time 
and giving out their message and story as with the still, collected 
passion of an only chance. This feeling about them, not to say, as I 
might have imputed it, in them, wonderfully helped, as may be be- 
lieved, the extraction of quintessences— which sprang at me of them- 
selves, for that matter, out of any appearance that confessed to the 
least value in the compound, the least office in the harmony. If the 
commonest street-vista was a fairly heart-shaking contributive image, 
if the incidents of the thick renascent light anywhere, and the per- 
petual excitement of never knowing, between it and the historic 
and determined gloom, which was which and which one would most 
“back” for the general outcome and picture, so the great sought-out 
compositions, the Hampton Courts and the Windsors, the Rich- 
monds, the Dulwiches, even the very Hampstead Heaths and Putney 
Commons, to say nothing of the Towers, the Temples, the Cathe- 
drals and the strange penetrabilities of the City, ranged themselves 
like the rows of great figures in a sum, an amount immeasurably 
huge, that one would draw on if not quite as long as one lived, yet 
as soon as ever one should seriously get to work. That, to a tune 
of the most beautiful melancholy— at least as I catch it again now— 
was the way all values came out: they were charged somehow with 
a useability the most immediate, the most urgent, and which, I 
seemed to see, would keep me restless till I should have done some- 
thing of my very own with them. 

This was indeed perhaps what most painted them over with the 
admonitory appeal: there were truly moments at which they seemed 
not to answer for it that I should get all the good of them, and the 
finest— what I was so extravagantly, so fantastically after— unless I 
could somehow at once indite my sonnet and prove my title. The 
difficulty was all in there being so much of them-I might myself 
have been less restless if they could only have been less vivid. This 
they absolutely declined at any moment and in any connection to be, 
and it was ever so long till they abated a jot of the refusal. Thereby, 
in consequence, as may easily be judged, they were to keep me m 
alarms to which my measures practically taken, my catastrophes 
anxiously averted, remained not quite proportionate. I recall a most 
interesting young man who had been my shipmate on t e ome 
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ward-bound "China,” shortly before— I could go at length into my 
reasons for having been so struck with him, but I forbear— who, on 
our talking, to my intense trepidation of curiosity, of where I might 
advisedly “go” in London, let me know that he always went to 
Craven Street Strand, where bachelor lodgings were highly con- 
venient, and whence I in fact then saw them flush at me over the cold 
grey sea with an authenticity almost fierce. I didn’t in the event, as has 
been seen, go to Craven Street for rooms, but I did go, on the very 
first occasion, for atmosphere, neither more nor less— the young man 
of the ship, building so much better than he knew, had guaranteed 
me such a rightness of that; and it belongs to this reminiscence, for 
the triviality of which I should apologize did I find myself at my 
present pitch capable of apologizing for anything, that I had on the 
very spot there one of those hallucinations as to the precious effect 
dreadful to lose and yet impossible to render which interfused the 
aesthetic dream in presence of its subject with the mortal drop of 
despair (as I should insist at least didn’t the despair itself seem to 
have acted here as the preservative). The precious effect in the case 
of Craven Street was that it absolutely reeked, to my fond fancy, 
with associations bom of the particular ancient piety embodied in 
one’s private altar to Dickens; and that this upstart little truth alone 
would revel in explanations that I should for the time have fever- 
ishly to forego. The exquisite matter was not the identification with 
the scene of special shades or names; it was just that the whole 
Dickens procession marched up and down, the whole Dickens world 
looked out of its queer, quite sinister windows— for it was the 
socially sinister Dickens, I am afraid, rather than the socially en- 
couraging or confoundingly comic who still at that moment was 
most apt to meet me with his reasons. Such a reason was just that 
look of the inscrutable riverward street, packed to blackness with 
accumulations of suffered experience, these, indescribably, dis- 
avowed and confessed at one and the same time, and with the fact 
of its blocked old Thames-side termination, a mere fact of more 
oppressive enclosure now, telling all sorts of vague loose stories 
about it 
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V 

Why, however, should I pick up so small a crumb from that mere 
brief first course at a banquet of initiation which was in the event 
to prolong itself through years and years?— unless indeed as a scrap 
of a specimen, chosen at hazard, of the prompt activity of a process 
by which my intelligence afterwards came to find itself more fed, I 
think, than from any other source at all, or, for that matter, from 
all other sources put together. A hundred more suchlike modest 
memories breathe upon me, each with its own dim little plea, as I 
turn to face them, but my idea is to deal somehow more conven- 
iently with the whole gathered mass of my subsequent impressions 
in this order, a fruitage that I feel to have been only too abundantly 
stored. Half a dozen of those of a larger and more immediate dig- 
nity, incidents more particularly of the rather invidiously so-called 
social contact, pull my sleeve as I pass; but the long, backward- 
drawn train of the later life drags them along with it, lost and 
smothered in its spread— only one of them stands out or remains 
over, insisting on its place and hour, its felt distinguishability. To 
this day I feel again that roused emotion, my unsurpassably prized 
admission to the presence of the great George Eliot, whom I was 
taken to see, by one of the kind door-opening Norton ladies, by 
whom Mrs. Lewes’s guarded portal at North Bank appeared espe- 
cially penetrable, on a Sunday afternoon of April ’69. Later occa- 
sions, after a considerable lapse, were not to overlay the absolute 
face-value, as I may call it, of all the appearances then and there 
presented me— which were taken home by a young spirit almost 
abjectly grateful, at any rate all devoutly prepared, for them. I find 
it idle even to wonder what “place” the author of Silas Mamer and 
Middlemarch may be conceived to have in the pride of our litera- 
ture— so settled and consecrated in the individual range of view is 
many such a case free at last to find itself, free after ups and downs, 
after fluctuations of fame or whatever, which have divested judg- 
nient of any relevance that isn’t most of all the relevance of a living 



874 HENRY JAMES; AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

and recorded relation. It has ceased then to know itself in any degree 
as an estimate, has shaken off the anxieties of circumspection and 
comparison and just grown happy to act as an attachment pure and 
simple, an effect of life’s own logic, but in the ashes of which the 
wonted fires of youth need but to be blown upon for betrayal of 
a glow. Reflective appreciation may have originally been concerned, 
whether at its most or at its least, but it is well over, to our infinite 
relief— yes, to our immortal comfort, I think; the interval back can- 
not again be bridged. We simply sit with our enjoyed gain, our 
residual rounded possession in our lap; a safe old treasure, which 
has ceased to shrink, if indeed also perhaps greatly to swell, and all 
that further touches it is the fine vibration set up if the name we 
know it all by is called into question— perhaps however little. 

It was by George Eliot’s name that I was to go on knowing, was 
never to cease to know, a great treasure of beauty and humanity, of 
applied and achieved art, a testimony, historic as well as aesthetic, 
to the deeper interest of the intricate English aspects; and I now 
allow the vibration, as I have called it, all its play— quite as if I had 
been wronged even by my own hesitation as to whether to pick up 
my anecdote. That scruple wholly fades with the sense of how I must 
at the very time have foreseen that here was one of those associations 
that would determine in the far future an exquisite inability to 
revise it. Middlemarch had not then appeared— we of the faith were 
still to enjoy that saturation, and Felix Holt the radical was upwards 
of three years old; the impetus proceeding from this work, however, 
was still fresh enough in my pulses to have quickened the palpitation 
of my finding myself in presence. I had rejoiced without reserve in 
Felix Holt— the illusion of reading which, outstretched on my then 
too frequently inevitable bed at Swampscott during a couple of very 
hot days of the summer of 1866, comes back to me, followed by that 
in sooth of sitting up again, at no great case, to indite with all 
promptness a review of the delightful thing, the place of appearance 
of which nothing could now induce me to name, shameless about 
the general fact as I may have been at the hour itself: over such a 
feast of fine rich natural tone did I feel myself earnestly bend. Quite 
unforgettable to me the art and truth with which the note of this 
tone was struck in the beautiful prologue and the bygone appear- 
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ances, a hundred of the outward and visible signs of the author’s 
own young rural and midmost England, made to hold us by their 
harmony. The book was not, if I rightly remember, altogether 
genially greeted, but I was to hold fast to the charm I had thank- 
fully suffered it, I had been conscious of absolutely needing it, to 
work. 

Exquisite the remembrance of how it wouldn’t have “done” for 
me at all, in relation to other inward matters, not to strain from the 
case the last drop of its happiest sense. And I had even with the 
cooling of the first glow so little gone back upon it, as we have nowa- 
days learned to say, had in fact so gone forward, floated by its wave 
of superlative intended benignity, that, once in the cool quiet 
drawing-room at North Bank I knew myself steeped in still deeper 
depths of the medium. G. H. Lewes was absent for the time on an 
urgent errand; one of his sons, on a visit at the house, had been 
suddenly taken with a violent attack of pain, the heritage of a bad 
accident not long before in the West Indies, a suffered onset from 
an angry bull, I seem to recall, who had tossed or otherwise mauled 
him, and, though beaten off, left him considerably compromised— 
these facts being promptly imparted to us, in no small flutter, by our 
distinguished lady, who came in to us from another room, where 
she had been with the hapless young man while his father appealed 
to the nearest good chemist for some known specific. It infinitely 
moved me to see so great a celebrity quite humanly and familiarly 
ag^itated— even with something clear and noble in it too, to which, 
as well as to the extraordinarily interesting dignity of her whole odd 
personal conformation, I remember thinking her black silk dress 
and the lace mantilla attached to her head and keeping company on 
either side with the low-falling thickness of her dark hair effectively 
contributed. I have found myself, my life long, attaching value to 
every noted thing in respect to a great person-and George Eliot 
struck me on the spot as somehow illustratively great; never at any 
rate has the impression of those troubled moments faded from me, 
nor that at once of a certain high grace in her anxiety and a fr^ 
immediate appreciation of our presence, modest embarrassed folk 
as we were. It took me no long time to thrill with the sense, sublime 
in its unexpectedness, that we were perhaps, or indeed quite clearly. 
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helping her to pass the time till Mr. Lewes’s return— after which he 
would again post off for Mr. Paget the pre-eminent surgeon; and 
I see involved with this the perfect amenity of her assisting us, as it 
were, to assist her, through unrelinquished proper talk, due re- 
sponsible remark and report, in the last degree suggestive to me, 
on a short holiday taken with Mr. Lewes in the south of France, 
whence they had just returned. Yes indeed, the lightest words of 
great persons are so little as any words of others are that I catch 
myself again inordinately struck with her dropping it offhand that 
the mistral, scourge of their excursion, had blown them into 
Avignon, where they had gone, I think, to see J. S. Mill, only to 
blow them straight out again— the figure put it so before us; as well 
as with the moral interest, the absence of the banal, in their having, 
on the whole scene, found pleasure further poisoned by the fre- 
quency in all those parts of “evil feces: oh the evil facesl” That 
recorded source of suffering enormously affected me— I felt it as 
beautifully characteristic: I had never heard an impression de 
voyage so little tainted with the superficial or the vulgar. I was my- 
self at the time in the thick of impressions, and it was true that 
they would have seemed to me rather to fail of life, of their own 
doubtless inferior kind, if submitting beyond a certain point to be 
touched with that sad or, as who should say, that grey colour: Mrs. 
Lewes’s were, it appeared, predominantly so touched, and I could at 
once admire it in them and wonder if they didn’t pay for this by 
some lack of intensity on other sides. Why I didn’t more impute to 
her, or to them, that possible lack is more than I can say, since under 
the law of moral earnestness the vulgar and the trivial would be 
then involved in the poor observations of my own making— a con- 
clusion sufficiently depressing. 

However, I didn’t find myself depressed, and I didn’t find the 
great mind that was so good as to shine upon us at that awkward 
moment however dimly anything but augmented; what was its sen- 
sibility to the evil faces but part of the large old tenderness which 
the occasion had caused to overflow and on which we were presently 
floated back into the room she had left?— where we might perhaps 
beguile a little the impatience of the sufferer waiting for relief. We 
ventured in our flutter to doubt whether we should beguile, we 
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held back with a certain delicacy from this irruption, and if there 
was a momentary wonderful and beautiful conflict I remember how 
our yielding struck me as crowned with the finest grace it could 
possibly have, that of the prodigious privilege of humouring, yes 
literally humouring so renowned a spirit at a moment when we 
could really match our judgment with hers. For the injured young 
man, in the other and the larger room, simply lay stretched on 
his back on the floor, the posture apparently least painful to him— 
though painful enough at the best I easily saw on kneeling beside 
him, after my first dismay, to ask if I could in any way ease him, I 
see his face again, fair and young and flushed, with its vague little 
smile and its moist brow; I recover the moment or two during which 
we sought to make natural conversation in his presence, and my 
question as to what conversation was natural; and then as his father’s 
return still failed my having the inspiration that at once terminated 
the strain of the scene and yet prolonged the sublime connection. 
Mightn’t I then hurry off for Mr. Paget?— on whom, as fast as a cab 
could carry me, I would wait with the request that he would come 
at the first possible moment to the rescue. Mrs. Lewes’s and our 
stricken companion’s instant appreciation of this offer lent me wings 
on which I again feel myself borne very much as if suddenly acting 
as a messenger of the gods— surely I had never come so near to per- 
forming in that character. I shook off my fellow visitor for swifter 
cleaving of the air, and I recall still feeling that I cleft it even in the 
dull four-wheeler of other days which, on getting out of the house, 

I recognised as the only object animating, at a distance, the long 
blank Sunday vista beside the walled-out Regent’s Park. I crawled 
to Hanover Square— or was it Cavendish? I let the question stand— 
and, after learning at the great man’s door that though he was not 
at home he was soon expected back and would receive my message 
without delay, cherished for the rest of the day the particular 
quality of my vibration. 

It was doubtless even excessive in proportion to its cause yet in 
what else but that consisted the force and the use of vibrations? It 
was by their excess that one knew them for such, as one for that 
matter only knew things in general worth knowing. I didn t know 
what I had expected as an eflEect of our offered homage, but I had 



678 HENRY JAMES; AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

somehow not, at the best, expected a relation— and now a relation 
had been dramatically determined. It would exist for me if I should 
never again in all the world ask a feather’s weight of it; for myself, 
that is, it would simply never be able not somehow to act. Its virtue 
was not in truth at all flagrantly to be put to the proof— any oppor- 
tunity for that underwent at the best a considerable lapse; but why 
wasn’t it intensely acting, none the less, during the time when, 
before being in London again for any length of stay, I found it 
intimately concerned in my perusal of Middlemarch, so soon then to 
appear, and even in that of Deronda, its intervention on behalf of 
which defied any chill of time? And to these references I can but 
subjoin that they obviously most illustrate the operation of a sense 
for drama. The process of appropriation of the two fictions was 
experience, in great intensity, and roundabout the field was drawn 
the distinguishable ring of something that belonged equally to this 
condition and that embraced and further vivified the imaged mass, 
playing in upon it lights of surpassing fineness. So it was, at any 
rate, that my “relation”— for I didn’t go so far as to call it “ours”— 
helped me to squeeze further values from the intrinsic substance of 
the copious final productions I have named, a weight of variety, 
dignity and beauty of which I have never allowed my measure to 
shrink. 

Even this example of a rage for connections, I may also remark, 
doesn’t deter me from the mention here, somewhat out of its order 
of time, of another of those in which my whole privilege of refer- 
ence to Mrs. Lewes, such as it remained, was to look to be preserved. 
I stretch over the years a little to overtake it, and it calls up at once 
another person, the ornament, or at least the diversion, of a society 
long since extinct to me, but who, in common with every bearer of 
a name I yield to the temptation of writing, insists on profiting 
promptly by the fact of inscription— very much as if first tricking me 
into it and then proving it upon me. The extinct societies that once 
were so sure of themselves, how can they not stir again if the right 
touch, that of a hand they actually knew, however little they may 
have happened to heed it, reaches tenderly back to them? The touch 
is the retrieval, so far as it goes, setting up as it does heaven knows 
what undefeated continuity. I must have been present among the 
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faithful at North Bank during a Sunday afternoon or two of the 
winter of 77 was to see the great lady alone but on a 

single occasion before her death; but those attestations are all but 
lost to me now in the livelier pitch of a scene, as I can only call it, 
of which I feel myself again, all amusedly, rather as sacrificed wit- 
ness. I had driven over with Mrs. Greville from Milford Cottage, 
in Surrey, to the villa George Eliot and George Lewes had not long 
before built themselves, and which they much inhabited, at Witley 
—this indeed, I well remember, in no great flush of assurance that 
my own measure of our intended felicity would be quite that of my 
buoyant hostess. But here exactly comes, with my memory of Mrs. 
Greville, from which numberless by-memories dangle, the interest- 
ing question that makes for my recall why things happened, under 
her much-waved wing, not in any too coherent fashion— and this 
even though it was never once given her, I surmise, to guess that 
they anywhere fell short. So gently used, all round indeed, was this 
large, elegant, extremely near-sighted and extremely demonstrative 
lady, whose genius was all for friendship, admiration, declamation 
and expenditure, that one doubted whether in the whole course of 
her career she had ever once been brought up, as it were, against a 
recognised reality; other at least perhaps than the tiresome cost of 
the materially agreeable in life and the perverse appearance, at 
times, that though she “said” things, otherwise recited choice mor- 
ceaux, whether French or English, with a marked oddity of man- 
ner, of “attack,” a general incongruity of drawing-room art, the 
various contributive elements, hour, scene, persuaded patience and 
hushed attention, were perforce a precarious quantity. 

It is in that bygone old grace of the unexploded factitious, the 
air of a thousand dimmed illusions and more or less early Victorian 
beatitudes on the part of the blandly idle and the supposedly ac- 
complished, that Mrs. Greville, with her exquisite goodnature and 
her innocent fatuity, is embalmed for me; so that she becomes in 
that light a truly shining specimen, almost the image or compen- 
dium of a whole side of a social order. Just so she has happy sug- 
gestion; just so, whether or no by a twist of my mind toward the 
enviability of certain complacencies of faith and taste that we would 
yet neither live back into if we could, nor can catch again if we 
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would, I see my forgotten friend of that moist autumn afternoon 
of our call, and of another, on the morrow, which I shall not pass 
over, as having rustled and gushed and protested and performed 
through her term under a kind of protection by the easy-going gods 
that is not of this fierce age. Amiabilities and absurdities, harmless 
serenities and vanities, pretensions and undertakings unashamed, 
still profited by the mildness of the critical air and the benignity of 
the social— on the right side at least of the social line. It had struck 
me from the first that nowhere so much as in England was it for- 
tunate to he fortunate, and that against that condition, once it had 
somehow been handed down and determined, a number of the 
sharp truths that one might privately apprehend beat themselves 
beautifully in vain. I say beautifully for I confess without scruple to 
have found again and again at that time an attaching charm in the 
general exhibition of enjoyed immunity, paid for as it was almost 
always by the personal amenity, the practice of all sorts of pleasant- 
ness; if it kept the gods themselves for the time in goodhumour, 
one was willing enough, or at least I was, to be on the side of the 
gods. Unmistakable too, as I seem to recover it, was the positive 
interest of watching and noting, round-about one, for the turn, or 
rather for the blest continuity, of their benevolence: such an appeal 
proceeded, in this, that and the other particular case, from the fool’s 
paradise really rounded and preserved, before one’s eyes, for those 
who were so good as to animate it. 'There was always the question of 
how long they would be left to, and the growth of one’s fine sus- 
pense, not to say one’s frank little gratitude, as the miracle repeated 
itself. 

All of which, I admit, dresses in many reflections the small cir- 
cumstance that Milford Cottage, with its innumerable red candles 
and candle-shades, had affected me as the most embowered retreat 
for social innocence that it was possible to conceive, and as abso- 
lutely settling the question of whether the practice of pleasantness 
mightn’t quite ideally pay for the fantastic protectedness. The red 
candles in the red shades have remained with me, inexplicably, as a 
vivid note of this pitch, shedding their rosy light, with the autumn 
gale, the averted reality, all shut out, upon such felicities of femi- 
nine helplessness as I couldn’t have prefigured in advance and as 
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exemplified, for further gathering in, the possibilities of the old 
tone. Nowhere had the evening curtains seemed so drawn, nowhere 
the copious service so soft, nowhere the second volume of the new 
novel, half-uncut, so close to one’s hand, nowhere the exquisite 
head and incomparable brush of the domesticated collie such an 
attestation of that standard at least, nowhere the harmonies of acci- 
dent-of intention was more than one could say-so incapable of a 
wrong deflection. That society would lack the highest finish without 
some such distributed clusters of the thoroughly gentle, the mildly 
presumptuous and the inveterately mistaken, was brought home to 
me there, in fine, to a tune with which I had no quarrel, perverse 
enough as I had been from an early time to know but the impulse 
to egg on society to the fullest discharge of any material stirring 
within its breast and not making for cruelty or brutality, mere base- 
ness or mere stupidity, that would fall into a picture or a scene. The 
quality of serene anxiety on the part for instance of exquisite Mrs. 
Thellusson, Mrs. Greville’s mother, was by itself a plea for any privi- 
lege one should fancy her perched upon; and I scarce know if this be 
more or be less true because the anxiety— at least as I culled its 
fragrance— was all about the most secondary and superfluous small 
matters alone. It struck me, I remember, as a new and unexpected 
form of the pathetic altogether; and there was no form of the 
pathetic, any more than of the tragic or the comic, that didn’t 
serve as another pearl for one’s lengthening string. And I pass 
over what was doubtless the happiest stroke in the composition, the 
fact of its involving, as all-distinguished husband of the other daugh- 
ter, an illustrious soldier and servant of his sovereign, of his sov- 
ereigns that were successively to be, than against whose patient 
handsome bearded presence the whole complexus of femininities 
and futilities couldn’t have been left in more tolerated and more 
contrasted relief; pass it over to remind myself of how, in my particu- 
lar friend of the three, the comic and the tragic were presented in 
a confusion that made the least intended of them at any moment 
take effectively the place of the most. The impression, that is, was 
never that of the sentiment operating-save indeed perhaps when 
the dear lady applied her fiiculty for frank imitation of the ridicu- 
lous, which she then quite directly and remarkably achieved; but 
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that she could be comic, that she was comic, was what least appeased 
her unrest, and there were reasons enough, in a word, why her 
failure of the grand manner or the penetrating note should evoke 
the idea of their opposites perfectly achieved. She sat, alike in adora- 
tion and emulation, at the feet of my admirable old friend Fanny 
Kemble, the goodnature of whose consent to “hear” her was 
equalled only by the immediately consequent action of the splen- 
didly corrective spring on the part of that unsurpassed subject of 
the dramatic afflatus fairly, or, as I should perhaps above all say, 
contradictiously provoked. Then aspirant and auditor, rash adven- 
turer and shy alarmist, were swept away together in the gust of mag- 
nificent rightness and beauty, no scrap of the far-scattered prime 
proposal being left to pick up. 

Which detail of reminiscence has again stayed my course to the 
Witley Villa, when even on the way I quaked a little with my sense 
of what generally most awaited or overtook my companion’s prime 
proposals. What had come most to characterise the Leweses to my 
apprehension was that there couldn’t be a thing in the world about 
which they weren’t, and on the most conceded and assured grounds, 
almost scientifically particular; which presumption, however, only 
added to the relevance of one’s learning how such a matter as their 
relation with Mrs. Greville could in accordance with noble con- 
sistencies be carried on. I could trust her for it perfectly, as she 
knew no law but that of innocent and exquisite aberration, never 
wanting and never less than consecrating, and I fear I but took 
refuge for the rest in declining all responsibility. I remember try- 
ing to say to myself that, even such as we were, our visit couldn’t 
but scatter a little the weight of cloud on the Olympus we scaled- 
given the dreadful drenching afternoon we were after all an imag- 
inable short solace there; and this indeed would have borne me 
through to the end save for an incident which, with a quite ideal 
logic, left our adventure an approved ruin. I see again our bland, 
benign, commiserating hostess beside the fire in a chill desert of a 
rocnn where the master of the house guarded the opposite hearth- 
stone, and I catch once more the impression of no occurrence of 
anything at all appreciable but their liking us to have come, with 
our terribly trivial contribution, mainly from a prevision of how 
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they should more devoutly like it when we departed. It is remark- 
able, but the occasion yields me no single echo of a remark on the 
part of any of us— nothing more than the sense that our great author 
herself peculiarly sufiEered from the fury of the elements, and that 
they had about them rather the minimum of the paraphernalia of 
reading and writing, not to speak of that of tea, a conceivable fea- 
ture of the hour, but which was not provided for. Again I felt 
touched with privilege, but not, as in ’69, with a form of it redeemed 
from barrenness by a motion of my own, and the taste of barrenness 
was in fact in my mouth under the effect of our taking leave. We 
did so with considerable flourish till we had passed out to the hall 
again, indeed to the door of the waiting carriage, toward which 
G. H. Lewes himself all sociably, then above all conversingly, wafted 
us— yet staying me by a sudden remembrance before I had entered 
the brougham and signing me to wait while he repaired his omis- 
sion. I returned to the doorstep, whence I still see him reissue from 
the room we had just left and hurry toward me across the hall shak- 
ing high the pair of blue-bound volumes his allusion to the unin- 
vited, the verily importunate loan of which by Mrs. Greville had 
lingered on the air after his dash in quest of them; “Ah those books 
—take them away, please, away, away I” I hear him unreservedly 
plead while he thrusts them again at me, and I scurry back into our 
conveyance, where, and where only, settled afresh with my com- 
panion, I venture to assure myself of the horrid truth that had 
squinted at me as I relieved our good friend of his superfluity. What 
indeed was this superfluity but the two volumes of my own precious 
“last”— we were still in the blest age of volumes— presented by its 
author to the lady of Milford Cottage, and by her, misguided votary, 
dropped with the best conscience in the world into the Witley abyss, 
out of which it had jumped with violence, under the touch of acci- 
dent, straight up again into my own exposed face? 

The bruise inflicted there I remember feeling for the moment 
only as sharp, such a mixture of delightful small questions at once 
salved it over and such a charm in particular for me to my recog- 
nising that this particular wrong— inflicted all unawares, which ex- 
actly made it sublime— was the only rightness of our visit. Our hosts 
hadn’t so much as connected book with author, or author with 
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visitor, or visitor with anything but the convenience of his ridding 
them of an unconsidered trifle; grudging as they so justifiedly did 
the impingement of such matters on their consciousness. The vivid 
demonstration of one’s failure to penetrate there had been in the 
sweep of Lewes’s gesture, which could scarce have been bettered by 
his actually wielding a broom. I think nothing passed between us in 
the brougham on revelation of the identity of the offered treat so 
emphatically declined— I see that I couldn’t have laughed at it to 
the confusion of my gentle neighbour. But I quite recall my grasp 
of the interest of our distinguished friends’ inaccessibility to the 
unattended plea, with the light it seemed to throw on what it was 
really to be attended. Never, never save as attended— by presump- 
tions, that is, far other than any then hanging about one— would 
one so much as desire not to be pushed out of sight. I needn’t 
attempt, however, to supply all the links in the chain of association 
which led to my finally just qualified beatitude: I had been served 
right enough in all conscience, but the pity was that Mrs. Greville 
had been. This I never wanted for her; and I may add, in the con- 
nection, that I discover now no grain of false humility in my having 
enjoyed in my own person adorning such a tale. There was posi- 
tively a fine high thrill in thinking of persons— or at least of a per- 
son, for any fact about Lewes was but derivative— engaged in my 
own pursuit and yet detached, by what I conceived, detached by a 
pitch of intellectual life, from all that made it actual to myself. 
There was the lift of contemplation, there the inspiring image and 
the big supporting truth; the pitch of intellectual life in the very 
fact of which we seemed, my hostess and I, to have caught our celeb- 
rities sitting in that queer bleak way wouldn’t have bullied me in 
the least if it hadn’t been the centre of such a circle of gorgeous 
creation. It was the fashion among the profane in short either to 
misdoubt, before George Eliot’s canvas, the latter’s backing of rich 
thought, or else to hold that this matter of philosophy, and even if 
but of the philosophic vocabulary, thrust itself through to the con- 
founding of the picture. But with that thin criticism I wasn’t, as 1 
have already intimated, to have a moment’s patience; I was to be- 
come, I was to remain— I take pleasure in repeating— even a very 
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Derondist of Derondists, for my own wanton joy: which amounts to 
saying that I found the figured, coloured tapestry always vivid 
enough to brave no matter what complication of the stitch. 


VI 

I take courage to confess moreover that I am carried further still by 
the current on which Mrs. Greville, friend of the super-eminent, 
happens to have launched me; for I can neither forbear a glance 
at one or two of the other adventures promoted by her, nor in the 
least dissociate her from that long aftertaste of them, such as they 
were, which I have positively cultivated. I ask myself first, however, 
whether or no our drive to Aldworth, on the noble height of Black- 
down, had been preceded by the couple of occasions in London on 
which I was to feel I saw the Laureate most at his ease, yet on re- 
flection concluding that the first of these— and the fewest days must 
have separated them— formed my prime introduction to the poet I 
had earliest known and best loved. The revelational evening I speak 
of is peopled, to my memory, not a little, yet with a confusedness 
out of which Tennyson’s own presence doesn’t at all distinctly 
emerge; he was occupying a house in Eaton Place, as appeared then 
his wont, for the earlier weeks of the spring, and I seem to recover 
that I had “gone on’’ to it, after dining somewhere else, under pro- 
tection of my supremely kind old friend the late Lord Houghton, to 
whom I was indebtedness in those years for a most promiscuous be- 
friending. He must have been of the party, and Mrs. Greville quite 
independently must, since I catch again the vision of her, so expan- 
sively and voluminously seated that she might fairly have been 
couchant, so to say, for the proposed characteristic act— there was a 
deliberation about it that precluded the idea of a spring; that, 
namely, of addressing something of the Laureate’s very own to the 
Laureate’s very face. Beyond the sense that he took these things with 
a gruff philosophy— and could always repay them, on the spot, in 
heavily-shovelled coin of the same mint, since it was a question of 
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his genius— I gather in again no determined impression, unless it 
may have been, as could only be probable, the effect of fond pre- 
figurements utterly blighted. 

The fond prefigurements of youthful piety are predestined more 
often than not, I think, experience interfering, to strange and vio- 
lent shocks; from which no general appeal is conceivable save by the 
prompt preclusion either of faith or of knowledge, a sad choice at 
the best. No other such illustration recurs to me of the possible re- 
fusal of those two conditions of an acquaintance to recognise each 
other at a given hour as the silent crash of which I was to be con- 
scious several years later, in Paris, when placed in presence of M. 
Ernest Renan, from the surpassing distinction of whose literary face, 
with its exquisite finish of every feature, I had from far back ex- 
tracted every sort of shining gage, a presumption general and posi- 
tive. Widely enough to sink all interest— that was the dreadful thing 
—opened there the chasm between the implied, as I had taken it, and 
the attested, as I had, at the first blush, to take it; so that one was 
in fact scarce to know what might have happened if interest hadn’t 
by good fortune already reached such a compass as to stick half way 
down the descent. What interest can survive becomes thus, surely, 
as much one of the lessons of life as the number of ways in which 
it remains impossible. What comes up in face of the shocks, as I have 
called them, is the question of a shift of every supposition, a change 
of base under fire, as it were; which must take place successfully 
if one’s advance be not abandoned altogether. I remember that I saw 
the Tennyson directly presented as just utterly other than the Ten- 
nyson indirectly, and if the readjustment, for acquaintance, was less 
difficult than it was to prove in the case of the realised Renan the 
obligation to accept the difference— wholly as difference and without 
reference to strict loss or gain— was like a rap on the knuckles of a 
sweet superstition. Fine, fine, fine could he only be— fine in the sense 
of that quality in the texture of his verse, which had appealed all 
along by its most inward principle to one’s taste, and had by the 
same stroke shown with what a force of lyric energy and sincerity the 
kind of beauty so engaged for could be associated. Was it that I had 
preconceived him in that light as pale and penetrating, as emphasis- 
ing in every aspect the fact that he was fastidious? was it that I had 
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supposed him more fastidious than really could have been— at the 
best for that effect? was it that the grace of the man couldn’t, by 
my measure, but march somehow with the grace of the poet, given 
a perfection of this grace? was it in fine that style of a particular 
kind, when so highly developed, seemed logically to leave no room 
for other quite contradictious kinds? These were considerations of 
which I recall the pressure, at the same time that I fear I have no 
account of them to give after they have fairly faced the full, the 
monstrous demonstration that Tennyson was not Tennysonian. The 
desperate sequel to that was that he thereby changed one’s own 
state too, one’s beguiled, one’s ajsthetic; for what could this strange 
apprehension do but reduce the Tennysonian amount altogether? 
It dried up, to a certain extent, that is, in my own vessel of sympathy 
—leaving me so to ask whether it was before or after that I should 
take myself for the bigger fool. There had been folly somewhere; 
yet let me add that once I recognised this, once I felt the old fond 
pitch drop of itself, not alone inevitably, but very soon quite con- 
veniently and while I magnanimously granted that the error had 
been mine and nobody’s else at all, an odd prosaic pleasantness set 
itself straight up, substitutionally, over the whole ground, which it 
swept clear of every single premeditated effect. It made one’s per- 
ceptive condition purely profane, reduced it somehow to having 
rather the excess of awkwardness than the excess of felicity to reckon 
with; yet still again, as I say, enabled a compromise to work. 

The compromise in fact worked beautifully under my renewal 
of impression— for which a second visit at Eaton Place offered occa- 
sion; and this even though I had to interweave with the scene as 
best I might a highly complicating influence. To speak of James 
Russell Lowell’s influence as above all complicating on any scene 
to the interest of which he contributed may superficially seem a per- 
verse appreciation of it; and yet in the light of that truth only do I 
recover the full sense of.his value, his interest, the moving moral of 
his London adventure— to find myself already bumping so straight 
against which gives me, I confess, a sufficiently portentous shake. 
He comes in, as it were, by a force not to be denied, as soon as I 
look at him again— as soon as I find him for instance on the doorstep 
in Eaton Place at the hour of my too approaching it for luncheon 
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as he had just done. There he is, with the whole question of him, 
at once before me, and literally superimposed by that fact on any 
minor essence. I quake, positively, with the apprehension of the 
commemorative dance he may lead me; but for the moment, just 
here, I steady myself with an effort and go in with him to his having 
the Laureate’s personal acquaintance, by every symptom, and rather 
to my surprise, all to make. Mrs. Tennyson ’o luncheon table was an 
open feast, with places for possible when not assured guests; and 
no one but the American Minister, scarce more than just installed, 
and his extremely attached compatriot sat down at first with our 
gracious hostess. The board considerably stretched, and after it had 
been indicated to Lowell that he had best sit at the end near the 
window, where the Bard would presently join him, I remained, near 
our hostess, separated from him for some little time by an unpeopled 
waste. Hallam came in all genially and auspiciously, yet only to 
brush us with his blessing and say he was lunching elsewhere, and 
my wonder meanwhile hung about the representative of my coun- 
try, who, though partaking of offered food, appeared doomed to dis- 
connection from us. I may say at once that my wonder was always 
unable not to hang about this admired and cherished friend when 
other persons, especially of the eminent order, were concerned in 
the scene. The case was quite other for the unshared relation, or 
when it was shared by one or other of three or four of our common 
friends who had the gift of determining happily the pitch of ease; 
suspense, not to say anxiety, as to the possible turn or drift of the 
affair quite dropped— I rested then, we alike rested, I ever felt, in 
a golden confidence. This last was so definitely not the note of my 
attention to him, so far as I might indulge it, in the wider social 
world, that I shall not scruple, occasion offering, to_ inquire into 
the reasons of the difference. For I can only see the ghosts of my 
friends, by this token, as “my” J. R. L. and whoever; which means 
rhaf my imagination, of the wanton life of which these remarks pre- 
tend but to form the record, had appropriated them, under the 
prime contact— from the moment the prime conuct had successfully 
worked— once for all, and contributed the light in which they were 
constantly exposed. 

Yes, delightful I shall imdertake finding it, and perhaps even 
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making it, to read J. R. L.’s exposure back into its light; which I 
in fact see begin to shine for me more amply during those very min- 
utes of our wait for our distinguished host and even the several that 
followed the latter’s arrival and his seating himself opposite the un- 
known guest, whose identity he had failed to grasp. Nothing, ex- 
actly, could have made dear Lowell more “my” Lowell, as I have 
presumed to figure hii^, than the stretch of uncertainty so super- 
vening and which, in its form of silence at first completely unbroken 
between the two poets, rapidly took on for me monstrous propor- 
tions. I conversed with my gentle neighbour during what seemed 
an eternity— really but hearing, as the minutes sped, all that Tenny- 
son didn’t say to Lowell and all that Lowell wouldn’t on any such 
compulsion as that say to Tennyson. I like, however, to hang again 
upon the hush— for the sweetness of the relief of its break by the 
fine Tennysonian growl. I had never dreamed, no, of a growling 
Tennyson— I had too utterly otherwise fantasiicated; but no line of 
Locksley Hall rolled out as I was to happen soon after to hear it, 
could have been sweeter than the interrogative sound of “Do you 
know anything about Lowell?" launched on the chance across the 
table and crowned at once by Mrs. Tennyson’s anxious quaver: 
“Why, my dear, this is Mr. Lowell!’’ The clearance took place suc- 
cessfully enough, and the incident, I am quite aware, seems to shrink 
with it; in spite of which I still cherish the reduced reminiscence 
for its connections: so far as my vision of Lowell was concerned they 
began at that moment so to multiply. A belated guest or two more 
came in, and I wish I could for my modesty’s sake refer to this cir- 
cumstance alone the fact that nothing more of the occasion survives 
for me save the intense but restricted glow of certain instants, in 
another room, to which we had adjourned for smoking and where 
my alarmed sense of the Bard’s restriction to giving what he had 
as a bard only became under a single turn of his hand a vision of 
quite general munificence. Incredibly, inconceivably, he had read— 
and not only read but admired, and not only admired but under- 
standingly referred; referred, time and some accident aiding, the 
appreciated object, a short tale I had lately put forth, to its actually 
present author, who could scarce believe his ears on hearing the 
thing superlatively commended; pronounced, that is, by the illus- 
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trious speaker, more to his taste than no matter what other like 
attempt. Nothing would induce me to disclose the title of the piece, 
which has little to do with the matter; my point is but in its having 
on the spot been matter of pure romance to me that I was there 
and positively so addressed. For it was a solution, the happiest in the 
world, and from which I at once extracted enormities of pleasure: 
my relation to whatever had bewildered me^simply became perfect: 
the author of In Memoriam had “liked” my own twenty pages, and 
his doing so was a gage of his grace in which 1 felt I should rest for- 
ever— in which I have in fact rested to this hour. My own basis of 
liking— such a blessed supersession of all worryings and wonderingsl 
—was accordingly established, and has met every demand made of it. 

Greatest was to have been, I dare say, the demand to which I felt 
it exposed by the drive over to Aldworth with Mrs. Greville which 
I noted above and which took place, if 1 am not mistaken, on the 
morrow of our drive to Witley. A different shade of confidence 
and comfort, I make out, accompanied this experiment: I believed 
more, for reasons I shall not now attempt to recover, in the further- 
most maintenance of our flying bridge, the final piers of which, it 
was indubitable, had at Witley given way. What could have been 
moreover less like G. H. Lewes’s valedictory hurl back upon us of 
the printed appeal in which I was primarily concerned than that so 
recent and so directly opposed passage of the Eaton Place smoking- 
room, thanks to which I could nurse a certified security all along 
the road? I surrendered to security, I perhaps even grossly took my 
ease in it; and I was to breathe from beginning to end of our visit, 
which began with our sitting again at luncheon, an air— so unlike 
that of Witleyl— in which it seemed to me frankly that nothing but 
the blest obvious, or at least the blest outright, could so much as 
attempt to live. These elements hung sociably and all auspiciously 
about us— it was a large and simple and almost empty occasion; yet 
empty without embarrassment, rather as from a certain high guard- 
edness or defensiveness of situation, literally indeed from the ma- 
terial, the local sublimity, the fact of our all upliftedly hanging 
together over one of the grandest sweeps of view in England. Re- 
membered passages again people, however, in their proportion, the 
excess of opportunity; each with that conclusive note of the outright 
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all unadorned. What could have partaken more of this quality for 
instance than the question I was startled to hear launched before 
we had left the table by the chance of Mrs. Greville’s having hap- 
pened to mention in some connection one of her French relatives, 
Mademoiselle Laure de Sade? It had fallen on my own ear— the 
mention at least had— with a certain effect of unconscious provoca- 
tion; but this was as qpthing to its effect on the ear of our host. 
“De Sade?” he at once exclaimed with interest— and with the con- 
sequence, I may frankly add, of my wondering almost to ecstasy, 
that is to the ecstasy of curiosity, to what length he would proceei 
He proceeded admirably— admirably for the triumph of simplifica- 
tion— to the very greatest length imaginable, as was signally pro- 
moted by the fact that clearly no one present, with a single excep- 
tion, recognised the name or the nature of the scandalous, the long 
ignored, the at last all but unnameable author; least of all the gentle 
relative of Mademoiselle Laure, who listened with the blankest 
grace to her friend’s enumeration of his titles to infamy, among 
which that of his most notorious work was pronounced. It was the 
homeliest, frankest, most domestic passage, as who should say, and 
most remarkable for leaving none of us save myself, by my impres- 
sion, in the least embarrassed or bewildered; largely, I think, be- 
cause of the failure— a failure the most charmingly flat— of all meas- 
ure on the part of auditors and speaker alike of what might be 
intended or understood, of what, in fine, the latter was talking about. 

He struck me in truth as neither knowing nor communicating 
knowledge, and I recall how I felt this note in his own case to 
belong to that general intimation with which the whole air was 
charged of the want of proportion between the great spaces and 
reaches and echoes commanded, the great eminence attained, and 
the quantity and variety of experience supposable. So to discrimi- 
nate was in a manner to put one’s hand on the key, and thereby 
to find one’s self in presence of a rare and anomalous, but 
still scarcely the less beautiful fact. The assured and achieved 
conditions, the serenity, the security, the success, to put it vul- 
garly, shone in the light of their easiest law-that by which they 
emei^e early from the complication of life, the great adventure 
of sensibility, and find themselves determined once for all, fortu- 
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nately fixed, all consecrated and consecrating. If I should speak of 
this impression as that of glory without history, that of the poetic 
character more worn than paid for, or at least more saved than 
spent, I should doubtless much over-emphasise; but such, or some- 
thing like it, was none the less the explanation that met one’s own 
fond fancy of the scene after one had cast about for it. For I allow 
myself thus to repeat that I was so moved to^ast about, and perhaps 
at no moment more than during the friendly analysis of the reputa- 
tion of M. de Sade. Was I not present at some undreamed-of demon- 
stration of the absence of the remoter real, the real other than imme- 
diate and exquisite, other than guaranteed and enclosed, in land- 
scape, friendship, fame, above all in consciousness of awaited and 
admired and self-consistent inspiration? 

The question was indeed to be effectively answered for me, and 
everything meanwhile continued to play into this prevision— even to 
the pleasant growling note heard behind me, as the Bard followed 
with Mrs. Greville, who had permitted herself apparently some mild 
extravagance of homage: “Oh yes, you may do what you like— so 
long as you don’t kiss me before the cabmanl” The allusion was 
explained for us, if I remember— a matter of some more or less 
recent leave-taking of admirer and admired in London on his put- 
ting her down at her door after being taken to the play or wherever; 
between the rugged humour of which reference and the other just 
commemorated there wasn’t a pin to choose, it struck me, for a 
certain old-time Lincolnshire ease or comfortable stay-at-home 
license. But it was later on, when, my introductress having accom- 
panied us, I sat upstairs with him in his study, that he might read 
to us some poem of his own that we should venture to propose, it 
was then that mystifications dropped, that everything in the least 
dislocated fell into its place, and that image and picture stamped 
themselves strongly and finally, or to the point even, as I recover 
it, of leaving me almost too little to wonder about. He had not got 
a third of the way through Locksley Hall, which, my choice given 
me, I had made bold to suggest he should spout— for I had already 
heard him spout in Eaton Place— before I had begun to wonder that 
I didn’t wonder, didn’t at least wonder more consumedly; as a very 
little while back I should have made sure of my doing on any such 
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prodig[ious occasion. I sat at one of the windows that hung over 
space, noting how the windy, watery autumn day, sometimes sheeting 
it all with rain, called up the dreary, dreary moorland or the long 
dun wolds; I pinched myself for the determination of my identity 
and hung on the reader’s deep-voiced chant for the credibility of 
his: I asked myself in fine why, in complete deviation from every- 
thing that would hav«^ seemed from far back certain for the case, 

I failed to swoon away under the heaviest pressure I had doubtless 
ever known the romantic situation bring to bear. So lucidly all the 
while I considered, so detachedly I judged, so dissentingly, to tell 
the whole truth, I listened; pinching myself, as I say, not at all to 
keep from swooning, but much rather to set up some rush of sensi- 
bility. It was all interesting, it was at least all odd; but why in the 
name of poetic justice had one anciently heaved and flushed with 
one’s own recital of the splendid stuff if one was now only to sigh in 
secret “Oh dear, oh dear’’? The author lowered the whole pitch, that 
of expression, that of interpretation above all; I heard him, in cool 
surprise, take even more out of his verse than he had put in, and so 
bring me back to the point I had immediately and privately made, 
the point that he wasn’t Tennysonian. I felt him as he went on and 
on lose that character beyond repair, and no effect of the organ-roll, 
of monotonous majesty, no suggestion of the long echo, availed at 
all to save it. What the case came to for me, I take it— and by the 
case I mean the intellectual, the artistic— was that it lacked the in- 
telligence, the play of discrimination, I should have taken for 
granted in it, and thereby, brooding monster that I was, bom to 
discriminate a tout propos, lacked the interest. 

Detached I have mentioned that I had become, and it was doubt- 
less at such a rate high time for that; though I hasten to repeat that 
with the close of the incident I was happily able to feel a new sense 
in the whole connection established. My critical reaction hadn’t in 
the least invalidated oqr great man’s being a Bard— it had in fact 
made him and left him more a Bard than ever: it had only settled 
to my perception as not before what a Bard might and mightn’t be. 
The character was just a rigid idiosyncrasy, to which everything in 
the man conformed, but which supplied nothing outside of itself, 
and which above all was not intellectually wasteful or heterogene- 
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ous, conscious as it could only be of its intrinsic breadth and weight. 
On two or three occasions of the aftertime I was to hear Browning 
read out certain of his finest pages, and this exactly with all the 
exhibition of point and authority, the expressive particularisation, 
so to speak, that I had missed on the part of the Laureate; an ob- 
servation through which the author of Men and Women appeared, 
in spite of the beauty and force of his deyionstration, as little as 
possible a Bard. He particularised if ever a man did, was hetero- 
geneous and profane, composed of pieces and patches that betrayed 
some creak of joints, and addicted to the excursions from which 
these were brought home; so that he had to prove himself a poet, 
almost against all presumptions, and with all the assurance and all 
the character he could use. Was not this last in especial, the charac- 
ter, so close to the surface, with which Browning fairly bristled, what 
was most to come out in his personal delivery of the fruit of his 
genius? It came out almost to harshness; but the result was that what 
he read showed extraordinary life. During that audition at Aid- 
worth the question seemed on the contrary not of life at all-save, 
that is, of one’s own; which was exactly not the question. With all 
the resonance of the chant, the whole thing was yet still, with all the 
long swing of its motion it yet remained where it was— heaving 
doubtless grandly enough up and down and beautiful to watch as 
through the superposed veils of its long self-consciousness. By all of 
which I don’t mean to say that I was not, on the day at Aldworth, 
thoroughly reconciled to learning what a Bard consisted of; for 
that came as soon as I had swallowed my own mistake— the mistake 
of having supposed Tennyson something subtly other than one. I 
had supposed, probably, such an impossibility, had, to repeat my 
term, so absurdly hmtasticated, that the long journey round and 
about the truth no more than served me right; just as after all it 
at last left me quite content. 
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VII 

It left me moreover, I become aware— or at least it now leaves me— 
lingering the loose end^of this particular free stretch of my tapestry; 
so that, with my perhaps even extravagant aversion to loose ends, I 
can but try for a moment to interweave them. There dangles again 
for me least confusedly, I think the vision of a dinner at Mrs. Gre- 
ville’s— and I like even to remember that Cadogan Place, where 
memories hang thick for me, was the scene of it— which took its 
light from the presence of Louisa Lady Waterford, who took hers 
in turn from that combination of rare beauty with rare talent which 
the previous Victorian age had for many years not ceased to acclaim. 
It insists on coming back to me with the utmost vividness that Lady 
Waterford was illustrational, historically, preciously so, meeting 
one’s largest demand for the blest recovery, when possible, of some 
glimmer of the sense of personal beauty, to say nothing of personal 
“accomplishment," as our fathers were appointed to enjoy it. Scarce 
to be sated that form of wonder, to my own imagination, I confess— 
so that I fairly believe there was no moment at which I wouldn’t 
have been ready to turn my back for the time even on the most tri- 
umphant actuality of form and feature if a chance apprehension of 
a like force as it played on the sensibility of the past had competed. 
And this for a reason I fear I can scarce explain— unless, when I 
come to consider it, by the perversity of a conviction that the condi- 
tions of beauty have improved, though those of character, in the fine 
old sense, may not, and that with these the measure of it is more just, 
the appreciation, as who should say, more competent and the effect 
more completely attained. 

What the question, seems thus to come to would be a consuming 
curiosity as to any cited old case of the spell in the very interest of 
one’s catching it comparatively “out”; in the interest positively of 
the likelihood of one’s doing so, and this in the face of so many 
great testifying portraits. My private perversity, as I here glance at 
it, has had its difficulties— most of all possibly that of one’s addiction. 
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in growing older, to allowing a supreme force to one’s earlier, even 
one's earliest, estimates of physical felicity; or in other words that 
of the felt impulse to leave the palm for good looks to those who 
have reached out to it through the medium of our own history. If 
the conditions grow better for them why then should we have almost 
the habit of thinking better of our handsome folk dead than of our 
living?— and even to the very point of not r^enting on the part of 
others similarly affected the wail of wonder as to what has strangely 
“become” of the happy types d’antan. I dodge that inquiry just now— 
we may meet it again; noting simply the fact that “old” pretenders 
to the particular crown I speak of— and in the sense especially of the 
pretension made rather for than by them— offered to my eyes a 
greater interest than the new, whom I was ready enough to take for 
granted, as one for the most part easily could; belonging as it ex- 
actly did on the other hand to the interest of their elders that this 
couldn’t be so taken. That was just the attraction of the latter claim 
—that the grounds of it had to be made out, puzzled out verily on 
occasion, but that when they were recognised they had a force all 
their own. One would have liked to be able to clear the distinction 
between the new and the old of all ambiguity— explain, that is, how 
little the superficially invidious term was sometimes noted as having 
in common with the elderly: so much was it a clear light held up to 
the question that truly beautiful persons might be old without being 
elderly. Their juniors couldn’t be new, unfortunately, without be- 
ing youthful— unfortunately because the fact of youth, so for from 
dispelling ambiguity, positively introduced it. One made up one’s 
mind thus that the only sure specimens were, and had to be, those 
acquainted with time, and with whom time, on its side, was ac- 
quainted; those in fine who had borne the test and still looked at 
it face to face. These were of one’s own period of course— one looked 
at them face to face; one blessedly hadn’t to consider them by hear- 
say or to refer to any portrait of them for proof: indeed in presence 
of the resisting, the gained, cases one found one’s self practically 
averse to old facts or old traditions of portraiture, accompanied by 
no matter what names. 

All of which leads by an avenue I trust not unduly majestic up to 
that hour of contemplation during which I could see quite enough 
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for the major interest what was meant by Lady Waterford’s great 
reputation. Nothing could in fact have been more informing than 
so to see what was meant, than so copiously to share with admirers 
who had had their vision and passed on; for if I spoke above of her 
image as illustrational this is because it affected me on the spot as so 
diffusing information. My impression was of course but the old story 
—to which my reader ^ill feel himself treated, I fear, to satiety: 
when once I had drawn the curtain for the light shed by this or that 
or the other personal presence upon the society more or less in- 
timately concerned in producing it the last thing I could think of 
was to darken the scene again. For this right or this wrong reason 
then Mrs. Greville’s admirable guest struck me as flooding it; in- 
debted in the highest degree to every art by which a commended ap- 
pearance may have formed the habit of still suggesting commenda- 
tion, she certainly— to my imagination at least— triumphed over time 
in the sense that if the years, in their generosity, went on helping 
her to live, her grace returned the favour by paying life back to 
them. I mean that she reanimated for the fond analyst the age in 
which persons of her type could so greatly flourish— it being ever 
so pertinently of her type, or at least of that of the age, that she was 
regarded as having cast the spell of genius as well as of beauty. She 
painted, and on the largest scale, with all confidence and facility, 
and nothing could have contributed more, by my sense, to what I 
glance at again as her illustrational value than the apparently wide- 
spread appreciation of this fact— taken together, that is, with one’s 
own impression of the work of her hand. There it was that, like 
Mrs. Greville herself, yet in a still higher degree, she bore witness 
to the fine old felicity of the fortunate and the "great” under the 
"old” order which would have made it so good then to live could 
one but have been in their shoes. She determined in me, I remem- 
ber, a renewed perception of the old order, a renewed insistence on 
one’s having come just in time to see it begin to stretch back: a little 
earlier one wouldn’t have had the light for this perhaps, and a little 
later it would have receded too much. 

The precious persons, the surviving figures, who held up, as 1 
may call it, the light were still here and there to be met; my sense 
being that the last of them, at least for any vision of mine, has now 
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quite gone and that illustration— not to let that term slip— accord- 
ingly fails. We all now illustrate together, in higgledy-piggledy fash- 
ion, or as a vast monotonous mob, our own wonderful period and 
order, and nothing else; whereby the historic imagination, under its 
acuter need of facing backward, gropes before it with a vain gesture, 
missing, or all but missing, the concrete other, always other, speci- 
men which has volumes to give where hearsay has only snippets. The 
old, as we call it, I recognise, doesn’t disappear all at once; the 
ancien regime of our commonest reference survived the Revolution 
of our most horrific in patches and scraps, and I bring myself to say 
that even at my present writing I am aware of more than one indi- 
vidual on the scene about me touched comparatively with the elder 
grace. (I think of the difference between these persons and so nearly 
all other persons as a grace for reasons that become perfectly clear 
in the immediate presence of the former, but of which a generalis- 
ing account is difficult.) None the less it used to be one of the finest 
of pleasures to acclaim and cherish, in case of meeting them, one 
and another of the complete examples of the conditions irrecover- 
able, even if, as I have already noted, they were themselves least 
intelligently conscious of these; and for the enjoyment of that criti- 
cal emotion to draw one’s own wanton line between the past and 
the present. The happy effect of such apparitions as Lady Waterford, 
to whom I thus undisseverably cling, though I might give her after 
all much like company, was that they made one draw it just where 
they might most profit from it. They profited in that they recruited 
my group of the fatuously fortunate, the class, as I seemed to see it, 
that had had the longest and happiest innings in history— happier 
and longer, on the whole, even than their congeners of the old 
French time— and for whom the future wasn’t going to be, by most 
signs, anything like as bland and benedictory as the past. They 
placed themselves in the right perspective for appreciation, and did 
it quite without knowing, which was half the interest; did it simply 
by showing themselves with all the right grace and the right assur- 
ance. It was as if they had come up to the very edge of the ground 
that was going to begin to fail them; yet looking over it, looking on 
and on always, with a confidence still unalarmed. One would have 
turned away certainly from the sight of any actual catastrophe. 
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wouldn’t have watched the ground nearly fail, in a particular case, 
without a sense of gross indelicacy. I can scarcely say how vivid I felt 
the drama so preparing might become— that of the lapse of imme- 
morial protection, that of the finally complete exposure of the im- 
memorially protected. It might take place rather more intensely 
before the footlights of one’s inner vision than on the trodden stage 
of Cadogan Place or wherever, but it corresponded none the less to 
realities all the while iA course of enactment and which only wanted 
the attentive enough spectator. Nothing should I evermore see com- 
parable to the large fond consensus of admiration enjoyed by my 
beatific fellow-guest’s imputed command of the very palette of the 
Venetian and other masters— Titian’s, Bonifazio’s, Rubens’s, where 
did the delightful agreement on the subject stop? and never again 
should a noble lady be lifted so still further aloft on the ecstatic 
breath of connoisseurship. 

This last consciousness, confirming my impression of a climax 
that could only decline, didn’t break upon me all at once but spread 
itself through a couple of subsequent occasions into which my re- 
membrance of the dinner at Mrs. Greville’s was richly to play. The 
first of these was a visit to an exhibition of Lady Waterford’s paint- 
ings held, in Carlton House Terrace, under the roof of a friend of 
the artist, and, as it enriched the hour also to be able to feel, a 
friend, one of the most generously gracious, of my own; during 
which the reflection that “they” had indeed had their innings, and 
were still splendidly using for the purpose the very fag-end of the 
waning time, mixed itself for me with all the “wonderful colour” 
framed and arrayed, that blazed from the walls of the kindly great 
room, lent for the advantage of a charity, and lost itself in the gen- 
eral chorus of immense comparison and tender consecration. Later 
on a few days spent at a house of the greatest beauty and interest 
in Northumberland did wonders to round off my view; the place, 
occupied for the time by genial tenants, belonged to the family of 
Lady Waterford’s husband and fairly bristled, it might be said, with 
coloured designs from her brush. . . 
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As a fully annotated edition of Henry James's autobiography would 
make an impossibly bulky volume, the editor has confined himself 
to (i) correcting James's few errors of fact, (2) supplying dates where 
the chronology may tend to become confused, (3) identifying mem- 
bers of the large and complex James family, (4) identifying acquaint- 
ances who may not be sufficiently made known in the text, (5) 
explaining literary and other allusions which may be obscure to 
present-day readers and are not easily found in standard reference 
works. Many of the family letters which James prints in Notes of a 
Son and Brother were freely edited and rephrased by him. Anyone 
who wishes to quote from them should consult the originals in the 
Houghton Library of Harvard University. Numbers of them can 
also be found, accurately transcribed, in Ralph Barton Perry, The 
Thought and Character of William James, In preparing the follow- 
ing notes, the editor was indebted to Professor Perry's book. He was 
also greatly indebted to Leon Edel, Henry James: The Untried 
Years. This, the first installment of Professor Edel’s authoritative 
biography, covers approximately the same period of James's life 
that is treated in the first two volumes of his autobiography. Robert 
Charles Le Clair, Young Henry JameSj has been useful for its copi- 
ous notes on the persons, places, schools and works of art mentioned 
in A Small Boy and Others and Notes of a Son and Brother. Finally, 
the editor has relied on the standard genealogy of the James family: 
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NOTES 


Katharine Hastings, William James of Albany, N. Y. and His De- 
scendants. 


5. Catharine (as her name was usually spelled) Barber James 
(1782-1859) was the third wife of William James (1771-1832), 
founder of the James family in America. She was not of “English 
blood,” as James believed, her grandparents having emigrated from 
Ireland. 

6. The first William James arrived in the United States in 1789 
and settled in Albany in 1793. Henry James (1811-1882), father of 
the novelist, was the fourth son of the third marriage, two of his 
elder brothers having died in infancy. In 1840 he married Mary 
Robertson Walsh (1810-1882), whose maternal grandfather, Alex- 
ander Robertson, a Scotsman, had settled in the United States 
shortly before the Revolution. Her paternal grandfather, Hugh 
Walsh, originated in the Irish village of Killingsley, not Killyleagh 
as James states. Her parents were James and Elizabeth Walsh. 

7. The correct date of William James’s birth was January 11, 
1842 (died 1910). The remaining children were Henry the novelist 
(1843-1916), Garth Wilkinson (“Wilky”) (1845-1883), Robertson 
("Bob”) (1846-1910) and Alice (1848-1892). From 1847 until they 
left for Europe in 1855, the family occupied a house at 58 West 
Fourteenth Street, New York. 

7. The “work of the imagination” which described the Dutch 
House and borrowed details from the grandmother’s “interior” was 
The Portrait of a Lady (1881). 

9. ’The youngest of the elder Henry James’s sisters was Ellen 
King James (1823-1849), first wife of Smith Thompson Van Buren. 

10. Catharine Margaret James (1820-1854) married Captain (later 
Colonel) Robert Emmet Temple, U.S.A. (1808-1854). Their sur* 
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viving children were: Robert, William, who died in battle in 1863, 
Katharine, Mary, Ellen, and Henrietta. Following their parents’ 
death the Temple girls became wards of Colonel Temple’s sister, 
Mary, and her husband, Edmund Tweedy, who resided principally 
at Newport, R. I. The second daughter, Mary (1845-1870), famil- 
iarly known as “Minny” or “Minnie,” is the subject of James’s af- 
fectionate memories in Notes of a Son and Brother and was the orig- 
inal of several of his h^oines. 

11. Augustus (“Gus” or "Gussy”) Barker (1842-1863) was the son 
of the elder Henry James’s sister Jeanette or Janet (1814-1842) and 
William H. Barker (1809-1879) of New York City. Augustus was 
killed in action during the Civil War. 

12. “certain notes on New York”: see The American Scene (1907). 


14. New Brighton was a beach resort on Staten Island, N. Y., 
where James attended summer school in 1854. 

20. “young Edwin” is the hero of The Minstrel by the Scottish 
poet James Beattie (1735-1803). 

25. The Emmets were related to the Jameses by the marriage of 
Catharine Margaret James to Colonel Robert Emmet Temple (see 
note to page 10). Robert Emmet’s name had “pious” associations 
with ihe Irish patriot of that name (1778-1803). Two of the Temple 
girls, Katharine and Ellen, married Emmet brothers, respectively 
Richard Stockton Emmet and Christopher Temple Emmet. Hen- 
rietta Temple married Leslie Pell-Clarke. The third of my father s 
nieces” to marry an Emmet brother wm Catherine James, daughter 
of Augustus James, who became the wife of Robert Emmet, Jr. 

26. The “Bob” James here referred to was Henry James’s cousin, 
Robert W. James (ca. 1821-1875), the son of Robert James ( 1797 “ 
1821), who was the elder half-brother of James’s father. 
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3S. In his infanqr James had been taken to Europe by his parents, 
who spent some weeks in Paris in 1845. 

34. In 1859, the year o£ John Brown’s raid on Harper’s Ferry, the 
James family was in Europe. 

38. The ’’loving aunt,” known to the Jymes children as Aunt 
Kate, was Catherine Walsh, younger sister of James’s mother. 
Though briefly married to Captain William H. Marshall, she spent 
most of her adult life with her sister’s family. 

43. The ’’American city” was Syracuse, N. Y., where the elder 
Henry James owned real estate which was the principal source of his 
income. His ’’grave accident” occurred when he was 13. While try- 
ing to extinguish a fire he suffered injuries which resulted in the 
amputation of a leg. 

44. A friend of Horace Greeley, editor of The New-York Daily 
Tribune, the elder Henry James published many letters and articles 
in that newspaper. 

45. For a further description of Solon Robinson’s Hot Com, see 
Edel, Henry James: The Untried Years, 94. 

46. For an account of the Baroness Tautphoeus’s The Initials, 
see Edel, 95. 

63. Green Bushes, which James attributes to Bourcicault (later 
spelled Boucicault) was written by J. B. Buckston. The part of Lady 
Gay Spanker in London Assurance was probably played by Rosa 
Bennett, not as James states by Fanny Wallack. See Edel, 101, and 
Robert Charles Le Clair, Young Henry James, 113-114. 

64. A Morning Call was adapted from Alfred de Musset’s II faut 
qu’une porte soit ouuerte ou ferm^e. 
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67. “Hal" Coster was a youthful friend, presumably not related to 
the Charles Robert Coster who married Marie James (see note to 
page 106). 

70. The relationships of the Wyckoff family described in this and 
the next chapter, were as follows: Aunt Wyckoff, the sister of James’s 
maternal grandmother, had three children: Alexander, who died of 
the plague, Helen (the ''heroine"), and Henry (the "simple-minded”). 
Helen Wyckoff’s "negligible” husband was named Perkins. Her 
nephew and ward, the “pale adventurous” Albert, was the orphaned 
son of Alexander Wyckoff. James used the Wyckoff story in his play 
The Reprobate (1891). See Leon Edel, The Complete Plays of 
Henry James, 401. 

104. The correct address of the Washington Place residence, 
which was also James’s birthplace, is 21. 

to6. Marie Bay James (1841-1904), daughter of James’s uncle, 
Augustus James, married Colonel Charles Robert Coster. 

107-108. For “Gussy” Barker see note to page 11. His brother and 
sister were Robert and Elizabeth Barker. 

no. “J. J.” was John Vanderburgh James (1835-1858), son of the 
elder James’s younger brother John Barber James (1816-1856). 

133. The mayor of New York City was not Varick but Isaac Leg- 
gett Varian. 

137. A favorite costume of masqueraders at the time was that of 
dibardeur or stevedore. 

138. “the scene revisited . . .” James had revisited New York in 
1904-1905 after an absence of more than twenty years. 

155. On the Temples and the Tweedys see note to page 10. 
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155. Charlotte King was a cousin of James’s mother. The Masons 
were related to the James’s as follows: Lydia Lush James (1820- 
1897), daughter of the elder Henry James’s half-brother Robert 
James (1797-1821), married Henry Mason of New York City and 
lived much in Europe with their daughters Lydia, Helen, Gertrude, 
Serena and their son Henry (1853-1879), a promising painter who 
studied with G^rdme. 

t 

157. The James family sailed for Europe on June 26, 1855, and 
disembarked at Liverpool on July 8. 

169. Robert Thompson’s name was properly spelled Thomson. 
See Edel, 125. 

177. The British painter Benjamin Robert Haydon (1786-1846) 
is called “hapless” because he was once in prison and because he 
committed suicide. 

187. The baptism of the Prince Imperial, Eugene, took place 
June 14, 1856. At that date Emile Zola still lived at Aix-en-Provence. 
He did not come to Paris until 1858. 

196. The Galerie d’Apollon is the great hall in the Palais du 
Louvre containing certain of the crown jewels of France, as well as 
decorations by Delacroix and others. 

212. Mrs. James H. Pendleton was bom Gertrude James (1834?- 
1889), daughter of Augustus James and elder sister of Marie Bay 
James. 

213. On the Masons see note to page 155. 

223. “Two diflEerent periods at Boulogne.” The James family 
spent the summer of 1 857 at Boulogne, where, in the September of 
that year, James was stricken with typhus. After a few weeks in 
Paris, the himily returned to Boulogne for the winter of 1857-1858. 
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The French actor, Benoit Constant Coquelin (1841—1909), 
born at Boulogne, created the role of Cyrano de Bergerac in Ros* 
tand’s drama of that title. 

* 39 ’ Following their winter sojourn at Boulogne, the James fam- 
ily returned, in early summer of 1858, to the U.S., residing at New- 
port, R. I. In October, 1859, they sailed for Europe again, settling 
in Geneva. 

242. James’s tutor, Charles TopfiEer, was the son of the Swiss 
writer, Rodolphe Topffer. 

263. Mary Helen James (1840-1881) was the daughter of John 
Barber James. See note to page 1 10. 

305. William James Temple. See note to page 10. 

320. Mr. and Mrs. William A. Tappan were intimate friends of 
the James family. The elder Henry James frequently corresponded 
with Mrs. Tappan, who was born Caroline Sturgis. 

322. Robert Temple. See note to page 10. 

349. The elder Henry James’s “flight” to Boston occurred in 
1829. The clash with his father was caused by the son’s refusal to 
study the law and his habit of running up bills for expensive lux- 
uries. See Austin Warren, The Elder Henry James, 16 ff. 

352. The British novelist G. P. R. James was no relation of Henry 
James’s family. 

360 ff. The original of this important letter can be read in Ralph 
Barton Perry, The Thought and Character of William James, I, 
88-90. 


369. Ellen and Edith were daughters of Emerson. His son Ed- 
ward, mentioned in these pages, was a classmate of the younger 
James boys at Frank Sanborn’s school in Concord, Mass. 



612 


INDEX 


Bayou (Bayhoo), Miss (teacher, Al- 
bany), 8, 18 

Bean family (New York), 37 
Beattie, James, so, 603 
Bellamy, Mrs. (actress), 94 
Bennett, Julia, 64 
Bennett, Rosa, 604 
B^ranger, Pierre Jean de, 13 
Berlioz, Hector, 51 s 
Berlin, University of, 498 
Bernard, Charles de, 180 
Blake, Mr. and Mrs. (actors), 61-62 
Blitz, Signor (conjurer), 67 
Bonaparte. See Napoleon I 
Bonn-am-Rhein, 248, 252-59, 261-70 
Bonnefons, M. (schoolmaster, Paris), 
207-1 1 

Bonningue, F^licie, 173 
Bonningue, Marie, 173 
Boon children (actors), 46-47 
Booth, Edwin, 64, 91 
Booth, John Wilkes, 91, 322, 326-27 
Boott, Elizabeth (‘‘Lizzie”), 518-22, 534 
Boott, Francis, 518-22 
Boston, 37, 91, 222, 296-99, 313, 315, 
322, 34^0 passim, 384-88, 412, 416, 
419, 444-47, 475 -^ 1 * 485* 489-90, 
498 - 97 » 5 S 8 » 538» 607. See also 

Cambridge 

Boston Athenaeum, 481 
Boston Evening Transcript, 499 
Boswell, James, 567 
Boucicault, Dion, 63, 604 
Boulogne-sur-Mer, 189, 212, 223-36, 
308, 606, 607 

Bourcicault, Dion, 63, 604 
Boutet, Anne Fran^oise (“Mile. Mars”). 
201 

Brady, Mathew B., 51-52 
Brewster, H. B„ 479-80 
Brignoli, Pasquale, 538 
Brodie, John, 67 
Bronte sisters, 222 
Brooks, Phillips, 516-18, 523. 537 
Brooks, Preston S., 31 
Brougham, Mr. (Brougham's Lyceum, 
New York), 61-63, 65 
Brougham, Lord, 35 


Brown, Miss (daughter of John Brown, 
abolitionist), 368-69 
Brown, John, 34, 368-69, 604 
Brown University, 304 
Browne, Hiblot K. (“Phiz”), 39, 66, 117 
Browning, Elizabeth Barrett, 487 
Browning, Robert, 291, 487, 506^, 594 
Brownson, Orestes A., 357 
Bryant, William Cullen, 36 j 

Bryant's Qallery of Christian Art, 152 
Buckle, Henry Thomas, 407 \ 

Buckston, J. B., 604 
Bulwer-Lytton, Edward G. E. L., 400 
Burton, William, 60-62, 65 
.Buscarlet, Mme. (Geneva), 501 
Byron, Lord, 262, 400, 561 

Cabot, J. Eliot, 408-9 
Calame, Alexandre, 166 
Cambridge (Mass.), 306-21 passim, 
SS7-*9. 38^4. 406-7, 41 1 ff., 425 g , 
476-77, 496, 608. See also Harvard 
University 

Cannon, Mrs. (New York), 54-55, 135 
Carcassonne, 486 

Carlyle, Thomas, 346-49, 354 - 57 » 3^0 
Carr^, Salon, 199 
Casimir-Perier, 12 

Cavan County (Ulster, Ireland), 6, 396- 

98 

Celeste, Marie, 63 

Ghanning, William Ellery, 140, 360-61 

Chantre, M. (Geneva), 501 

Charlier, Institution, 11, 99, 107 

Charriau, M. (violinist), 135 

Chateaubriand, Francois Ren^ de, 21 

Chitelaine, 163-65 

Chaworth, Mary, 262 

Chelsea Female Institute, 11-12 

Cherbuliez, Victor, 185, 245 

Ch^ri, Rose, 201-2 

Chicago, 45 

Chichester, Mrs., 340 

Child, Francis James, 311, 328, 427-28, 

431 

China, S.S., 572, 609 
Cibber, Susannah Maria, 180 
Clark, Mrs. (Concord), 368 
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Clinton family (Albany), 29 
Clough, Arthur Hugh, quoted, 528 
Coe, Mr. (drawing-master), 116-18 
Coigniet, L^on, 178 
Cole, Thomas, 36, 153-54 
Colgate boys (New York), 127 
Collins, Wilkie, 502 
Cologne, 270, 272 
Columbia College, 304 
Complete Plays of Henry Jaynes, The 
(Edel), 605 

Concord, 313, 360-61, 365-70, 607 
Coppet. See De Coppet 
Cooper, James Fenimore, 304 
Coquelin, Benoit Constant, 228, 607 
Cornhill Magazine, 248, 251 
Coster family (New York), 132, 146. See 
also below 

Coster, Charles Robert, 605 
Coster, Mrs. Charles Robert (Marie Bay 
James), 106-7, ^^ 5 * 

Coster. ‘"Hal,” 67, 605 
Couture, Thomas, 192-93, 275, 286 
Cranch, Christopher P., 36 
Crawford, Miss. See Rabe, Mme. von, 

531 

Crawford, F. Marion (“Frank*'), 531-32 

Cropsey, Jasper F., 36 

Crowe, Eyre, 52-53 

Cruikshank, George, 69, 117, 175 

Curtis, George, 36 

Cushman, Charlotte, 66 

Cusin, Mile. (Swiss governess), 173 

Daly, Mrs. (teacher. New York), 11-12 
Dana, Charles A., 36 
Danse, Augustine, 173-74# 185-86, 189 
Dante Alighieri, 407, 487 
Darley, Felix, 36 
Darwin, Charles, 515 
Daubigny, Charles Fran9ois, 193 
Daudet, Alphonse, 114, 205, 206, 207, 
271 

Daumier, Honors, 81 
Davenport, Mrs. E. L., 67 
David, Jacques Louis, 198 
Davidge, Mr. (actor), 62, 63 
da Vinci, Leonardo, 199 


Davis, Jefferson, 472 
Decamps, Alexandre Gabriel, 195 
Dc Coppet family (New York), 20-22 
De Coppet, Louis, 20-22 
Delacroix, Eugene, 194-95, 

Delaporte, M. (French actor), 499 
Delaporte, Mme. (French actress), 201 
Delaroche, Paul, 194 
Delavigne, Mile, (teacher, New York), 
12-13 

De Peyster family (New York), 132, 145 
De Peyster, Beekman, 145 
Derby, “Dick,** 499 

Dickens, Charles, 39, 165-70, 117, 172, 
251, 266, 324, 388-90, 549, 567, 572 
Divinity Hall (Harvard), 418 
Divonne, 499-503 
Doche, Mme. (actress), 217 
Dodge, Mary Abigail (“Gail Hamil- 
ton**), 401 

Dolmidge, Mr. (writing-master), 116-17 
Down County (Ulster, Ireland), 6 
Dresden, 498-500 
Droz, Gustave, 408 
Dryden, John, 379 
Dubreuil, M. (opera singer), 137 
Dubreuil, Mme. (dancing-mistress), 
‘ 36-37 

Duggan, Paul, 36 

Dumas, Alexandre {fils), 202, 204, 217, 

498-99 

du Maurier, George, 253, 436 
Duncan, Mrs. Willy, 534 
Diisseldorf collection, 151-52 
Dutch House (Albany), 7, 602 
Duveneck, Mrs. Frank. See Boott, Eliza- 
beth 

Edel, Leon, 601 jF. 

Edwards, Jonathan, 347 
Elder Henry James, The (Warren), 
607, 608 

Eliot, Charles W., 311, 312, 320 
Eliot, George, 250, 251, 338, 502, 515- 
16, 518, 523. 573-79‘ 582-85# 590» 809 
Emerson, Miss (Boston), 513 
Emerson, Edith, 368-69, 607 
Emerson, Edward, 311, 607 
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INDEX 


Emerson, Ellen, 368-69, 607 
Emerson, Ralph Waldo, 7, 37, 140, 
344-48, 351^5 passim, 369-70, 378, 
387-88, 607; letters, 358-59 
Emmet family, 25, 293, 505, 508, 510, 
514, 527, 532, 603. See also below 
Emmet, Christopher Temple, 527-31, 
533-35* 603 

Emmet, Mrs. Christopher Temple 
(“Elly**; Ellen Temple), 10, 282, 325, 
511. 526-31, 533, 541, 603 
Emmet, Richard Stockton, 505, 512, 
527* 531* 533. 535 * 603 
Emmet, Mrs. Richard Stockton 
(**Kitty’*; Katharine Temple), 10, 
25-26, 282, 293-94, 325, 513, 526, 527, 
531* 603 

Emmet, Robert (Irish patriot), 603 
Emmet, Robert (“Bob**; cousin of 
Henry James), 25-26, 603 
Emmet, Mrs. Robert (Catherine 
James), 25-26, 106, 603 
Essays in London and Elsewhere 
(James), 608 

Eugene, Prince Imperial, 606 
Eugenie, Empress, 214 
Everett, Edward, 329 
Everett, William, 329 

Fechter, Charles Albert, 217 

F^lix, £lisa. See Rachel 

Felton, Cornelius Conway, 318-19 

Feixero, Edward, 132, 135 - 37 * *39 

Feuillet, Octave, 272 

Fezandi^, M. and Mme. See below 

Fezandi^, Institution, 189, 205-12, 227 

Fields, James T., 269, 385-88 

Fields, Mrs. James T., 385-88 

Fire Island, 37 

Flaubert, Gustave, 201, 405 

Florence, 153-55, *14-16, 520-22, 542 

Flugel, Johann Gottfried, 256 

Fochabers, 324 

Fontaine. See La Fontaine 

Forbes family (Milton), 321-22 

Forbes, John, 361 

Forest, Mr. (schoolmaster), 121-22, 127, 
129 


Forrest, Edwin, 399-401 
Forrest, Nathan Bedford, 468 
Fort Hamilton (Long Island, N. Y.), 
19* 37 * 50 

Fort Lafayette (Long Island, N. Y.), 19 
Fortin, Amalie, 173 
Foster, Gen. (Union Army), 462, 465, 
467-68 

Fourier, Charles, 205-6 j 

Fox, Laz^us, 554, 565-66 
Franklin, Benjamin, 121, 318 
Fr^re, Edouard, 193, 275 
Fromentin, Eugene, 291 
Fuller, Margaret, 37, 140, 348, 364 


Galerie d'Apollon. See Louvre 
Galopin, M. (schoolmaster, Geneva), 

243* 244 

Ganot, Dr. 319 
Gautier, Th^ophile, 501-3 
Gavarni, S. G., 13, 192 
Geneva, 17, 162-66, 239-51, 374 - 75 * 
379“8o, 501, 607 
Genoa, 260 

Georges, Mile, (actress), 201 
Gerard, Jean 1 . 1. (“Grandville**), 192 
Gerebsoff, Mme. (Geneva), 162-64 
G^ricault, Jean Louis A. T., 198 
G^r6me, Jean L^on, 606 
Gilbert, Sir William S., 568 
Gillmore, Quincy Adams, 471, 473 
Girardin, Delphine Gay de, 201 
Godefroi, Annette, 160 
Godkin, Edwin Lawrence, 393, 488, 608 
Godkin, Mrs. Edwin Lawrence, 393 
Godwin, Parke, 36 
Goethe, Johann Wolfgang von, 255 
Goncourt, Edmond de, 404 
Goodwin, Prof. (Harvard), 329 
Gore, Catherine Moody, 5 
Gougenheim sisters, 62-^3 
Grandville. See Gerard, Jean 1 . 1 . 
Grant, Ulysses S., 477, 560 
Gray, John Chipman, 505-18, 522-24^ 
608 

Gray collection (Harvard), 310-11 
Greeley, Horace, 346 
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Greville, Richard, 609 
Greville, Mrs. Richard (Sabina Matilda 
Thellusson). 579-85, 590-92. 595. 
597. 599. 609 
Grinnell, Charles, 401 
Grisi, Giulia, 137 
Griswold, Mrs. (New York), 512 
Grosvenor Gallery (London), 568 ff, 
Grymes, Alfred, 265 
Grymes, Mrs. Alfred (Mapr Helen 
James), 108-9, 111, 263-65, 607 
Guerin, Pierre Narcisse, Baron, 198 
Gurney, Dean and Mrs. (Harvard), 393, 
406-7 

Gurowski, Count Adam, 112 
Guyard, Marie, 173 

Haccius, M. See below 
Haccius, Institution, 165, 248 
Hall, Sir Benjamin, 353-54 fn. 1 
Halleck, Henry Wager, 462 
Hallowell, Col. A. P., 458, 468 
Hamilton, Gail. See Dodge, Mary Abi- 
gail 

Hampstead, 354 

Hardee, William Joseph, 469, 470 
Harrison, Frederic, 562, 609 
Hartwell, Alfred, 458-59, 468 
Harvard College. See Harvard Univer- 
sity 

Harvard Divinity School, 418 
Harvard Law School, 307, 411 ff., 425- 
26, 431, 44 o- 43» 449 
Harvard Medical School, 496-97 
Harvard University, 304-9, 313, 316- 
21, 327“29» 39^ 427-28, 

440 ff; 463, 498, 601. See also above 
Hastings, Katharine, 602 
Hatch, Rufus, 459, 469-70 
Hathorn, Mr. (livery-stable keeper. 
New York), 134-35 

Haussmann, Baron Georges Eugfene, 
186 

Havemeyer boys (New York), 127 
Hawthorne, Nathaniel, 46, 206, 256, 
279, 360-61, 478-80 

Haydon, Benjamin Robert, 151, 177, 
293» 606 


Hedge, Frederic Henry, 360-61 
Hegel, Georg Wilhelm Friedrich, 409- 
10 

Heine, Heinrich, 259 
Helps, Arthur, 357 
Henry, Joseph, 402 

Henry James: The Untried Years 
(Edel), 601, 604, 606, 608 
Hicks, Thomas, 36-38 
Hicks, Mrs. Thomas, 38 
Higginson, Frank, 312 
Higginson, Storrow, 310 
Hoe boys (New York), 127 
Hoey, Mrs. (actress), 63 
Hogarth, William, 175, 180, 549, 567 
Holman, Mrs. (actress), 61 
Holmes, Oliver Wendell, Jr., 503, 508, 

511*532. 533. 541 

Hood, John Bell, 468 
Hooper family, 370, 608 
Hooper, Clover. See Adams, Mrs. 
Henry 

Horn, Kate, 62 
Houghton, Lord, 585 
Houghton Library (Harvard), 601 
Houssaye, Arsine, 103, 209-10 
Houssaye, Henry, 209-10 
Howe, Julia Ward (Mrs. Samuel Grid- 
ley Howe), 485-86 
Howe, Dr. Samuel Gridley, 485 
Howells, William Dean, 494, 562, 609 
Hubback, Mrs. (novelist), 5 
Hugo, Victor, 467 

Humpert family (Bonn Gymnasium), 
253. 256-59, 266 

Hunt family (New York), 132, 145 
Hunt, George, 145 
Hunt, Henry, 145 
Hunt, Holman, 178 
Hunt, William Morris, 193, 274-76, 
279, 284-87, 320 

Hunt, Mrs. William Morris, 320, 370 


Illustrated London News, 559 
Irving, Henry, 568 
Irving, Washington, 36-37 
Ives (sculptor), 36 
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James, Alice (sister), 7, 52, 264-66, 311, 
316-22 passim, 328-29, 375, 386, 398, 
404, 407-8, 458, 501, 503, 602 
James, Augustus (uncle), 25, 32, 33, 
102-4, 105-7, S®?! 605, 606 
James, Mrs. Augustus (Elizabeth Bay), 
104 

James, Catharine Barber (grand- 
mother), 5-10, 24-25, 68, 102, 303 
James, Catharine Margaret (aunt). See 
Temple, Mrs. Robert Emmet 
James, Catherine (cousin). See Emmet, 
Mrs, Robert 

James, Edward (uncle), 55, 102 
James, Ellen King (aunt). See Van 
Buren, Mrs. Smith Thompson 
James, G. P. R. (British novelist; no 
relative), 352, 607 

James, Garth Wilkinson (‘‘Wilky"; 
brother), 7, 14, 52. 133, 162-65, 183, 
185, 206-8, 212, 225, 234. 239, 248, 
250* 253, 258-59, 264-66, 311-17 
passim, 327, 329, 367-70, 381-84, 
398-99* 423* 458-74* 524* 526. 602; 
letters, 259, 482-74, 492 
James, George Abbot (“G.A.J.”; class- 
mate; no relative), 453-56, 608 
James, Gertrude (cousin). See Pendle- 
ton, Mrs. James H. 

James, Henry (father), 5-7, 9-10, 18- 
19, 25, 26, 29-37 passim, 43-59 
passim, 64, 105-6, 112, 123-26, 133- 
34 * 137* 148* 151* 155* 185, 168, 169, 
175* 178* 184, 197, 205, 223, 239-41, 
244, 248, 252-53, 259, 262-69, 274- 
75, 277-80, 291, 301-4* 307-13 
passim, 316-21 passim, 326, 330-64, 
368-410, 412-14* 418, 458* 481* 498. 
503, 506, 540-41, 602 ff.; letters, 262- 
63, 269, 345-48* 35*-88* 388-70, 374- 
82, 384-68, 392-95, 398-99, 401-4, 
407-10 

James, Howard (uncle), 55, 102 
James, Jeannette ("Janet"; aunt). See 
Barker, Mrs. William H. 

James, John Barber (unde), 32, 33, 
55, 64, 100, 102-3, 110-11, 387, 605, 
607 


James, John Vanderburgh (“JJ.”; 

cousin), 108-11, 138, 605 
James, Lydia Lush (cousin). See Mason, 
Mrs. Henry 

James, Marie Bay (cousin). See Coster, 
Mrs. Charles Robert 
James, Mary Helen (cousin). See 
Grymes, Mrs. Alfred 
James, Mary Walsh (mother), 5-7,/ 10, 
*5. 3 *- 33 . 38. 4 ». 46. 48^5 >. 

59, 66-68, 70, 75, 76, 85, 108, ii*. 

i 33 > »S 5 > * 37 « » 55 > » 85 > 'T®* *P 4 * 

197, SOI, S05, 212-13, 222, 223, 239- 
41, 244, 248, 252, 259, 263-66, 277, 
»9». 304- 309-®* passim, 329, 332- 
33« 340-44. 349-58 passim. 368, 381, 
386-87, 406-8, 458, 496, 503, 602 ff. 
James, Robert (uncle), 603, 606 
James, Robert W. ("Bob"; cousin), 26, 
603 

James, Robertson ("Bob”: brother), 
185, 239, 248, 250, 251-66 passim, 
*78-79. 3*0, 313, 316, 322, 368-70, 
381-82, 457-62, 473, 492, 602; letter, 
260; poem, 459 fn. 1 
James, William (grandfather), 6-7, 35, 
43, 100, 265, 349, 396-97, 602, 607 
James, William ("W.J.,” "Willy,” etc.; 
brother), 3-15, 19-20, 25-29, 35, 36, 
39 - 4 *. 43. 48-50, 5 *. 67. 7 *. 89. 9 *- 
99, 106-50 passim, 157, 162-63, 170- 
72, 176, 178, 183, 189-95, *97. *01-2, 
205, 212, 220, 225, 234, 239-40, 246- 
49. *59-77. *84. * 9 *- 94 . 300-3. 307- 
22, 326-27, 333, 335, 340, 348, 368, 
37 *. 384. 394-95. 401-a. 407. 4 **. 
418, 428-33, 436, 459 fn. 1, 464, 480, 
492, 496-506, 511, 523, 541, 544, 602, 
608, 609; lettei^, 248, 263-68, 309-ss, 
327-29. 499-506 
Jarves, Mr. (painter), 133 
Javelli, L6on/97 
Jefferson, Joseph, 447 
Jenks, Richard Pulling, ai, 115-16, 
119-ai, 127, 140 
Johnson, Andrew, 491 
Jones, Fred, 533 
Judith, Mme. (actress), 44 
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Kavanagh, Miss (novelist), 5 
Kean, Charles, 17^0, 181 
Kean, Ellen Tree, 180 
Keene, Laura, 62, 64 
Kellogg, Clara Louise, 538 
Kemble, Frances Ann (Fanny), 180, 582 
Kensett, John Frederic, 36 
Killyleagh (Killingsley), Ireland, 6, 602 
King, Miss (New York), 505 
King, Anne, 155-56, 219-22 
King, Arthur, 155-56, 219, 2*2-23, 245 
King, Charlotte, 155-56, 167, 219, 221- 
23, 606 

King, Mrs. Gracie, 505 

King, Vernon, 155-56, 219-22 

Kiss, August, 99 

Knowles, J. Sheridan, 90 

Kohler, M. (hotelkeeper, Geneva), 501 

La Farge, John, 257-76, 279, 284, 287- 
300, 318, 436, 481, 482 
Lafontaine, Mme. (actress), 201 
La Fontaine, Jean de, 183 
Lamb, Charles and Mary, 170 
Lambinet, Emile, 193 
Landor, Walter Savage, 487 
Landseer, Sir Edwin Henry, 178 
Lansfeldt. See Montez, Lola 
Lawrence, Amos, 463 
Lawrence Scientific School, 309. See 
also Harvard University 
Lawton's Valley. See Newport 
Le Clair, Robert Charles, 601, 604 
Lectures and Miscellanies James 
(James), 279 

Lee, Col. (South Carolina Cavalry), 470 
Lee, Frank, 423, 462-63 
Lee, Richard E., 477 
Lee, Stephen, 470 
Lef^vre, M. (painter), 154 
Lemattre, Fr^d^ric(k), 201 
Leech, John, 35 
Leonardo da Vinci, 199 
Lerambert, M. (tutor), 183-85, 189, 205 
Leslie, Charles, 178 
Lessing, Gotthold Ephraim, 243 
Letters of Henry James, The (Lud- 
bock), 608 


Leutze, Emanuel, 151-53 
Leverett, Rev. William C., 285 
Lewes, Mr. (son of George Henry 
Lewes), 575-77 

Lewes, George Henry, 523, 575-77. 
582-84, 590 

Lewes, Mrs. George Henry. See Eliot, 
George 

Lincoln, Abraham, 328, 414, 471-72, 
477* 490-91 
Lind, Jenny, 76 
Linwood. See Rhinebeck, N. Y. 

Literary Remains of Henry James 
(James), 5, 335 fn. 1, 340, 348 
Liverpool, 548-49, 606 
Lockhart, John Gibson, 561 
Logan, John Alexander, 470 
London, 14, 17, 33, 48-49, 157-58, 168- 
82, 186, 348, 353, 356-57* 360, 495, 
514-17* 551-99. 609 
London Crystal Palace, 14 
London Times, 549 
Longfellow, Henry Wadsworth, 279, 
361* 399 

Louis Philippe, 13, 32 

Louvre (Palais du), 196-99, 273-74, 606 

Lowell, Charles, 463-64 

Lowell, James Russell, 279, 407, 463, 

532* 567-^9* 609 

Lubbock, Percy, 608 
Luxembourg Palace, 178, 190 199 

Lyons, 159-60, 166 

Macauley, Lord, 262 
McClellan, Gen. George B., 463, 500 
McElroy, Dr. (Presbyterian clergyman, 
New York), 132-33 
Maclise, Daniel, 178 
Malvina, Miss (actress), 61-62 
Manet, Edouard, 293 
Maquelin family. See below 
Maquelin, Pensionnat, 239, 250-51, 

859-60 

Marlborough House, 177-78 
Mars, Mile. (Anne Fran9oi8c Boutet), 
201 

Marsh, Mrs. (novelist). 5 
Marshall, William H., 604 
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Marshall, Mrs. William H. ("Aunt 
Kate"). See Walsh, Catherine 
Martineau, Harriet, 356 
Martinetti family (actors), 96-97 
Mason, Gertrude, 155, 214-17, 606 
Mason, Helen, 155, 214-17, 606 
Mason, Henry, Sr., 155, 214-16, 606 
Mason, Mrs. Henry, Sr. (Lydia Lush 
James), 155, 214-16, 606 
Mason, Henry, Jr., 155, 606 
Mason, Herbert, 310 
Mason, Lydia, Jr., 155, 214-17, 606 
Mason, Serena, 155, 214-17, 606 
Massachusetts General Hospital, 497 
Matthews, Charles, 181-82 
Matthews, Mrs. Charles, 67 
May, John, 431-32 
Medici, Catherine de, 231 
Mdanie, Mme. (actress), 201 
M^lingue, M. (actor), 201 
Mercer, Dr. (Newport), 285 
Meredith, George, 253 
Mdrim^e, Prosper, 292, 294, 502 
Merridew's English Library (Boulogne), 
229, 232-33 

Mesnard, M. (schoolmaster, Paris), 
208-9 

Mestayer, Emily, 90-92 
Metcalfe, Dr. (New York), 542-43 
Metternich, Prince, 407 
Michaelangelo, 284 

Milford Cottage. See Greville, Mrs. 
Richard 

Mill, John Stuart, 349, 576 

Millais, Sir John Everett, 168, 178, 253 

Mitchell, Maggie, 447-48 

Mivart, St. George Jackson, 407 

Monnier, Henri, 81, 192 

Montes, Lola. See below 

Montez, Lola, Countess of Lansfeld, 

90 

Montgomery, Jemima. See Tautphoeus, 
Baroness 

Moore, George, 561 
Morris, William, 502, 515 
Morrison (Union artillery officer), 465 
Mozier, Joseph, 36 
Mulready, William, 178 


Murillo, Bartolom6 Esteban, 199 
Musset, Alfred de, 64, 604 
Musters, Mr. (student, Bonn), 262 

Nadali, Jean, 160, 167, 197-98 
Nagle, Mr. and Mrs. (actors), 62 
Nairn, 324 

Nanteuil, de, family (Saint-Pol-de- 
L^on), 287 I 

Nantua, 160 

Napier boy (schoolmate, Boulogne), 
227 ^ 

Naples, 219 ‘ 

Napoleon I, 136, 231 
Napoleon III, 247 
Nash, Joseph, 13 

Nation, The, 360, 408, 488, 502, 608 
National Gallery (London), 178, 568 
Nepos, Cornelius, 121 
Neuberg, Mr. (Hampstead), 354 
Neuchzitel, 325 

New Brighton (Staten Island, N.Y.), 14, 
18-27, 4^47» 5^' 603 

New York (City), 6-7, 10-99 pQssim, 

107-39 passim, 151-54, 157-58^ 304. 
344» 353» 358-59- 445- 481, 484-85. 
505-6, 516, 538, 602, 603, 605 
New-York Daily Tribune, The, 44-45, 
604 

Newburgh-on-the-Hudson, N. Y., 6 
Newport, R. I., 221, 222, 271, 274-80, 
284-300, 305, 310, 325, 330, 364, 414, 
418-19, 426, 436-37, 478, 481-87, 495, 
497- 519- 524-25- 603, 607, 608 
Nice, 247 

Nightingale, Florence, 484 
Norcom family (Louisville and New 
York), 132, 141-44 

North American Review, 407, 476, 542, 
608 

North Bank. See Eliot, George 
North Conway, N. H., 506-8 
Norton, Charles Eliot, 388-93, 407, 433, 
476-77, 488, 515, 555, 562, 608 
Norton, Mrs. Charles Eliot {n^e Sedg- 
wick), 388-94, 433, 515, 407, 562, 573. 
608 

Norton, Grace, 407, 515, 573, 608 
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Norton, Jane, 388-94, 406-7, 573, 608 
Niimberg, 501 

Oberon, Mme. Ponisi, 62-63 
Ogden sisters (New York), 141 
Once a Week, 252-54, 264 
Osborne, Louis, 248-51 
Osgood, Mr. (painter), 37 
Osgood, James, 401-2 

Pacific, S.S., 158 ^ 

Paget, Sir James, 576-77 
Palais de Tlndustrie (Paris), 168 
Palmerston, Lord, 35 
Pantheon (London), 151, 177, 178 
Paris, 17, 30-32, 52, 159, 166-68, 183- 
220, 374-75, 404, 484, 495, 586, 604, 
606 

Paris, University of, 498 
Parker, Joel, 441, 443 
Parker, Theodore, 348 
Parkhurst, Dr. (dentist. New York), 38- 
39 

Parsons, Theophilus, 441-42, 444 
Pasca (French actor or actress), 499 
Pascoe family (Cambridge), 309-10 
Patti, Angelina, 66 
Paul, Saint, 523 

Peabody, Francis Greenwood, 319 
Pelham, N. Y., 400, 513-14 
Pell-Clarke, Leslie, 603 
Pell-Clarke, Mrs. Leslie (Henrietta 
Temple), 10, 282, 293, 325, 522-23, 
603 

Pendleton, James H., 25-26, 212-13, 
218 

Pendleton, Mrs. James H. (Gertrude 
James), 25, 106, 212-13, 217-18, 606 
Perkins, Mr. — (husband of Helen 
Wyckoff), 72, 77-83, 605 
Perkins, Billy, 464, 471 
Perkins, Helen Wyckoff. See Wyckoff, 
Helen 

Perry, Matthew Galbraith, 318 
Perry, Oliver Hazard, 318 
Perry, Ralph Barton, 601, 607 
Perry, Thomas Sargeant, 300, 316-18, 
408, 487, 498, 503 
Peters family (Philadelphia), 260 


Phelps boys (New York), 127 
Philadelphia, 484-85, 516-17 
Phillips, Adelaide, 538 
Phillips, Wendell, 321 
Phiz (H^blot K. Browne), 39, 66, 1 17 
Pierson, Mile, (actress), 203 
Planch^, James Robinson, 181 
Plumley, Miss (Sanborn’s School, Con- 
cord), 369 

Poe, Edgar Allan, 36-37, 279 
Polmont, 6 

Ponisi, Mme. See Oberon, Mme, Ponisi 
Ponsard, M. (playwright), 202-3 
Portrait of a Lady, The (James), 602 
Portsmouth Grove, R. I., 421-26, 608 
Post, Mary Minturn, 402, 542-43 
Potter, Brig. Gen,, 459 
Powers, Hiram, 36 
Pradier, James, 214 
Pritchard, Hannah Vaughan, 180 
Prud’hon, Pierre Paul, 198 
Pruyn family (Albany), 29 
Punch, 34 

Quackenboss, Mr. (schoolmaster), 121- 
22, 127, 129 
Quincy, Harry, 310 

von Rabe, Mme. (nde Crawford), 531 
Rachel (Elisa Fdix), 44, 201, 202, 343, 
353 /w. 1 

Racine, Jean, 243 

Ravel family (French acrobats, etc.), 

96-97 

Rawle, Miss (Philadelphia), 533-34 
Readc, Charles, 253 
Readville, Mass., 423, 456 
R^camier, Mme. Jeanne Bernard, 21 
Reichhardt, Mme. (schoolmistress. New 
York), 108 

Rembrandt van Rijn, Paul, 569 
Renan, Ernest, 586 
Renouvier, Charles Bernard, 395 
Reprobate, The (James), 605 
Revue des Deux Mondes, 281, 287-88, 

291. 31 352, 385^ 404-413 

Rhinebeck, N. Y., 102-4 
Ripley, George, 36 
Ristori, Adelaide, 77, 262-63 
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Ritter, M. (Geneva), 501 
Robertson, Alexander, 6, 74-76, 133, 
602 

Robertson, Thomas William, 568 
Robeson, Alice, 321 
Robeson, Andrew, 311 
Robinson boys (New York), 132 
Robinson, Solon, 45-46, 604 
Robson, Mr. (English actor), 179, 181 
Rochette, M. See below 
Rochette, Institution, 240-45, 257 
Roediger, M. See below 
Roediger, Pensionnat, 163-65 
Rogers, Miss (teacher. New York), 11- 
12 

Rogers, Samuel, 561 

Rome, 479, 520 

Ropes, John, 310 

Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, 515 

Rossi, Countess. See Sontag, Henrietta 

Rostand, Edmund, 607 

Rousby, Mrs. (actress), 77 

Rousseau, Gen. (Union Army), 468 

Rousseau, Jean Jacques, 104, 438 

Rousseau, Theodore, 193 

Royal Academy (London), 178 

Rubens, Peter Paul, 177, 569, 599 

Ruskin, John, 515 

Russell, Mr. (father of Cabot Russell), 
383 

Russell, Mrs. (actress), 63 
Russell, Cabot, 382-84, 463-64 
Rutson, Albert, 555, 560 
Ruysdael, Jacob van, 166 

Sade, Marquis Donatien de, 591-92 
Sade, Laure de, 591 
Sainte-Beuve, Charles Augustin, 185, 
440-41 

Salter, Mr. (theological student, Cam- 
bridge), 431-32 

Sanborn, Frank B., 313, 365-70, 607 
Sand, Geo^, 404-7» 447» 5®* 

San Francisco, 531-34 
Saratoga, N. Y., 495 
Sardou, Victorien, 203 
Sauvage, Prosper, 228 
Savoie (Savoy), 247 


Schenectady, N. Y., 303-4 
Schelling, Friedrich Wilhelm Joseph 
von, 347 

Schiller, Johann Christoph Friedrich 
von, 243, 255, 327 
Scott, Sir Walter, 252, 561 
Scott, Winfield, 31, 37, 117 
Scribe, Augustin Eugene, 204 
Sedgwick family, 393. See also Noij'ton, 
Mrs. CJ^arles Eliot I 

Sedgwick, Miss (teacher, New Yorki 12 
Sedgwick, Arthur, 388-89, 562 \ 

Semler family (Dresden). 500 
Senter boys (New York), 132 
Shady Hill. See Norton, Charles Elick; 
Cambridge 

Shakespeare, William, 56 ff,, 61, 62, 91, 
170 

Shaw, Frank, 382 

Shaw, Robert Gould, 381, 423, 456-57 
Sheridan, Richard Brinsley, 561 
Sherman, William Tecumseh, 468, 
470-71 

Sickles, Daniel Edgar, 329 
Sillig, M. (Vevey), 110-11 
Simpson boy (New York), 128, 130, 278 
Sing Sing, 99-102, 107 
Smith, Albert, 179 
Smollett, Tobias, 549, 567 
Sontag, Henrietta, Countess Rossi, 66 
Stamm, Fraulein (Bonn-am-Rhein), 
256, 266 

Staten Island. See New Brighton 
Stearns, Mrs. (Concord), 369-70 
Sterling, John, 348 
Stevenson, Robert Louis, 169 
Stirling, Mrs. (London actress), 179 
Stirling, James Hutchison, 407 
Stoddard, Mr. (classicist), 120 
Stokes boys (New York), 127 
Storrow, Samuel, 471 
Stowe, Harriet Beecher, 92-95, 143 
Strasbourg, 270 

Stromberg, Herr and Frau (Bonn-am- 
Rhein), 261-62 
Stuart, Gilbert, 401 

Sturgis, Caroline. See Tappan, Mrs. 
William A. 
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Sullivan, Sir Arthur S., 568 
Sumner, Charles, 31, 34, 360 
Susini (opera singer), 538 
Swampscott, Mass., 494, 497 
Swedenborg, Emanuel, 331-32, 340-41, 
361 

Sweetser family (Cambridge), 319, 321 
Swinburne, Algernon Charles, 569-70 
Syracuse, N. Y., 604 

h 

Talleyrand-P^rigord, Charles Maurice 
de, 437 

Talma, Francois Joseph, 207 
Tappan, Ellen, 320, 364, 375, 381 
Tappan, Mary, 320. 364, 375, 381 
Tappan, William A., 315, 320, 364, 375, 
381, 607 

Tappan, Mrs. William A. (Caroline 
Sturgis), 315, 320, 364-65, 373-81, 
384-85, 607 

Tautphoeus, Baroness (Jemima Mont- 
gomery), 604 

Taylor, Dr. (New York), 542-43 
Taylor, Bayard, 562 
Taylor, Mary, 61-62 
Taylor, Tom, 180 

Temple, Capt. — (brother of Col. 

Robert Emmet Temple), 533 
Temple, Ellen (“Elly”). See Emmet, 
Mrs. Christopher Temple 
Temple, Henrietta. See Pell-Clarke, 
Mrs. Leslie 

Temple, Katharine (“Kitty”). See 
Emmet, Mrs. Richard Stockton 
Temple, Mary (Sr.) (“Aunt Mary”). 

See Tweedy, Mrs. Edmund 
Temple, Mary (Jr.) (“Minnie,” 
“Minny”), 10, 280, 282-84, 325, 504- 
44, 603; letters, 505-43 
Temple. Robert Qr.) (“Bob”), 10, 322- 
26, 603, 607 

Temple, Col. Robert Emmet, 10, 32, 
54*-4S» 602-3 

Temple, Mrs. Robert Emmet (Cath- 
arine Margaret James), 9-10, 105-6, 
«9S» 602-3 

Temple, William James (“Will”), 10, 
305-6, 310, 322, 325, 603, 607 


Tennyson, Alfred, Lord, 515, 585-94, 
609 

Tennyson, Lady, 588-89 
Tennyson, Hallam, 588 
Thackeray, William Makepeace, 52-53, 
172, 186, 225. 229, 251-52, 324, 549 
Thellusson, Mrs. (mother of Sabina 
Matilda Thellusson), 581 
Thellusson, Sabina Matilda. See Gre- 
ville, Mrs. Richard 

Thies, Mr. (Gray collection. Harvard), 
310-11 

Thomas family (New York), 248 
Thomas, George Henry, 468 
Thom(p)son, Robert, 169-70, 172. 183, 
185. 195, 606 

Thorwaldsen, Albert Bertel, 98 
Thought and Character of 'William 
James, The (Perry), 601, 607 
Titian, 177, 568-70, 599 
Toepffer (Topffer), Charles, 242-43, 
607 

Toepffer (Topffer), Rodolphe, 165-66, 
242-43, 607 
Toole, John, 77 
Tourg^neff. See Turgenev 
Tours, 155, 214-16 
Townsend family (Albany), 29 
Trollope, Anthony, 251, 338, 406-7, 526 
Trollope, Frances, 5 
Trouville, 155, 214-16 
Troyon, Constant, 193 
Tuckerman, Henry T„ 279 
Tuileries, 192, 214-15, 271 
Turgenev, Ivan, 402, 408 
Turin, 260 

Tussaud, Marie, 172-73 
Tweedy, Edmund, 155, 280, 320-21, 
481, 603 

Tweedy, Mrs. Edmund [Mary Temple 
(Sr.)], 155, 280, 282, 293, 320-21, 380, 
481, 484-85, 603 

Uhland, Johann Ludwig, 259 
Union College (Schenectady), 303 
Upham, Miss (Cambridge), 3 11-12, 315, 
328-29, 418-21, 427 if* 
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Van Buren boys (New York), 132 
Van Buren, Martin, 9 
Van Buren, Smith Thompson, 9, 602 
Van Buren, Mrs. Smith Thompson 
(Ellen King James), 9, 602 
Vanderpool, Beach, Jr., 434-36 
Van Rensselaer family (Albany), 29 
Van Winkle family (New York), 132, 
141. 145-47 

Van Winkle, Edgar. See above 
“Varick,” Mr. See below 
Varian, Isaac Leggett, 133, 605 
Vauquer, Pension, 211 
Venice, 562, 609 
Ventnor, N. J., 351 

Verch^re, M. (schoolmaster, Geneva), 
243 

Vergn^s, M. See below 
Vergn^s, Institution, 112-16, 127 
Vernon collection, 177 
Veronese, Paolo, 199, 569, 599 
Vevey, 110-11 
Victor Emmanuel II, 247 
Victoria, Mme. (actress), 201 
Vig^e-Lebrun, Marie, 198 
Viollet-le-Duc, Eugene Emmanuel, 486 
Voltaire, 135, 432 

Vredenburg, Mrs. (teacher, New Brigh- 
ton), 14, 20 

Wallack, Fanny, 63, 604 
Wallack, Lester, 62, 64 
Walsh, Catherine (“Aunt Kate"; Mrs. 
William H. Marshall), 38-39, 49, 70, 
76 » 77* 85* 88-89, 135, 201, 212, 248, 
264-66, 311, 316-17, 321-22, 404, 407, 
503, 604 

Walsh, Elizabeth Robertson, 6, 70, 75, 
602 

Walsh, Hugh, 6, 602 
Walsh, James, 58, 602 
Walsh, John, 75-76 

Walsh, Mary Robertson. See James, 
Mary Walsh 

Walsh, Robertson, 75-76, 278 
Ward family (New York), 132, 139-42, 
i 44 » 148 

Ward, Samuel Gray, 313, 320 


Ward, Mrs. Samuel Gray, 313, 320 
Ward, Tom, 310, 313-14 
Warren, Austin, 607, 608 
Washburn, Emory, 441-42, 444 
Washburn, Frank, 499, 502, 503 
Washington, George, 508 
Waterford, Lord, 599 
Waterford, Louise, Lady, 595-99 1 
Waterman, Miss (Sanborn's School, 
ConcoFrd), 369 
Webster, Daniel, 30, 34 
Welles, Gideon, 473 \ 

Weston, Miss. See Davenport, li(Irs. 
E. L. 

White Mountains, 481 
Whitman, Walt, 46, 375, 422, 424-25 
Wigan, Alfred, 179, 181 
Wilkie, David, 178 

Wilkinson, Dr. J. J. Garth, 353-54, 359 * 
378 

William James of Albany, N, Y,, and 
His Descendants (Hastings), 602 
Willis, N. P., 36, 400 
Winthrop, Mr. (New York), 118 
Winthrop, Theodore, 118 
Witley. See Eliot, George 
Wood, Mrs. (Cambridge; nie Upham), 
328-29 

Wordsworth, William, 395 
Wright, Chauncey, 406, 407, 608 
Wright, Mrs. Lavinia D., 12, 14-15 
Wyckoff, Great-aunt, 70, 73-75, 77, 508, 
605 

WyckoflF, Albert, 70-89 passim, 132, 
144, 605 

Wyckoff, Alexander, 75, 77, 605 
Wyckoff, Helen, 70-73, 75, 77-81, 83- 
89* i44» 508,-605 
Wyckoff, Henry, 77, 83-89, 605 
Wyman, Dr. Jeffries, 312, 327, 329 

Yale University, 304, 306 
Young, Mrs. William, 474 
Young Henry James (Le Clair), 601, 
604 

Zoffany (painter), 180 
Zola, Emile, 188, 606 








